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Among  the  few  poets  who  flourished  in  the  first  periods  of  our  poetical  history ,  the 
oame  of  Gower  has  been  handed  down  to  us  with  peculiar  honour,  as  fit  to  he  coupled 
with  that  of  Cliaucer,  to  whom  some  have  supposed  he  was  prior  in  his  attempt  to 
meliorate  our  poetry,  and  others  have  asserted  that  he  was  the  early  guide  and 
encouniger  of  phaucer's  studies.  Yet  there  b  not  much  in  thb,  were  it  confirmed,  to 
detract  from  Chaucer's  superiority.  Gower  might  have  possessed  the  judgment  of  a 
critic,  without  the  fire  of  a  poet ;  and  it  is  not  uncommon  for  a  pupil  to  excel  his 
master.  We  know>  however,  too  little  of  the  history  of  either,  to  believe  that  they 
stood  in  these  relations,  and  the  point  of  precedency  must  still  remain  conjectural,  while 
we  have  more  substantial  evidence  that  as  an  English  poet  Gower  was  far  inferior  to  his 
great  contemporary. 

John  Gower  is  supposed  to  have  been  bom  before  Chaucer,  but  of  what  family,  or  in 
what  part  ^f  the  kingdom,  is  uncertain.  Lcland  was  mformed  that  he  was  of  the 
ancient  family  of  the  Gowers  of  Stitenham,  in  Yorkshire,  and  succeeding  biographers 
appear  to  have  taken  for  granted  what  that  eminent  antiquary  gives  only  as  a  report. 
Other  particular  from  Leland  are  yet  more  doubtful,  as- that  he  was  a  knight  and 
some  time  chief  justice  of  the  Common  Pleas,  for  no  information  respecting  any  judge 
of  that  name  can  be  collected  either  in  the  reign  of  Edward  U.  during  which  be  is  said 
to  have  been  on  the  bench»  or  afterwards.  Weaver  asserts  that  he  was  of  a  Kentish 
family,  and,  in  Caxton's  edition  of  the  Confessio  Amantis,  he  i^  said  to  have  been  a 

native  of  Wales. 

He  appears,  however,  to  have  studied  law,  and  was  a  member  of  the  Society  of  the 
Middle  Temple,  where  it  is  supposed  he  met  with,  and  acquired  the  friendship  of 
Chancer.  The  similarity  of  their  studies,  and  theur  taste  for  poetry,  were  not  the  only 
bonds  of  union.  Their  political  bias  was  nearly  the  same.  Chaucer  attached  himself 
to  John  of  Gaunt,  duke  of  Lancaster,  and  Gower  to  Thomas  of  Woodstock,  duke  of 
Gloucester,  both  uncles  to  king  Richard  H.  The  tendency  of  the  Conf<^ssio  Araantis 
IB  censoring  the  vkes  of  the  clergy  coincides  with  Chaucer's  sentiments,  and  although 
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we  have  na  direct  proof  of  those  mutaal  argtiings  and  disputes  between  them,  which 
Leland  speaks  of,  there  caD  be  no  doubt  that  their  friendship  was  at  one  time  inter* 
nipted.  Chaucer  concludes  his  Troilus  and  Cresside,  with  recommending  it  to  the 
corrections  of  "  moral  Gower/'  and  *^  philosophical  Strode;*'  and  Gower,  in  the 
Confessio  Amantis,  introduces  Venus  praising  Chaucer  '^  as  her  disciple  and  poete/' 
Such  was  their  mutual  respect;  its  decline  is  less  intelligible.  Mr.  l^rwhft  says,  '*  If 
the  reflection  (in  the  Prologue  to  the  Man  of  Lawes  Tale,  ver.  4497.)  upon  those  who 
relate  such  stories  as  that  of  Canace,  or  of  Apollonius  Tyrius,  was  levelled  at  Gower,  as 
I  very  much  suspect,  it  will  be  difficult  to  reconcile  such  an  attack  to  our  notions  of  the 
strict  friendship  which  is  generally  supposed  to  have  subsisted  between  the  two  bards. 
The  attack  too  at  this  tune  must  appear  the  more  extraordinary  on  the  part  of  our  bard, 
as  he  is  just  going  to  put  into  the  mouth  of  his  Man  of  Lawe  a  tale,  of  which  almost 
every  drcumstance  is  borrowed  from  Gower.  The  fact  is,  that  the  story  of  Canace  is 
related  by  Gower  in  his  Confessio  Amantis,  B.  iii.  and  the  story  of  Apollonius  (or 
ApoUynus,  as  he  b  there  called)  in  the  viiith  book  of  the  same  woik:  so  that,  if  Chaucer 
really  did  not  mean  to  reflect  upon  hu  old  friend,  his  choice  of  these  two  instances  was 
rather  unlucky.** 

*'  There  b  another  circumstance,"  says  the  same  critic,  "  which  rather  inclines  me  to 
believe,  that  tlieu:  friendship  sufiered  some  interruption  in  the  latter  part  of  their  lives. 
In  the  new  edition  of  the  Confessio  Amantb,  which  Gower  publbhed  after  the  accession 
of  Henry  IV.  the  verses  in  praise  of  Chaucer  (fol.  190.  b.  col.  1.  ed.  1532.)  are  omitted. 
See  MS.  Harl.  3869.  Though  perhaps  the  death  of  Chaucer  at  that  time  had  rendered 
the  compliment  contained  in  those  verses  less  proper  than  it  was  at  first,  that  alone  does 
not  seem  to  have  been  a  sufficient  reason  for  omitting  them,  especially  as  the  original 
date  of  the  woric,  in  the  16  of  Richard  IL  b  preserved.  Indeed  the  only  other  altera- 
tions, which  I  have  been  able  to  discover,  are  towards  the  beginning  and  end,  where 
every  thing  which  had  been  said  in  praise  of  Richard  in  the  first  edition,  is  either  left 
out  or  converted  to  the  use  of  hb  successor  ^" 

As  thb  b  the  only  evidence  of  a  difference  between  Chaucer  and  Gower,  we  may  be 
allowed  to  hope  that  no  violent  loss  of  friendsliip  ensued.  As  to  their  poetical  studies 
it  b  evident  that  there  was  a  remarkable  difference  of  opmion  and  pursuit.  Chaucer 
had  the  courage  to  emancipate  his  muse  from  the  trammeb  of  French,  in  which  it  was 
the  fashion  to  write,  and  the  genius  to  lay  the  foundation  of  Englbh  poetiy,  taste  and 
imagination.  Gower,  probably  from  hb  closer  intimacy  with  the  French  and  Latin 
poets,  found  it  more  easy  to  follow  the  beaten  track.  Accordingly  the  first  of  his  works 
was  written  in  French  measure.  It  b  entitled  *^  Specult7M  Meditantis,  Uu 
Traitte^,  selonc  les  aucteurs,  pour  ensampler  les  amants  marietz,  au  fins  qils  la  foy  de 
lour  seints  espousailles,  pourront  per  due  loyalte  guarder,  et  al  honeur  de  Dieu 
salvement  tener/'  Of  tlib,  which  is  written  in  Ten  Books,  there  are  two  copies  in  the 
Bodleian  library.  It  is  a  compilation  of  precepts  ami  examples  from  a  variety  of 
authors,  in  favour  of  the  chastity  of  the  marriage  bed. 

Hb  next  work  b  in  Latin,  entitled  Vox  Clam  antis.  Of  thb  there  are  many  copies 
extant;  tliat  m  the  Cottonian  library  b  more  fully  entitled  **  Johannb  Gower 
Chronica^  quae  Vox  Clamantis  dicitur,  sine  Poema  de  Insurrexione  Rusticorum  contra 
ingenoos  et  nobiles,  tempore  Regb  Richardi  II.  et  De  Causb  ex  quibus  talia  continguut 

■  Introductory  Discourse  to  the  Canterbury  Talcs,  S  xiv.  and  note  15.    C. 
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Enomiii :  libiis  aeptem/'  Some  lesser  pieces  are  annexed  to  this  eopy,  historical  and 
ooral.  Thai  in  the  library  of  All  Souls  College,  Oxford^  appears  to  have  been  written, 
or  ntlier  dictated,  when  be  was  old  and  blind.  It  has  an  epistle  in  Latin  verse  prefixed^ 
and  addrcswd  in  these  words ;  "  Hanc  epistolam  subscriptam  corde  devoto,  misit  senex 
et  CCCU9  Johannes  Gower,  renerendissinio  in  Christo  patri  ac  domino  suo  prindpio 
D.  Tbomae  Amndel  Cantoar.  Archiepiscopo^  &c.  Pr.  Saccessor  Thomse,  Thomas 
hnmiiem  tibi  do  me.''  This,  therefore,  b  supposed  to  have  been  the  last  transcript  he 
made  of  th»  woik,  probably  near  the  close  of  his  life.  Mr.  Warton  is  of  opinion  that 
it  wasfirst  written  in  1397. 

The  CoNPBSsio  Amantis,  which  entitles  him  to  a  place  among  English  poets, 
was  finislied  probably  in  1393,  after  Chaucer  had  written  most  of  his  poems,  but  before 
he  composed  the  Canterbuiy  Tales,  it  b  said  to  have  been  begun  at  the  suggestion  of 
King  Richard  IL  who  meeting  him  accidentally  on  the  Thames,  called  him  mto  the 
nytd  barge,  and  enjiuned  him  '*  to  booke  some  new  thing.''  It  was  first  printed  by 
CaxtoD  in  1493.  In  1516,  Barclay,  the  author  of  the  Ship  of  Fools,  was  requested  by 
ar  Giles  Aylington  to  abridge  or  modernise  the  Confessio  Amantis.  Barclay  was  then 
old  and  infirm,  and  declined  it,  as  Mr.  Warton  thinks,  very  prudently,  as  he  was  little 
qoalified  to  correct  Gower.  Thb  anecdote,  however,  shews  that  Gower  had  already 
become  obsolete.  Skelton,  in  the  Boke  of  Philip  Sparrow,  says  **  Gower*s  Englishe  is 
ohL"  Dean  Colet  studied  Gower  as  well  as  Chancer  and  Lydgate,  in  order  to  improve 
hb  style.  In  Futtenham's  age,  about  the  aid  of  the  sixteenth  century,  their  language 
was  out  of  use.  In  the  mean  time,  a  second  edition  of  the  Confnsio  Amantis  was 
printed  by  Berthelette  in  1532,  a  third  in  1544,  and  a  fourth  in  1554.  At  the  distance 
of  two  centuries  and  a  half,  a  fifth  is  now  presented  to  the  public.  The  only  stain  <» 
hii  character,  which  Mr.  Ritson  has  urged  with  asperity,  but  which  is  obscurely 
dscemible,  is  the  alteration  he  made  in  this  work  on  the  accession  of  Henry  IV.  and 
his  consequent  disrespect  for  the  memoiy  of  Richard,  to  whom  he  formerly  looked  up 
as  to  a  patron. 

The  only  other  drcnmstances  of  his  hbtory  are,  that  he  was  esteemed  a  man  of 
great  learning,  and  lived  and  died  in  affluence.  That  he  possessed  a  munificent  sphit,  we 
have  a  most  decisive  proof  in  his  contributing  largely,  if  not  entirely,  to  the  rebuilding  of 
the  cooventual  church  of  St.  Mary  Oveny,  or,  as  it  is  now  called,  St.  Saviour's  church, 
Soutfawark,  and  afterwards  founded  a  chauntry  in  the  chapel  of  St  John,  now  used 
as  a  vestry. 

He  appears  to  have  lost  hb  sight  in  the  first  year  of  Henry  IV.  and  did  not  long  survive 
this  misfortune,  dying  at  an  advanced  age  in  1402.  He  was  interred  in  St.  Saviour's 
church,  and  a  monument  was  afterwards  erected  to  his  memory,  which,  although  it  has 
suffered  by  dilapidations  and  injudicious  repairs,  still  retains  a  considerable  portion  of 
antique  magnificence.  It  is  of  the  Gothic  style,  covered  with  three  arches,  the  roof 
within  springing  into  many  angles,  under  which  lies  the  statue  of  the  deceased,  in  a  long 
purple  gown ;  on  his  head  a  coronet  of  roses,  restibg  on  three  volumes  entitled  For 
CUmtaUis,  Speculum  MediimUis,  and  Canfeisio  Amantit.  His  dress  has  given  rise  to  some 
of  those  conjectures  reacting  his  histoiy  which  cannot  now  be  determined,  as  his  bemg 
a  knight,  a  judge,  8rc. 

Besides  these  larger  works,  some  small  poems  are  preserved  in  a  MS*  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  but  possessing  little  or  no  merit  are  likely  to  remam  in  obscurity  ^ 

«  1UtiDQ*t  BiUiogmpbU  Poatica,  art  Oower.    C. 
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Mr.  Warhm  speaks  mem  tig^j  cf  a  coUcction,  eositakwd  in  a  whinw^  ii  tie  liinaiy  of 
tlie  marquis  of  Staibrd»  of  wUck  he  has  given  a  long  accomit,  witk  sptOMeas.  Tbcy 
are  sonnets  in  Freneb,  and  certaioiy  are  Moce  tender^  pallietic^  and  poeticai  Iban  Us 
larger  poems.  As  an^  Englisk  poet,  however,  his  repatatioA  mnat  stiU  rest  osi  tiie 
Conlessio  Amantisy  hut  altbongh  he  coutriboted  in  some  degree  to  faring  ahont  a 
beneficial  nnrnktion.  in  oar  langaage,  it  appears  to  be  the  univeisal  opinion  of  the  critics 
that  be  has  very  few  pretensions  to  be  ranked  among  inreators,  Mr.  Waitoo*»  nnalyai& 
of  tlieConfessio  will  he  no  impn^ier  apo)ogy  for  the  meagemess  of  thb  bsogiaphical 
article. 

The  Confesao  Amaatii>  ^'  is  a  dialogue  between  a  lover  and  his  coniessor,  who  is  a 
priest  of  Venos»,and  like  the  myst^gogoe  in  the  Picture  of  Cebea,  is  called  OaviUB. 
Here,  as  if  it  had  been  impossiUe  for  a  lover  not  to  be  a  good  catholic,  the  ritaal  of 
religion  is  applied  to  the  tender  passion,  and  Ovid's  Art  €d  Love  is  blended  with  tbe 
breviary.  In  the  course  of  the  conftssion,  every  evil  affifiction  of  the  human  heart, 
whidi  may  tend  to  impede  the  progress  or  counteract  the  success  of  love,  is  sckotificnny 
subdivided:  and  its  fiital  efEeets  eaLeraphfied  by  a  variety  of  apposite  rtorics,  extracted 
from  dsBsics  and  chronicles.  The  poet  often  introduces  or  recapitukites  his  matter  in  a 
few  couplets  of  Latin  loi^  and  short  verses.    This  was  in  imitation  of  Boethius. 

''  Th^  poem  is  strongly  tinctured  with  those  pedantic  aftctations  cooceming  the 
passion  of  love,  which  the  French  and  Italian  poets  of  the  fourteenth  century  borrow^ 
from  the  troubadours  of  Provence.  But  the  writer's  particular  auidel  appean  more 
immediately  to  have  been  John  of  Meun's  celebrated  Rom  aunt  de  la  Rosb.  He 
has,  however^  seldom  attempted  to  imitate  the  picturesque  imageries,  and  expressive 
personifications,  of  that  exquisite  allegory.  l&  most  striking  portraits,  which  yet  are 
conceived  with  no  powers  of  creation,  nor  deVneated  with  any  fertility  of  iancy,  are 
Idleness,  Avarice,  Micherie  or  Thieving,  and  Negligence,  the  secretary  of  Sloth. 
Instead  of  iM^ly  clothing  these  qualities  with  corporeal  attributes,  aptly  and  poetically 
imagined,  he  coldly,  yet  sensibly,  describes  their  operations,  and  enumciaftes  their 
properties.  What  Gower  wanted  m  invention,  he  supplied  from  his  common-place 
book;  which  appears  fb  have  been  stored  with  an  uiexhaustiUe  fimd  of  mstructive 
maxims,  pleasant  narrations,  and  ^ilosopliical  definitions.  It  seems  to  have  been  his 
ol^ect  to  crowd  all  his  erudition  into  this  elaborate  performance.  Yet  there  is  often 
some  degree  of  contrivance  and  art  in  his  manner  of  introducing  and  ad^ting  subjects 
of  a  very  distant  nature,  and  which  are  totally  foreign  to  hb  general  design. 

<'  In  tbe  fourth  book,  our  coofesscHr  turns  cheipist;  and  discoursing  at  hnge  on  the 
Hermetic  science,  developes  its  principles,  and  exposes  its  abuses,  with  great  penetration. 
He  deUvers  the  doctrines  concerning  the  vegetable,  rauMral,  and  animal  stones,  to 
which  Falstafle  aUudes  in  Shakspease,  with  amaxing  accuracy  and  perspicuily;  although 
this  doctrine  was  adopted  fi-om  systems  then  m  vogue.  In  another  place  he  applies  the 
Argonautic  expedition  in  search  of  the  golden  fleece,  which  he  relates  at  length,  to  the 
same  vbioaary  philosophy.  Gower  very  probably  conducted  his  assodate  Chaucer  into 
those  profound  mysteries,  which  had  been  just  opened  to  our  countrymen  by  the  books 
of  Roger  Bacon. 

**  In  the  seventh  book,  the  whole  circle  of  the  Aristotelic  philosophy  is  explained ; 
which  our  lover  is  desirous  to  leani,  supposing  that  the  importance  and  variety  of  its 
speculations  might  conduce  to  sooth  his  anxieties  by  diverting  and  engaging  his 
attention.  Such  a  discussion  was  not  very  likely  to  afford  him  much  consolation  : 
especially,  as  hardly  a  single  ornamental  digression  is  admittedi  to  decorate  a  field 
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■larally  so  destitute  of  flowers.  Alnort.  tiie  •nly  one  is  tlie  deficiiption  of  the  chariot 
and  crown  of  the  sun;  in  whicii  the  AiwbiMi  iJeas  oenoetnii^  precious  stones  are 
bteiwovea  with  Orid's  fictions  and  the  ohMsical  mjA<Aogy, 

"Perhaps,  in  estimating  Gowter'*  merit,  i  fane  pitslMd  die  notion  too  far,  that 
because  he  shews  so  much  learning  be  had  no  great  sbare  of  aatnral  abilities.  But  it 
should  be  considered^  that  when  bwilB  hegan  ta  grow  fashionable,  and  the  reputation 
of  leanung  conferred  the  highest  honaar,  poets  became  ambitious'  of  being  thought 
scholars :  and  sacrificed  their  native  powers  of  invention  to  the  ostentation  of  display bg 
an  extensive  course  of  reading,  and  to  the  pride  of  profound  erudition.  On  this  account, 
the  minstrels  of  Ihese  times,  who  were  totally  uneducated,  and  poured  forth  spontaneous 
ihjmes  m  obedience  to  the  workings  of  nature,  often  exhibit  more  geoume  strokes  of 
passion  and  imagination  than  the  professed  poets.  Chancer  is  an  exception  to  thb 
dbsenntion :  whose  original  feelings  were  too  strong  to  be  suppressed  by  books^  and 
whose  leammg  was  overbalanced  by  genius. 

"  This  affectation  of  appearing  learned,  which  yet  was  natural  on  the  revival  of 
fiterature,  in  our  old  poets,  even  in  those  who  were  altogether  destitute  of  talents,  has 
left  to  posterity  many  a  curious  picture  of  manners^  and  many  d  romantic  image.  Some 
of  our  ancient  bards,  however,  aimed  at  no  other  merit  than  that  of  being  able  to 
Tcrsify:  and  attempted  nothing  more,  than  to  cloath  in  rhyme  those  sentiments,,  which 
would  have  appeared  with  equal  propriety  in  prose'.'* 

Mr.  Warton's  account  of  the  sonnets  m  the  marquis  of  Stafford's  library  occurs  m  the 
emendations  and  additions  to  his  second  volume. 

In  thb  library  '^  there  is  a  thin  oblong  manuscript  on  veUum,  containing  some  of 

Gower  s  poems  in  Latin,  French,  and  English.    By  an  entry  in  the  first  leaf,  in  the 

hand-writing,  and  under  the  signature,  of  Thomas  Fairfax,  Cromwell's  general,  an 

antiquarian,  and  a  lover  and  collector  of  curious  manuscripts,  it  appears,  that  this  book 

was  presented  by  the  poet  Gower,  about  the  year  1400,  to  Henry  the  Fourth;  and  that 

it  was  given  by  lord  Fairfiix  to  his  friend  and  kinsman  sir  Thomas  Gower,  knight  and 

haronet,  in  the  year  l656.    By  another  entry,  lord  Fairfax  acknowledges  to  have 

received  it,  in  the  same  year,  as  a  present,  from  that  learned  gentleman  Charles  Gedde, 

esq.  of  St.  Andrews  m  Scotland;  and  at  the  end  are  five  or  six  Latin  anagrams  on 

Gedde,  written  and  signed  by  lord  Fairfiix,  with  this  title,  '  Iunomen  venerandi  et 

aonosi  Amici  sui  CaroH  Geddci.'    By  kiqg  Henry  the  Fourth  it  seems  to  have  been 

placed  in  the  royal  library :  it  appears  at  least  to  have  been  in  the  hands  of  king  Henry 

the  Seventh,  while  earl  of  Richmond,  from  the  name  Rycliemond,  inserted  in  another  of 

the  blank  leaves  at  the  beginning,  and  explained  by  tliis  note,  '  Liber  Henrici  septimi 

tunc  Comjtb  Richmond,  propria  manu  scripsit.*    This  manuscript  b  neatly  written, 

with  miniated  and  illuminated  initials:    and  contains  the  following  pieces.     I.  A 

Panegyric  in  stanzas,  with  a  Latin  prologue  or  rubric  in  seven  hexameters,  on  king 

Henry  the  Fourth.    This  poem,  commonly  called  Carmen  de  pacts  commendatione  in 

laudem  Henrici  quartz,  is  printed  in  Chaucer's  works  (Vol.  I.  p.  548).     II.  A  short 

Imi  foum  in  cfegmos  on  the  aaaM  wftgoet,  ^MgisHng,  '  Res  cc&  deus  et  dtmitms  qui 

tempora  soUu.'  .  <BCSS.  Caltoa.  Olfao.  D.  1.  4.)    Thb  m  followed  by  tea  other  very 

sbort  pieces,  both  in  French  and  Englbh,  of  the  same  tendency.     IIL  Cink^ntb 

Balades,  or  fifty  sonnets  in  French.      Part  of  the  first  b  illegible.    They  are  closed 

with  the  following  epilogue  and  colophon  : 

'  Htft.  of  Ito«trf,Vo).  u.  a^91  paaim.    C. 
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O  gentill  Eugletere  a  toi  lescrits, 
Pour  remembrer  ta  ioie  qest  nouelle, 
Qe  te  survient  du  noble  Roy  Henrisy 
^  Par  qui  dieus  ad  redreste  ta  qilerele, 

A  dieu  purceo  prieDt  et  cil  et  eelle, 
Qil  de  8a  grace^  aa  fort  Roi  corone, 
DoigDit  peas^  honour,  ioie  et  prosperite. 

ExpUciuni  carmma  lohU  Gower  gve  Gal&ce  compedta  Balades  dicuniw,  TV,  Tw» 
«bort  Latin  poems  in  elegiacs,  the  first  beginning,  '  Ecce  patet  tetuus  ceci  Cupidims 
arott'  The  second,  *  0  Natura  viri  potuit  quam  tollere  nemo*  V.  A  French  poem, 
imperfect  at  the  beginning.  On  the  Dignity  or  Excellence  of  Marriage,  in  one  book. 
The  subject  is  illustrated  by  examples.  As  no  part  of  this  poem  was  ever  printed,  I 
transcribe  one  of  the  stories. 

'*  Qiualiter  lason  uxorem  suam  Medeam  relinquens,  Creusam  Creontis  regis  filiam 
sibi  camaliter  copulavit.    Verum  ipse  cum  duobis  filiis  suis  postea  infortunatus  periit/' 


Li  prus  lason  qeu  lisle  de  Colchos 
Le  toison  dor,  pour  laide  de  Medee 
Conquist  dont  il  donour  portoit  grant  loot 
Par  tout  le  monde  encourt  la  renomee 
La  joefne  dame  one  soi  ad  amenee 
De  son  pays  en  Grece  et  lespousa 
Ffieinte  e^usaile  dieus  le  vcngera. 

Quant  Medea  meulx  qui  de  etre  en  repos 
Ove  son  man  et  qelle  avoit  porte 
Deux  fib  de  luy  lors  changea  le  pnrpos 
£1  quelle  lason  permer  fuist  oblige 
II  ad  del  tout  Medeam  refuse 
Si  prbt  la  file  au  roi  Creon  Creusa 
Ffrenite  espousaile  dieux  le  vengera. 
Medea  qot  le  coer  de  dolour  cloos 
En  son  corous  et  ceo  fuist  grant  pite 
Sas  joefiies  fils  queux  et  jadb  en  dos 
Veniz  ses  costees  ensi  com  forseue 
Deyant  ses  oels  lason  ele  ad  tue 
Ceo  qeu  fuist  fiut  pecche  le  fortuna 
Ffrenite  espousaile  dieux  le  vengera. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  piece,  the  poet  introduces  an  apology  for  any  inaecurfadcs» 
which,  as  an  Englishman,  he  may  have  committed  in  the  French  idiom. 

Al  universite  de  tout  le  monde 
loHAN  GoWBR  ceste  Balade  evoie; 
Et  si  ieo  nai  da  Francois  fiiconde^ 
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Pudonetz  okm  qe  ieo  de  ceo  fonvoie. 
leo  sttis  Eoglois:  si  quier  par  tide  voie 
Etre  excuse  niais  quoique  miUs  endie 
L'  amour  parfeiC  cd  dieo  se  justifies 


It  is  fioished  with  a  few  Latin  hexameters^  viz.  '^  Quis  sit  vel  qualis  sacer  order 
connnbialb."  This  poem  occurs  at  the  eod  of  two  valuable  folio  manuscripts,  iUumin* 
ated  and  oa  vellum,  in  the  Bodleian  library,  viz.  MSS.  Fairfax,  iii.  and  NB.  F.  8.  9* 
Also  in  the  manuscript  at  AU^Souls  college,  Oxford,  MSS  xxyi«  And  in  MSS.  Harl.  8869. 
In  all  these,  and,  T  believe,  in  many  others,  it  is  properly  connected  with  the  Confessio 
Amantis  by  the  following  rubric.  '*  Puisqu'  il  ad  dit  ciderant  en  £nglois,  par  yoic 
dessaraple,  la  sotie  de  cellui  qui  par  amours  aimie  par  especial,  dim  ore  apres  en  Francois 
a  tout  le  mond  en  general  une  traitie  selonc  les  auctors,  pour  casemplar  les  amants 
oiariez,  &c.     It  begins 

Le  creature  do  tout  creature. 

^'  But  the  Cinquante  Balsides,  or  fifty  French  sonnets  above-mentioned,  are  the 
curious  and  valuable  part  of  (this)  manuscript.  They  are  not  mentioned  by  those  who 
have  written  the  life  of  this  poet,  or  have  catalogued  his  works.  Nor  do  they  appear  in 
any  other  manuscript  of  Gower  which  I  have  examined.  But  if  they  should  be  dis- 
covered in  any  other,  I  will  venture  to  pronounce,  that  a  more  authentic,  unembarrassed, 
and  practicable  copy  than  this  before  us^  wiU  not  be  produced:  although  it  is  for  the 
most  part  unpointed,  and  obscured  with  ahbpeviatioBs»  and  with  those  mispellmgs 
which  flowed  firom  a  scribe  unacquainted  with  the  French  language. 

**  To  say  no  more,  however,  of  the  value  which  these  little  pieces  may  derive  from 
being  so  scarce  and  so  little  known,  they  have  much  real  and  intrinsic  merit.  They  are 
tender,  pathetic,  and  poetical ;  and  place  our  old  poet  Qower  in  a  more  advantageous 
point  of  view  than  tliat  ui  which  he  has  hitherto  been  usually  seen.  I  know  not  if  even 
any  among  the  French  poets  themselves,  of  this  period,  have  left  a  set  of  more  finished 
sonnet! :  for  they  were  probably  written  wlien  Gower  was  a  young  man,  about  the 
year  1350.  Nor  had  yet  any  English  poet  treated  the  piission  of  love  with  equal 
delicacy  of  sentiment,  and  elegance  of  composition.  I  will  trsHMcribe  four  of  the<ie 
Balades  as  correctly  and  intelligibly  as  I  am  able:  although  I  must  confess,  there  are 
tome  lines  which  I  do  not  exactly  comprehend. 


BALADE  XXXVI. 

Pour  comparer  ce  jolif  temps  de  Maij. 
Ieo  dirrai  sembiuble  a  Paradis: 
Car  lors  chantoit  et  merle  et  papcgai, 
Les  champH  sont  vert,  les  herbes  sont  floris: 
Lors  est  Nature  dame  du  paijs: 
Dont  Venus  poignt  Tamant  a  tiel  assai, 
Qcncoutre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai, 

VOL.  If.  .  b 
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Qaant  tout  ceo  voi,  et  que  ieo  penserai, 
Comeot  Natare  ad  tout  le  mond  suspris. 

Dont  pour  Ic  temps  se  fait  raioote  et  gai, 
£f  ieo  des  autres  suis  80uleni'honi>ns, 
Com  al  qui  saoz  amie  est  vniis  amis, 
Nest  pas  mervaile  lors  si  ieo  mesmai, 
Qencontre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai, 

En  lieu  de  rose,  urtie  cuillerai, 
Dont  mes  chapeals  ferrai  par  tiel  devis, 
Qe  tout  ioie  et  confort  ieo  lerrai. 
Si  celle  soule  en  qui  iai  mon  coer  mb, 
'  Selonc  le  ponit  qe  iai  sovent  requis, 
Ne  deigne  aleggcr  les  griefs  mals  qe  iai, 
Qencontre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai. 

Pour  pite  querre  et  pourchacer  intris^ 
Va  ten  baladc  ou  ieo  tenvoierai, 
Qore  en  certain  ieo  Iai  tresbien  apris 
Qencontre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai, 

BALADE  XXXIV. 

Saint  Valentin,  TAmour,  et  la  Nature, 
Des  touts  oiseals  ad  en  gouernement, 
Dont  chascun  deaux,  semblable  a  sa  mesure, 
Un  compaigne  honeste  a  son  talent 
Eslist,  tout  dun  accord  et  dun  assent. 
Pour  celle  soule  laist  a  covenir: 
Toutes  les  autres  car  nature  aprent 
Ou  U  coers  e^  fe  corps  fait  obeir. 

Ma  doulce  Dame,  ensi  ieo  vous  assure, 
Qe  ieo  vous  ai  eslieu  semblablement, 
Sur  toutes  autres  estes  a  dessure 
De  mon  amour  si  t resent iereroent, 
Qe  riens  y  fait  pourquoi  ioiouseroent, 
De  coer  et  corps  ieo  vous  voldrai  servir^ 
Car  de  reson  cest  une  experiment 
Ou  li  coers  est  le  corps  fait  obeir. 

Pour  remembrer  iadis  celle  a  venture 
De  Alceone  et  ceix  enseinent. 
Com  dieus  muoit  en  oisel  lour  figure. 
Ma  volente  serroit  tout  tielement 
Qe  sans  envie  et  danger  de  la  gent. 
Nous  porroions  ensemble  pour  loisir 
Voler  tout  francs  en  votre  esbatcment 
Ou  li  coers  est  le  corps  fait  oheir. 
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Ma  belle  oisel,  vers  qui  mon  pensement 
Seu  vole  ades  sanz  null  contretenir 
Preu  cest  escript  car  ieo  sai  voirement ' 
Ou  li  coers  est  k  corps  fait  obeir, 

BALADE  XLIII. 

Plustricherous  qe  lason  a  Medee, 
A  Deianire  ou  q'  Ercules  estoit, 
Plu8  q*  Eneas  q*  avoit  Dido  lassee^ 
Flue  qe  Theseus  q'  Adriagpe  *  amoit, 
Ou  Demophon  qut  Philiis  oubliot, 
Te  trieus,  helas,  qamer  iadis  soloie, 
Dont  cbaoterai  desore  en  mon  eudroit 
Cest  ma  doulour  qefuist  amicois  majole, 

Unques  Ector  qama  Pantafilee  ^ 
En  tiele  haste  a  Troie  ne  saimoit, 
Qe  tu  tout  mid  nes  deniz  le  lit  couche 
Amis  as  toates  quelques  venir  doit, 
Ne  poet  chaloir  mais  qune  femme  y  soit, 
Si  es  comun  plus  qe  la  halte  vote, 
Helas,  qe  la  fortune  me  de9oit, 

Cest  ma  dolour  qefuist  amicois  majoie. 

De  Lancelot  si  fuissetz  remembre^ 
Et  <ie  Tristans,  com  il  se  countenoit, 
Generides',  Fflorent',  par  Tonope% 
Cbascun  des  ceaux  sa  loialte  gardoit ; 
Mais  tu^  helas,  qest  ieo  qe  te  forsvoit 
De  moi  qa  toi  iamais  mill  iour  falsoie, 
Tu  es  a  large  et  ieo  sui  en  destroit, 
Cest  ma  dolour  qefuist  amicois  majoie, 

Des  toutz  les  mals  tu  qes  le  plus  raaloit, 
Ceste  compleignte  a  ton  oraille  envuie 
Sante  me  laist,  et  langour  me  recoit, 
Cest  ma  dolour  qefuist  amicois  majoie^ 

BALADE  XX. 

Si  com  la  nief,  quant  le  fort  vent  tempestc, 

Pur  halte  mier  se  toma  ci  et  la, 

Ma  dame,  ensi  mon  coer  raauit  en  tempeste, 

Quant  le  danger  de  vo  parrole  orra, 

Le  nief  qe  votre  bouche  souffiera, 

€  Ariadoc    h  P«othesileft.    c  A  name  corroptly  vrritten.    d  Florence  de  Rone.    «  Partheoope, 
w  Futhf  oopeut. 


»i  UFE  OF  GOWER. 

Me  fait  sigler  snr  le  peril  de  vie, 
Qest  en  danger  fait  quil  mera  nqtpiie. 

Rob  Ulyxes,  sicom  nos  dist  la  Geste, 
Vers  son  paiis  de  Troie  qui  sigla. 
Not  tiel  paour  du  peril  et  moleste. 
Quant  les  Sereines  en  la  mier  passa, 
£t  la  danger  de  Circes  eschapa, 
Qe  le  paour  nest  plus  de  ma  partie, 
Qest  en  danger  fait  quit  mera  snpplie. 

Danger  qui  tolt  damour  tout  la  feste, 
Unques  un  mot  de  confort  ne  sona, 
Ainz  plus  cruel  qe  nest  la  fiere  beste 
Au  point  quant  danger  nie  respondera. 
La  cbiere  porte  et  quant  le  nai  dirra, 
Plusque  la  mort  meatoie  celie  oie 
Qest  en  danger  fait  quit  mera  supplier 

Vers  vous,  ma  bone  dame,  horspris  cella, 
Qe  danger  nianit  en  votre  compainie, 
Cest  balade  en  mon  message  irra 

Qest  en  danger  fait  quil  mera  supplie," 


TO 
THE  MOSTE  VICTORIOUS,  AND  OUR  MOSTE  GRACIOUS  SOUERAIGNE  LORDE 

KYNGE   HENRY   THE  VHI. 

KYNGE  OF  ENGLANDE  AND  OF  FRANCE,  DEFENDER  OF  THE  FAYTH, 

AND  LORDE  OF  IRELANDE,  &c. 

• 

1  LUTARKB  vriteth,  whan  Alexander  had  discomfite  Darins  the  kynge  of  Pei'se,  amonge  other  iewelt 
<tf  the  saide  kynges,  there  was  founde  a  curious  littell  cheste  of  great  value,  which  the  noble  king 
Alexander  beholding  saide:  This  same  shall  serue  for  Homere. 

Whiche  is  noted  for  the  greate  loue  and  fauour,  that  Alexander  had  vnto  lemyng:  But  this  I 
thyijike  verily,  that  his  loue  and  fauour  therto,  was  not  so  great  as  your  gracis:  wbichc  caused  me, 
niosie  Tictorioub,  and  inostc  redoubted  soueraigne  lorde,  after  I  had  printed  this  warke,  to  deuise  with 
BIT  selfe,  whether  I  might  be  so  bulde  to  presente  your  highnesse  with  one  of  them,  and  so  in  your  . 
fraces  name  put  thein  forth.     Your  moste  high  and  moste  princely  maicstee  abashed  and  cleane 
dbeoaraged  me  so  to  do,  both  because  the  present  (as  concemynge  the  value)  was  farre  to  simple 
(as  me  thought)  and  because  it  was  none  other  wise  my  acte,  but  as  I  toke  some  peyne  to  printe  it 
more  correctly  than  it  was  before.    And  though  I  shulde  saie,  it  was  not  muche  greatter  peyne  to  that 
excellent  clerke  the  morall  lohan  Gower,  to  compile  the  same  noble  warke,  than  it  was  to  me  to  print 
it,  no  man  will  beleue  it,  without  conferrtnge  both  the  printes,  the  oldc  and  myn  together.     And  as  I 
stode  in  this  bashment,  I  remembred  your  incomparable  Clemencie,  the  whiche,  as  I  hauc  my  selfc 
somc^yme  sene,  moste  graciously  accepteth  the  skleuder  giftes  of  small  value,  which  your  highnes 
perceiued  were  offred  with  great  and  louinge  affection,  and  that  not  onely  of  the  nobuls  and  great 
estates,  but  also  of  your  mcane  subiectes:  the  whiche  so  muche  boldcth  me  againe,  that  though  I  of 
ftU  other  am  your  moste  humble  snbiecte  and  seruaunte,  yet  my  herte  gcueth  me,  that  your  highne^ise, 
*s  ye  are  accustomed  to  do,  woll  of  your  ii^oste  benigne  nature  consider,  that  I  wolde  with  as  good 
«in,  if  it  were  as  well  in  my  potver  giue  vnto  your  grace  the  mo^t  goodliest  and  largest  cite  of  al  the 
vorlde.    And  this  more  oucr  I  very  well  kuQwe,  that  both  the  nobles  and  commons  of  this  your  noble 
royalme,  shall  the  sooner  accepte  this  boke,  the  gladlier  rede  it,  and  be  the  more  diligent  to  marke 
and  beare  awey  the  morall  doctrines  of  the  same,  whan  they  shal  see  it  come  fortlie  vnder  your  graces 
ume,  whom  thei  with  all  their  very  hertes  so  trueiy  loue  and  drede,  whom  they  kuowe  so  excellently 
veil  lemed,  whom  they  euer  fynde  so  good,  so  iuste,  and  so  gracious  a  prince.    And  who  so  euer  iu 
redynge  of  this  warke,  doth  consider  it  well,  shall  fynde,  that  it  is  plentifully  stuffed  and  fournished 
*ith  manifolde  eloquent  reasons,  sharpe  and  quicke  argumentes,  and  examples  of  great  auotoritee, 
perswadynge  vnto  vertue,  not  onely  taken  out  of  the  poetes,  oratours,  historic  writers,  and  philoso- 
phers, but  also  out  of  the  holy  scripture.    There  is  to  my  dome  no  man,  but  that  he  maie  by  read- 
iage  of  this  warke  get  right  great  knowlage,  as  well  for  the  vnderstandyng^  of  many  and  diuers 
auctouTS,  whose  reasons,  Kayeoges,  and  histories  are  translated  in  to  this  warke,  as  for  the  pleintie  of 
en^ishe  wofdes  and  vulgars,  beside  the  furtherance  of  the  life  to  vertue.    Whiche  olde  englisbe 
vordes  and  vulgars  no  wise  man,  because  of  their  antiquitee  will  throwe  aside.     For  the  writers  of 
later  dates,  the  which  began  to  loth  and  hate  these  olde  vulgars,  whan  ttfey  them  selfe  wolde  write  in 
ourenglish  ionge,  were  constreigned  to  bringe  in,  in  their  writynges,  newe  termes  (as  some  call  them) 
vbicbe  that  borowed  out  of  latine,  frenche,  and  other  langages*  whiche  caused,  that  they  that  vnder« 
itode  not  those  laogages,  from  wheot  thew  newe  vulgars  are  fette»  coude  not  perceius  their  writynges. 
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And  though  our  most  slowed  oMe  auton  did  otherwhile  rse  to  borowe  of  other  langages,  either 
because  of  their  metre,  or  elles  for  lacke  of  a  feete  engUsbe  worde,  yet  that  ought  not  to  be  a  presi- 
dente  to  ts,  to  heapn  them  iii>  where  as  nedetb  not,  and  where  as  we  haue  all  redle  wordes  approued 
and  receiued,  of  the  same  effecte  and  strength.  The  whiche  if  any  man  wante,  let  hym  resorte  to 
this  worthy  olde  writer  lohn  Gower,  that  shal  as  a  lanteme  giue  him  lighte  to  write  cunningly,  and  to 
gamishe  his  sentences  in  onr  vulgare  tonge.  The  which  noble  auctour,  I  prostrate  at  your  graces 
feete,  most  lowly  present,  and  beseche  your  highnes^.that  it  maie  go  forth  vnder  your  graces  iauour. 
And  I  shall  euer  praie:  God  that  is  almightie  preserue  your  roiall  maiestee  in  moste  longe  coo* 
tinuance  of  all  welthe,  honour,  glorie,  and  grace  infinite.  Amen. 


TO  THE  REDER. 


Ih  time  past  whan  this  warke  was  printed,  I  can  not  coniecte,  what  was  the  cause  theroF,  tha 
prologoe  heibre  '^as  cleane  altered.  And  by  that  mene  it  wolde  seme,  that  Gower  did  compile  it  at 
tike  reqoeste  of  the  noble  dnke  Henry  of  Lancastre.  And  although  the  bokes  that  be  written,  be 
eontrarie,  yet  I  hmue  futowcd  thehn  the  print  copie,  for  as  muche  as  it  maie  seme  botbe  waies,  and 
because  moste  copies  of  the  same  warke  are  in  printe:  but  yet  I  thought  it  good  to  warne  the  reder. 
Chat  the  writen  copies  do  not  agree  with  the  printed.  Therfore  1  haue  printed  here  those  same  lines« 
that  i  fyode  in  the  written  copies.  The  wbicbe  alteracion  ye  shall  perceiue  began  at  the  xxiii.  line 
ia  the  prologae^  and  goth  forth  on,  as  ye  se  here  folowyng. 

In  our  englisshe  1  thinke  make 
A  boke  for  kynge  Richardes  sake. 
To  whom  belongeth  my  ligeance 
With  all  my  hertes  obeisance, 
In  all  that  eoer  a  liege  man 
Unto  his  kynge  maie  done  or  can. 
So  &rforth  I  me  recommande 
To  hym,  whiche  all  me  maie  commande, 
Preiende  vnto  the  high  reigne, 
Whiche  causeth  euery  kynge  to  reigne, 
That  his  corone  looge  stonde. 

I  thyuke  and  haue  it  vnderstonde, 
As  it  befill  rpon  a  tide, 
As  thyoge,  whiche  shuldc  tho  betide. 
Under  the  towne  of  newe  Troie, 
Whiche  toke  of  Brute  his  firste  ioye, . 
In  Themse,  whan  it  was  flowende, 
As  I  by  bote  came  rowende : 
So  as  fortune  hir  tyme  sette. 
My  liege  lorde  perchance  I  mctte. 
And  so  befelle  as  I  cam  ni^b, 
Out  of  my  bote,  whan  he  me  si^h. 
He  had  me  come  into  his  barge. 
And  whan  I  was  with  hym  at  large, 
Amonges  other  thynges  seyde. 
He  hath  this  charge  vpon  me  leyde, 
And  bad  me  do  my  businesse, 
That  to  his  high  worthinesse 
Some  newe  thynge  1  shulde  boke. 
That  he  hym  selfe  it  might  loke. 
After  the  forme  of  my  writynge 
And  this  vpon  his  commandyng 
Myn  herte  is  well  the  more  glad 
To  write  so  as  he  me  bad. 
And  eke  my  feare  is  well  the  lasse. 
That  none  enuie  shall  compasse. 
Without  a  reasonable  wite 
Te  fetge  and  blame  that  1  writs. 
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A  getitill  herte  his  tongc  stilletfa. 
That  it  malice  none  di&tilleth 
But  preiseth,  that  is  to  be  preised: 
But  he  that  hath  his  worde  vnpeised 
And  handletb  with  ronge  any  tbyoge, 
I  praie  vnto  the  heuen  kynge. 
Fro  suche  tonges  he  me  sbilde. 
And  netheles  this  worlde  is  wilde. 
Of  suche  ianglyng  and  what  befall. 
My  kynges  heste  shall  not  falle, 
That  I  in.  hope  to  deserue 
His  thonke,  ne  shall  bis  will  obserue 
And  els  were  I  nought  excused. 

For  that  thyng  maie  nought  be  refused. 
What  that  a  kynge  hym  selfe  bit.  , 

For  thy  the  simplest  of  my  wit 
I  thynke  if  that  it  maie  auaile. 
In  his  seruice  to  trauaile 
Though  I  sickenes  hane  vpon  honde. 
And  longe  haue  had,  yet  woll  I  fonde, 
So  as  1  made  my  beheste, 
To  make  a  boke  after  his  heste, 
And  write  in  suche  a  maner  wise, 
Whiche  maie  be  wisedome  to  the  wise. 
And  plaie  to  hem  that  list  to  plaie. 
Rut  in  prouerbe  I  haue  herde  saie, 
That  who  that  well  his  warke  beginneth, 
The  rather  a  good  ende  he  winneth. 

And  thus  the  prologue  of  my  boke. 
After  the  worlde,  that  whilom  toke. 
And  eke  somdele  after  the  newe, 
I  woll  begyn  for  to  newe. 

And  thus  1  saie  for  these  Izx.  lynes,  there  be  as  many  other  printed,  that  be  cleaue  contrarie  Tnto 
these,  both  in  sentence  and  in  meanyng.  Farthermore  there  were  lefle  out  in  diuers  places  of  the 
warke  lines  and  colomes,  ye  and  sometyme  holle  padges,  whiche  caused,  that  this  moste  pleasant  and 
easy  auctour  coude  not  well  be  perceiued :  for  that  and  cbaungeyug  of  wordes,  and  misordrynge  of 
sentences,  wolde  haue  mased  his  mynde  in  redyng,  that  had  ben  very  well  lerned:  and  what  can  be  a 
greatter  blemisshe  vnto  a  noble  auctour?  And  for  to  preise  worthily  vnto  you  the  great  lemyng  of 
this  auctour,  I  knowe  my  selfe  right  muche  vnable,  ye  shal  your  selfe  now  deme,  whan  ye  shall  see 
hym  (as  nere  as  I  can)  set  forth  in  his  owne  shappe  and  likenes.  And  this  the  mene  tyme  I  maie  be 
bolde  to  saie,  that  if  we  shulde  neuer  haue  sene  his  connyng  warkes,  the  whiche  euen  at  the  fiill  do 
witnesse,  what  a  clerke  he  was,  the  wordes  of  the  moste  famous  and  excellente  Geffraie  Chaucer,  that  he 
wrote  in  the  ende  of  his  moste  speciall  warke,  that  is  •intitled  Troilus  %nd  Creseide,  do  sufficiently 
testifie  the  same,  where  he  saitb : 

O  moral!  Gower,  this  boke  I  directe 
To  the,  and  to  the  philosophical!  Strode 
To  vouchsafe,  ther  nede  is,  to  correcte 
Of  your  benignitees  and  zeles  good. 

By  the  whiche  worde«  of  Chaucer,  we  maie  also  vnderstonde,  that  he  and  Gower  were  bothe  of  one 
selfe  tyrae,  bothe  excellently  lerned,  both  great  frendes  to  gether,  and  both  a  like  cndeuoured  them 
selfes  and  imploied  their  tyme  so  well  and  so  vertuously,  that  tbei  did  not  onely  passe  forth  th^ir  lifea 
here  right  honorably,  but  also  for  their  so  doyoge,  so  Jonge  (of  likely  bode)  as  letters  shall  endure 
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lad  eontinae,  this  noble  ruialme  shall  be  the  better,  ouer  and  beside  their  honest  feme  and  renowme. 
And  thas  whan  thei  had  gone  their  iourney,  the  one  of  them,  that  is  to  saie,  lohn  Gower  prepared  for 
Us  bones  a  restynge  place  in  the  monasterie  of  saynt  Marie  Oueres,  where  somvvbat  after  the  olde 
faaoa  he  lieth  right  sumptaonsely  buried,  with  a  garlande  on  his  head,  in  token  that  he  in  his  life 
dbies  floorisshed  fresshely  in  literature  and  science.  And  the  same  monumente,  in  remembrance  of 
hym  erected,  is  on  the  North  side  of  the  fore  saide  churche,  in  the  chapell  of  sainte  lohn,  where  he 
bath  of  his  owDe  foundacion,  a  masse  daily  songe.  And  more  ouer  he  hath  an  obite  yerely,  done  for 
bym  within  the  same  charche,  on  fridaie  after  the  feaste  of  the  blessed  pope  saynte  Qregorie. 

Beside  oo  the  wall  where  he  lieth,  there  be  peinted  three  virgins,  with  crownes  on  their  headffs,  OM 
of  the  whiche  ia  written  Charitie,  and  she  holdeth  this  diuise  in  bir  honde. 


En  toy  qui  es  6tz  de  dieu  le  pere 
Souue  soit,  que  gist  souz  cest  piere. 


The  teeonda  ia  written  Mercie,  whiche  holdeth  in  hir  hande  this  diuise: 

O  Sone  Jesu  fait  ta  mercie 
Al  alme,  dont  le  corpe  gist  icy. 

The  tfayrde  of  them  is  written  Pitee,  whiche  holdeth  in  hir  hande  this  deuise  folowynge. 

Pur  ta  Pit^  Jesu  regarde, 

£t  met  cest  alme  in  sauue  garde. 

And  thereby  bongeth  a  table,  wherin  appereth,  that  who  so  euer  praith  for  the  scale  of  luhn 
Gower,  he  shall  so  oft  as  he  so  doth,  haue  a  M.  and.  D.  dates  of  paidon. 

The  other  lieth  buried  in  the  monasterie  of  seynt  Peters  at  Westminster  in  an  ile  on  the  fonth  side 
of  the  cfaurcbe.     On  whose  soules,  and  all  thristen,  lesa  haue  merie.        Amen. 


POEMS 


OF 


JOHN    GO  WER 


PROLOGUS. 

Hie  imprimis  declarmt  Joanes  Gower,  quam  ob 
caasampresentem  Iibelluiiicoinposuit,&  finaliter 
compleoit.  Ad.  regni  regis  Ric.  secundi.  16. 

f\F  them,  that  writen  vs  to  fore 

^  Thebokes  dwelie:  aiid  we  therfore 

Ben  taught  of  that  was  writen  tho. 

For  tby  good  is,  that  we  also 

In  oar  tone  amonge  vs  here 

Do  write  of  newe  some  mattere 

Eosampled  of  the  olde  wise 

So  that  it  might  in  suche  a  wise 

Whan  we  be  deade  and  els  where 

Beleue  to  the  vorldes  ere 

In  tyme  comyng  after  this 

Aod  for  men  aeyne,  and  sothe  it  is. 

That  who  that  all  of  wisdome  write 

It  dutleth  ofte  a  mans  wHte. 

To  faym  that  shall  it  all  daie  rede 

For  thilke  cause  if  that  ye  rede 

1  vyll  go  the  middell  wey 

And  write  a  boko  bytwene  the  twey 

Somwhat  of  lust,  and  somwhat  of  lore 

That  of  the  lasse,  or  of  the  more 

Some  man  maie  like  of  that  1  write 

And  for  that  few  men  endite 

In  oor  eoglisshe,  for  to  make 

A  booke  for  Englandes  sake 

The  yere  x\t,  of  kyoge  Richarde 

What  shall  befalle  here  afterwards 

God  wote,  for  nowe  vpon  this  tide 

Men  see  the  worlde  on  euery  side 

In  soodrie  wise  so  diuersed 

That  it  well  nigh  stant  all  reoersed. 

AIs  for  to  speake  of  time  ago 
The  cause  why  it  changeth  so 
It  Dedeth  nought  to  specific, 
"^  thyngt  so  open  is  at  the  eic 


That  euery  man  it  maie  beholde. 
And  netheles  by  daies  olde. 
Whan  that  the  bokes  weren  leuer, 
Writyng  was  beloued  euer 
Of  them,  that  weren  vertuoos. 
For  here  in  erthe  amonge  vs 
If  no  man  write  howe  it  stode. 
The  pris  of  them  that  were  good 
Shulde  (as  who  saiyh  a  great  partie) 
Be  loste:  ko  for  to  magniOe 
The  worthy  princes,  that  tho  were. 
The  bookes  sbewen  here  and  there 
Wherof  the  worlde  ensampled  is 
And  tho  that  diden  than  amis 
Through  tyrannic  and  crueltee 
Right  as  thei  stonden  in  degree. 
So  was  the  writyng  of  the  werke. 
Thus  1,  whiche  am  a  borell  clerke. 
Purpose  for  to  write  a  booke 
After  the  worlde  that  whilom  toke 
Longe  time  in  olde  daies  passed. 
But  for  men  seyn  it  is  now  lassed 
In  wers  plight  than  it  was  tho, 
1  thynke  for  to  tonche  also 
The  worlde,  whiche  neweth  euery  daie 
So  as  I  can,  so  as  I  maie 
Though  1  sekenesse  haue  vpon  honde 
And  longe  bane  had,  yet  wolde  I  fonde 
To  write,  and  do  my  besinesse. 
That  in  some  partie,  so  as  I  gesse, 
The  wise  man  maie  be  aduised. 
For  this  prologue  is  so  assised 
That  it  to  wisedome  all  belongeth. 
That  wise  man  that  it  vnderfongeth. 
He  shall  draw  into  remembrance 
The  fortune  of  the  wortdes  chance. 
The  whiche  no  man  in  his  persone 
Maie  knowe,  but  the  god  alone. 
Whan  the  prologue  is  so  dispended 
The  boke  shall  afiewardc  be  ended 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


Of  loue,  wWcbc  dothe  msiny  a  wonder. 
And  many  a  wise  man  hath  put  vnder. 
And  in  thi&,wise  I  thynke  totreate 
TowarJe  theois  that  nowe  be  create, 
Hctwene  the  vertuc  and  the  vice, 
Whirhft  longeth  vnto  this  office. 
But  for  my  wittes  ben  to  sniale 
To  telle  euery  mans  tale 
This  booke  v[)on  amendement 
To  blonde  at  his  commandement 
With  whom  mine  herte  is  of  accordey 
I  sende  vnto  mine  owne  lunle, 
"Whiche  .of  Lancaster  is  Henry  named 
The  hygh  God  hath  hym  proclamed 
Full  of  knyghthode  and  all  grace. 
So  wo!de  I  nowe  this  werke  embrace 
God  graunte  1  mote  it  well  acheue 
With  whole  truste  and  whole  beleue. 

Tern  pus  prceteritum  praesens  fortuna  beatum 

Linquit,  &  antiquas  vertH  in  orbe  vias. 
Pro^enuit  vcterem  concore  dilectio  piicem, 

Dum  facies  hominis  nuncia  mentis  erat. 
Le«:ibus  vnicolor  tunc  temporis  aura  refulsit, 

lustitiaft  plans  tuncqut*  fuere  vis. 
Nuncque  latens  odiu»  vultum  depin?it  amoris, 

Paceque  sub  ficta  tempus  ad  arma  tegit. 
Instar  &  ex  variis  mutabilc  cameliontis 

Lex  eeiit,  &  reznis  sunt  noua  iura  nouis. 
Climataque  fuerant  solidissima,  sicque  per  orbem 

Soluuntur,  nee  eo  centra  quietis  habent. 

Destatu.rernoquefVtdjcuntisecuDdumtemporalia, 
Vi'ielicet  tempore  regis  Richardisecuodi,  Anno 
regni  sui  sextodecimo. 

If  T  9ha\\  drawe  in  to  my  mynde- 
The  time  passed,  than  I  fynde 
The  worlde  stode  in  all  his  welthe. 
Tho  was  the  life  of  man  in  helth, 
Tho  was  plentee,  tho  was  richesse, 
Tho  was  the  fortune,  tho  was  prowessc^ 
Tho  was  knighthode  in  price  by  name, 
Wherof  the  wide  worldes  fame 
Write  in  cronicles  is  yet  witbholde, 
Justice  of  lawe  tho  was  holde. 
The  priuilege  of  regalie 
Was  safe,  and  all  the  Baronie 
Worshipped  was  in  his  astate, 
The  cities  knewe  no  debate. 
The  people  stode  in  obeisance 
Under  the  rule  of  gouernance 
And  peace  with  vnnghtwisenessc  kesto 
With  charitee  tho  atode  in  reste: 
Of  mans  herte  the  courage 
Was  shewed  then  in  the  visage. 
The  worde  was  like  to  the  conceits 
Without  semblant  of  deceite. 
Tho  was  there  vnenuied  loue, 
Tho  was  vertue  set  aboue. 
And  vyce  was  put  vnder  foote,  . 
Nowe  stante  the  crope  vnder  the  roote. 
The  worlde  is  chanfz;ed  ouerall, 
And  therof  moste  in  speciall 
That  loue  is  falle  in  to  discorde, 
Aad  that  I  take  in  to  recorde 
Of  euery  lande  for  his  partie 
The  common  voice,  whiche  maie  not  lie. 
Nuuffht  vpon  one,  but  vpon  all 
It  that  men  now«  clepe  and  caUe, 


And  seyn,  that  reignes  bene  deuided^ 

In  stcde  of  loue  is  hate  guidtd. 

The  warre  woll  no  peace  purcbace, 

And  lawe  hath  take  hir  double  face. 

So  that  J  isticc  out  of  the  waie 

With  rightwisencs  is  gone  awaie. 

\nd  thus  to  luke  on  euery  halue 

Men  sene  the  sore  without  salue, 

Whiche  all  the  worlde  hath  ourrtake 

rhere  is  bg^  reigne  of  ail  out  take. 

For  euery  climat  hath  his  dele 

After  the  tournyng  of  ihe  whele, 

Whiche  blinde  fortune  ouerthroweth, 

VVl>er6f  the  certaine  no  man  knowetb. 

The  heuen  wote  what  is  to  doooe. 

Rut  we  that  dwell  vnder  the  moone 

Stonde  in  this  worlde  vpon  a  were. 

And  namely  but  the  powere 

Of  tliem  that  bene  the  worldes  guidet 

With  good  counsell  on  all  sides, 

Ben  kept  vpright  in  suche  a  wise. 

That  bate  breke  nou8:ht  thassise 

Of  loue,  whiche  is  all  the  chiefe 

To  kepe  a  reigne  out  of  mischiefe: 

For  all  reason  wolde  thiii, 

That  vnto  him,  whiche  the  head  is* 

The  membics  buxom  shall  bowo. 

And  he  shulde  eke  their  trouth  alowe 

With  all  his  herte,  and  make  them  chere: 

For  good  counseili  is  good  to  here. 

All  though  a  man  be  wise  hym  selue» 

Yet  is  the  wisdome  more  of  twclue: 

And  if  tbei  stande  both  in  one. 

To  hope  it  were  then  anone. 

That  God  his  grace  wolde  sende 

To  make  of  thilke  werre  an  ende, 

Whiche  euery  daie  nowe  groweth  newe 

And  that  is  greatly  for  to  rewe. 

In  speciall  for  Christes  sake, 

Whiche  wolde  his  owne  life  forsake 

Amonge  the  men  to  ycuen  pees. 

But  nowe  men  tellen  uatheles. 

That  loue  is  from  the  worlde  departed^ 

So  stant  the  peace  vneuen  parted. 

With  them  that  liuen  now  a  daies^ 

But  for  to  loke  at  all  assaies 

To  him,  that  wold  reson  seche 

After  the  comcn  worldes  speche. 

It  is  to  wonder  of  thilke  werre> 

In  whiche  none  wote  who  hath  the  werre. 

For  euery  lond  him  selfe  deceiuoth. 

And  of  disease  his  parte  receiueth 

And  yet  take  men  no  kepe. 

But  thilke  lorde,  whiche  all  maie  kepe. 

To  whom  no  counseili  maie  be  hid, 

Upon  the  worlde,  whiche  is  betide 

Amende  that,  wberof  men  plaine 

With  trewe  hertes  and  with  plaine 

And  reconcele  loue  againe : 

As  he,  whiche  is  kynge  soueraine 

Of  all  the  worldes  gouernance 

And  of  his  high  puruiance 

Afferme  peace  betwene  the  londes. 

And  take  their  cause  in  to  bis  hondes. 

So  that  the  world  maie  stand  ap|)eased^ 

And  his  godheade  also  be  pleased. 

Qnas  coluit  Moses  vetus,  aut  noaos  ipse  Iomet» 
Hestemaa  leges  vix  colit  ista  dies. 

Sic  prius  Ecclesia  bina  virtute  polita. 
Nunc  magit  inculta  pallet  vtraqu«  rirn^ 
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Psrificam  Petri  Tftginam  mu<:ro  resumeos 
Horroit  ad  Cbristi  verba  rrauriA  iter. 

Nunc  tamen  a.<2siduo  gladium  de  sanguine  tinctum 
Vibrat  auaricia  lege  repente  sacra. 

Sic  lupus  est  pastor,  pr  hostis,  mors  miserator, 
Pnedoque  Urgitor,  pax  ic  in  orbe  timor. 

De  statu  cleri  vt  dicunt,  secundam  spiritualia,  vi- 
dflicte  tempore Roberti  Gilbonensis,  qui  nomen 
Cleinentis  surtiius  est  sibi  tunc  Aotipapss. 

To  tfainke  vpon  the  daies  olde, 
The  lift  of  cWkes  to  b^hoide. 
Men  seyn  how  that  thei  were  tho 
Enwmple,  and  i^evrle  of  all  tho, 
Whiche  of  wisHome  the  vertue  soughten, 
Unto  the  god  firste  thei  besoughten, 
A«  to  the  substance  of  their  schoole. 
That  thei  ne  shulde  not  befoole 
Their  witte  rpon  none  erthly  werkes, 
Wbiche  were  ayen>t  the  astate  of  clerkes. 
Aod  that  thei  mighten  flee  the  vice, 
Whiche  Symon  hath  in  his  office. 
Wherof  he  taketh  golde  in  honde. 
Fortbiike  time  (I  Tnderstonde) 
The  lambarde  made  non  escbange 
The  bisshopricbes  for  to  change: 
Ne  yet  a  letter  for  to  sende 
For  ilisrnitee,  ae  for  proQende, 
Or  cnred,  or  without  cure. 
Thechurche  laic  in  adoenture 
Of  armps  and  of  bngantaille 
Stode  no  thyng  then  vpon  battaille: 
To  6ght  or  for  to  make  cheste 
It  thought  them  then  not  honeste.  - 
Bat  of  timplicitee  and  pacience 
Tbei  maden  then  no  defence. 

The  conrte  of  worldly  regallie 
To  them  was  then  no  baillie, 
The  Taine  honour  was  nought  desired, 
Whiche  hath  the  proude  herte  fired 
The  bumilitee  was  tho  withhoide, 
Aod  pride  was  a  vice  holde. 

Of  holy  churche  the  Iarg(>8se, 
Yafe  then  and  did  great  almesse 
To  poure  men,  that  bad  neede. 
Thei  were  eke  chast  in  word  and  deedej 
Wherof  the  people  ensample  toke, 
Their  lust  was  all  vpon  the  boke. 
Or  for  to  preche  or  for  to  praie, 
To  wise  men  the  right  waie 
Of  mche  as  stode  of  trouth  rnlered. 
lo  thus  is  Peters  barge  stered 
Of  them,  that  thiike  time  were. 
Aod  thus  came  firste  to  mans  ere 
The  feith  of  Cbriste  and  all  good, 
Tbroogb  them  that  then  were  good, 
And  Mbre,  and  chaste,  and  large,  and  wise. 
And  nowe  (men  seyn)  is  other  wise 
Simon  the  cause  hath  vndertake. 
The  worldes  Awerde  in  hnnd  is  take. 
And  that  is  woander  netheles, 
'V^SD  Christe  him  lelfe  hath  bode  peet 
And  let  it  in  his  t^'stament. 

H^w  now  that  holy  churche  is  wenty 
Of  that  their  lawe  positife 
Hath  Kt  to  make  werre  and  strife 
For  wordli  goodes,  whiche  maie  not  last. 
Ood  wote  the  cause  to  the  last 
Of  every  right  and  wronge  also. 
Bat  wbyle  the  \uw  it  ruled  sa. 


That  clerkes  to  the  werre  intende, 
I  not  huwe  that  thei  shall  amende 
The  wofull  worlde  in  other  tbingea 
To  make  peace  betweoe  kynges 
After  the  lawe  of  cdiaritee, 
Wbiche  is  the  propre  dewtee 
Belonged  voto  the  priestood : 
But  as  it  thinketh  to  manhood* 
The  heauen  is  far,  the  worlde  is  nigb^ 
And  vaine  glorie  is  eke  so  sligh, 
Whiche  couetise  hath  now  withholde. 
That  thei  none  other  tbinge  beholde. 
But  only  that  thei  migbten  winne. 
And  thus  the  weires  thei  beginne, 
Whcrof  the  holy  churche  is  taxed. 
That  in  the  point  as  it  is  axed, 
The  disme  goth  to  the  battaile. 
As  though  Christe  might  not  auaile 
To  do  them  right  by  other  waie : 
In  to  the  sworde  the  churche  kaie 
Is  turned,  and  the  holy  bede, 
III  to  cursynge,  and  euery  stede, 
Whiche  shulde  stonde  vpon  the  feithe 
And  to  this  cause  an  eare  lei  the 
Astonyed  is  of  the  quarele. 
That  shulde  be  the  worldes  hele. 
Is  nowe  men  sayn  the  pestilence, 
Whiche  hatb  expelled  pacience 
Fro  the  ctergie  in  special!, 
And  that  is  shewed  ouerall, 
In  euery  thyng  whan  thei  be  greued: 
But  if  Gregoric  be  beleued. 
As  it  is  i A  the  bokes  writte, 
He  dothe  vs  somdele  for  to  witte 
The  cause  of  thilkc  prelacie 
Where  God  is  nought  of  companie. 
For  euery  werke  as  it  is  founded 
Shall  stande,  or  els  be  confounded. 
Who  that  onely  for  Christes  sake 
Desiretb  cure  for  to  take. 
And  nought  for  pride  of  thiike  astate 
To  beare  a  name  of  a  prelate, 
He  shall  by  reason  do  profite 
In  holy  Churche  rpon  the  plitCy 
That  he  that  set  his  conscience: 
But  in  the  worldes  reuerence 
Thar  be  of  suche  mahy  glade. 
Whan  thei  to  thiike  astate  be  made 
Nought  for  the  merite  of  the  charge. 
But  for  thei  wolde  him  selfe  discharge 
Of  pouertee,  and  become  grete, 
And  thus  for  pompe  and  for  behete 
The  scribe  and  eke  the  pharisee. 
Of  Mbyses  vpon  the  see. 
In  the  chaire  on  high  ben  sette, 
Whei-of  the  feith  is  oftelette, 
Whiche  is  betake  them  to  kepe. 
In  Christes  cause  all  daie  thei  slepe 
But  of  the  worlde  is  nought  foryete 
For  well  is  him,  that  nowe  maie  gete 
Office  in  court  to  be  honoured: 
The  stronsre  Coffre  hath  all  deuonred 
Under  the  keie  of  auarice 
The  tresour  of  the  t»enefice,. 
Wherof  the  poure  shulden  clothe, 
Andete,  and  drinke,  and  bouse  both*. 
The  charitee  goth  all  vnknowe. 
For  thei  no  graine  of  pitee  sowe. 
And  slouthe  kepeth  the  librarie, 
Whiche  loogetb  to  the  iaatuarie« 
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To  stodie  vpon  the  worldes  lore 
Sufficeth  nourht  without  more 
Delicacie  his  sveete  toothe 
Hath  suffred  so  that  it  fordoothe 
Of  abstinence  all  that  ther  is: 
And  for  to  loken  ouer  this 
If  Ethna  brenne  in  the  clergie 
Al  openly  to  mans  eie, 
At  Auignon  thexperience 
Therof  hath  youen  an  euidence, 
Of  that  men  seen  them  so  deuided. 
And  yet  the  cause  is  nousrht  decided. 
But  it  is  saide,  aiic|  euer;sba1l 
Betwene  two  stooles  is  the  fell, 
Whan  that  men  wenen  best  to  sitte. 

In  holy  c.hiirche  of  suche  a  slitte 
Is  for  to  re  we  vnto  vs  alle, 
God  graunte  it  mote  well  belalle 
Towardes  him  whiche  hath  the  trouth. 
But  ofte  is  seen,  that  muche  slouth. 
Whan  men  ben  drunken  of  the  cup 
Duth  muche  harme,  whan  the  fire  is  Tp, 
But  if  so'nwho  the  flame  stanche: 
And  so  to  speke  vpon  this  branche, 
Whiche  proud  enuie  hath  made  to  spring 
Of  .«>chi8mp,  causeth  for  to  bringe 
This  newe  secte  of  lollardie. 
And  also  many  an  heresie 
Amonge  the  clerkfs  in  them  selue. 
It  were  better  dike  and  delue. 
And  stande  vpon  the  right  feith, 
Than  knowe  all  that  the  bible  seitb> 
And  erre,  as  some  cirrkes  doo. 
Upon  an  hande  to  weare  a  shoo. 
And  set  vpon  the  foote  a  gloue, 
Acordf'th  not  to  the  behoue 
Of  reasonable  mans  vse. 
If  men  behelden  tbe  vertuse 
That  Christe  in  erthe  taught  here, 
Thc'i  shulde  not  in  suche  manere 
Amonee  them,  that  be  holde  wise 
The  papacie  so  desguise, 
Upon  diuers  election, 
Whiche  stant  after  thaffection 
Of  sondrie  landes  all  aboute: 
But  whan  god  woll,  it  shall  weare  out. 
For  trothe  mole  stande  at  taste, 
But  yet  thei  argumenten  faste 
Upon  the  pope  and  his  astate, 
Wherof  thei  fallen  in  great  debate. 
This  clerke  saide  ye,  that  other  naie: 
And  thus  thei  driue  foorthe  the  daie, 
And  eche  of  them  hym  selfe  amendeth 
Of  wbrldes  good :  but  none  entendeth 
To  that,  whiche  common  profite  were. 
Thei  sein,  that  god  is  mighty  there. 
And  shall  ordeine,  what  he  wyll, 
There  make  thei  none  other  skyll. 
Where  is  the  peryll  of  the  ffith. 
But  eucry  clerke  bis  herte  leieth 
To  kepe  bis  worlde  inspeciall: 
And  of  the  cause  general!, 
Whiche  vnto  wholy  churche  longeth. 
Is  none  of  them  that  vnderfongeth 
To  shapen  any  resistence, 
And  thus  the  right  hath  no  defence: 
But  there  I  loue,  there  1  holde. 
Lo  thus  to  broke  is  Christes  folde, 
Wberof  the  flocke  without  guide 
DcQoard  ii  on  euery  side, 


In  lacke  of  them,  that  be  Tnware 
Shepherdes,  whiche  their  witts  beware 
Upon  the  worlde  in  other  halue. 
The  sharpe  pricke  in  stede  of  salae 
They  vsen  nowe,wherof  the  hele 
Thei  burte  of  that  thei  shulde  hele. 
What  shepe,  that  is  full  of  wulle 
Upon  his  backe  thei  tose  and  pulle 
Whyle  ther  is  any  thynge  to  pille, 
And  though  there  be  none  other  skUIe, 
But  onely  for  thei  wolde  winne, 
Thei  leaue  nought,  whan  thei  beginne 
Upon  their  acte  to  procede, 
Whiche  is  no  good  shepeherdes  dede. 
And  vpon  this,  also  men  sayn, 
That  fro  the  lease,  whiche  is  plaine« 
In  to  the  breres  thei  forcatche. 
Here  of  for  that  thei  wolden  lacbe 
With  suche  duresse,  and  so  bereue, 
That  shal  vpon  tbe  thomes  leue 
Of  wool!,  whiche  the  brere  hath  tore, 
Wherof  the  shepe  ben  all  to  tore, 
Of  that  the  herdes  make  them  lese    . 
Tx>  how  thei  feignen  chaike  for  chese. 
For  though  thei  speake  and  teche  welle^ 
Thei  done  them  selfe  therof  no  dele.   • 
■For  if  the  wolfe  come  in  the  waie 
Their  gostly  staflfe  is  then  awaie, 
Wheroif  thei  shuld  their  flocke  defende. 
But  if  the  poure  shepe  oflfende 
In  any  thynge,  though  it  be  lite, 
Thei  ben  all  ready  for  to  smite. 
And  thus  how  euer  that  thei  tale  ^ 

The  strokes  fall  vpon  the  smale: 
And  vpon  other  that  bene  greate 
Them  lacketh  herte  for  to  beate 
So  that  vnder  tl  e  clerkes  lawe 
Men  seen  the  merell  all  misdrawe^ 
I  woll  not  saie  in  generall. 
For  there  be  some  in  special  1, 
In  whom  that  all  veitue  dwelleth, 
And  tho  bene,  as  the  Apostell  telleih 
Qti  v(tcantur  a  deo  ianquam  Aaron^ 
That  God  of  his  election 
Hath  cleped  to  perfection. 
In  the  maner  as  Aaron  was, 
Thei  be  nothynge  in  thilke  cas 
Of  Symon,  whiche  the  foldes  gate 
Hath  lete:  and  goth  in  other  gate: 
But  thei  gone  in  the  right  waie. 

There  bene  also  somme  (as  men  saie) 
That  folowen  Symon  at  helet. 
Whose  carte  guth  vpon  wheles 
Of  couetise  and  worMes  pride. 
And  holy  churche  goth  beside: 
Whiche  sheweth  outwarde  a  visage 
Of  that  is  nought  in  the  courage. 
For  if  men  loke  in  holy  churche 
Betwene  the  worde,  and  that  thei  worche. 
There  is  a  full  great  diflPcrence. 
Thei  prechen  vs  in  audience, 
'Iliat  no  man  shall  his  soule  empeire. 
For  all  is  but  a  cherie  feire 
This  worldes  good,  so  as  thei  tell. 
Also  thei  saien,  there  is  an  bell; 
Whiche  vnto  mans  sinne  is  due : 
And  bidden  vs  Aierfore  eschewe 
That  wicked  is,  and  do  tbe  good. 
Who  that  their  wordes  vnderstode. 
It  thinketh  thei  wolde  do  the  same. 
But  y«t  betwene  ernest  and  ganie» 
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foSi  oft  it  torneth  other  wise, 
With  ho\y  tales  thei  deuise, 
How  oierttory  is  tbilke  dede 
Of  ebaritee  to  clothe  and  fede 
The  poore  folke,  and  for  to  parte 
Tbe  worldes  ^ood,  but  thei  departe 
Ne  thinke  noufcbt  fro  that  thei  baue. 
A'^  thei  sain  good  is  to  saue 
With  penance,  and  with  abstinence. 
Of  chastitee  the  continence: 
Biit  plainly  for  to  spHce  of  that 
I  not  hov  tbilke  bod  ye  fat, 
Whiche  thei  with  deintie  meates  kepe, 
Aod  laien  it  softe  for  to  slepe, 
Whan  it  hath  elles  of  his  will 
With  chastitee  shall  stonde  still: 
And  netheles  I  can  not  saye 
In  sDoter  that  I  missaye 
Tonchftid  of  this,  how  ener  it  stande 
I  here,  and  will  noaght  vnderstande. 
For  therof  hane  I  nought  to  doone, 
Bot  he  that  made  first  the  moooe, 
Th«  hi^  god  of  his  goodnes, 
If  ther  be  cause,  he  it  redresse. 
Bat  what  that  any  man  can  accuse, 
Tht9  maie  reason  of  trouthe  eiccuse, 
Tbe  vice  of  them  that  ben  vngood 
Is  no  repreefe  rnto  che  good. 
For  euery  man  his  owne  werkes 
Shall  beare:  and  thus  as  of  the  clerkes 
Tbe  p>od  men  ben  to  commende. 
And  all  these  other  god  amende. 
For  thei  be  to  the  worldes  eie 
The  mjrrronr  of  eicamplarie, 
To  Kolen  and  taken  hede, 
Betvene  the  men,  and  the  godhede. 

Vulearis  popnins  regali  lege  subactns 
Oum  iacet  vt  mitis  digna  subibit  onus: 

SI  capnt  evtollat,  &  lex  sua  firena  relaxat, 
Vt  sibi  velle  iubet,  tygridis  iiistar  habet 

Ijmis  aqoa  dominans  duo  sunt  pietate  carentes, 
Ira  tamen  plebis  est  violenta  magis. 

De  statu  plebis^  ut  dicunt,  secundum  accidentia 

mutabilia. 

NowE  for  to  speke  of  the  commune. 
It  is  to  drede  of  that  fortune, 
Which  bathbefalle  in  sondrye  londes: 
Bnt  ofte  for  defaute  of  bondes 
All  sodeinly,  er  it  be  wist, 
A  tonne,  whan  his  lie  arist 
Tobreketh,  and  renneth  all  aboute, 
Whiche  els  shulde  nought  gone  out. 

And  eke  full  ofte  a  littel  skare 
tIpOQ  a  faanke,  er  men  be  ware, 
l^  in  the  i^treme,  whiche  with  gret  peine^ 
If  any  man  it  shall  restreine. 
W'here  lawe  failleth,  errour  groweth. 
He  h  not  wise,  who  that  ne  troweth. 
For  it  hath  proned  oft  er  this. 
Aod  thus  the  common  clamour  is 
Id  enery  londe,  where  people  dwelleth : 
And  eche  in  his  complainte  telleth, 
How  that  the  worlde  is  miswent. 
And  therrpon  his  argument 
Yeneth  euery  man  in  sondrie  wise : 
^  *hat  man  wolde  him  selfe  auise 
His  conscience,  and  nought  misuse, 
He  oate  wdl  at  tbe  first  azcuse 


His  god,  whiche  euer  stant  in  one. 
In  him  there  is  defaute  none 
So  must  it  stande  vpon  vs  seine, 
Nought  only  vpon  ten  ne  twelue, 
But  plenarly  vpon  vs  all. 
For  man  is  cause  of  that  shall  fall. 

Nota  contra  hoc,  quod  aliqui  fdrtem  Fortune,  alt* 
qui  iuBuentiam  planetarum  ponunt,  per  qund  (ut 
dicitur)  rerum  eueotus  necessario  contingit,  sed 
potius  dicendum  est,  quod  ea  qus  nos  prospem 
et  aduersa  in  hoc  ronndovocamus,  secundum 
merita  et  demerita  bominum,  diguo  dei  iudicio 
proueniunt. 

And  netheles  yet  some  men  write 

And  sayn  fortune  is  to  wite : 

And  some  men  holde  opinion. 

That  it  is  constellacion, 

Whiche  causeth  all  that  a  man  doothe. 

God  wote  of  bothe  whiche  is  soothe. 

The  worlde,  as  of  his  propre  kinde 

Was  euer  vntrew,  and  as  the  blinde 

Improperly  he  demeth  fame : 

He  blameth,  that  is  nought  to  blame 

And  preiseth,  that  is  nought  to  preise 

Thus  whan  he  shall  the  thinges  peise 

Ther  is  deceit  in  his  balance, 

And  all  is  that  the  variance 

Of  vs,  that  shulde  vs  better  auise. 

For  after  that  we  fall  and  rise 

The  worlde  ariste,  and  falleth  with  all: 

So  that  tbe  man  is  oner  all 

His  owne  cause  of  wele  and  wo. 

That  we  fortune  clepe  so, 
Out  of  the  man  him  selfe  it  groweth. 
And  who  that  other  wise  troweth, 
Beholde  the  people  of  Israel, 
For  euer,  while  thei  didden  well. 
Fortune  was  them  debnnaire : 
And  when  thei  didden  the  contraire, 
Fortune  was  contrariende : 
So  that  it  proueth  wele  at  ende. 
Why  that  the  worlde  is  v/onderfuU, 
And  maie  no  while  stande  full. 
Though  that  it  seme  wele  besayn. 
For  euery  worldes  thing  is  vaine. 
And  euer  goth  the  whele  aboute, 
And  euer  stant  a  man  in  doute. 
Fortune  stant  no  while  still : 
So  hath  ther  no  man  his  will, 
Als  far  as  any  man  maie  knowe 
There  lasteth  nothing  but  a  throwe. 

Boetius. 
humane  vite  multa  amaritudine 
aspersa  est 

The  worlde  stante  ener  vpon  debate. 

So  maie  be  siker  none  astate, 

Now  here,  now  there,  now  to,  now  fro. 

Now  vp,  now  down,  the  world  goth  so. 

And  euer  hath  done,  and  euer  shall : 

Wherof  I  finde  in  special 

A  tale  writen  in  the  Bible, 

Whiche  must  nedes  be  credible. 

And  that  as  in  conclusion, 

Saith,  that  vpon  diuision 

Stant,  why  no  worldes  thing  maie  laste 

Til'it  be  driue  to  the  laste, 

And  fro  the  first  reigne  of  all 

Unto  this  dale  bow  so  befall 
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or  that  the  reignes  be  neuable, 
The  man  him  selfe  hath  beculpable, 
Whiche  of  his  gouernance 
Fortuneth  all  the  worides  chance. 

Prosper  &  aduersus  obliquo  tramite  versui 
Immundus  mundus  decipit  omne  genus. 

Mundus  in  euentu  versatur,  vt  alea  ca«u, 
Suam  celer  in  ludis  iactat  aura  manas. 

Sicut  imago  viri  variantur  tempora  mundi, 
Statque  nihil  firmum  preter  amare  deum. 

Hie  in  prologo  tractat  de  stataa  ilia,  qaam  rex  Na- 
bugo4onosor  viderat  in  somnis,  euros  caput  au- 
reum,  pectus  argenteumy  venter  eneus,  tibie 
fenve,  pedum  vero  qnedam  pars  ferrea,  quedam 
fictuis  videbatur:  sub  qua  membrorum  diuersi- 
tate  secundum  Danielis  czpofiitionem  huius 
mundi  variatio  figurabatur. 

The  high  almighty  punieiance, 
In  whose  etfrne  remembrance 
From  first  was  euery  thing  present, 
He  hath  his  prophecie  sent 
(In  suche  a  wise  as  thou  shatt  here) 
To  Daniel  of  this  matere, 
How  that  this  world  shal  tome  and  wende 
Till  it  be  falle  vnto  his  ende : 
Wherof  the  tale  tell  I  shall, 
lu  v(hich  is  betokened  all. 
As  Nabugonosor  slepte 
A  iweuen  him  toke,  the  whiche  he  kept 
Til  on  the  morowe  he  was  arise. 
For  thereof  he  was  tore  agrise. 
Til  Daniel  his  dreme  he  tulde, 
And  praied  hhn  faire,  that  he  wolde 
A  rede  what  it  token  maie, 
And  saide,  a  bedde  where  I  laie. 
Me  thought  I  seighe  vpon  a  stage. 
Where  stoode  a  wonder  strange  image  : 
His  head  with  all  the  necke  also 
They  were  of  fine  golde  bothe  two. 
His  brea^te,  his  shouMers,  and  his  armei 
Were  all  of  siluer,  but  tharmes, 
The  wombe,  and  all  downe  to  the  knee 
Of  bras  thei  were  vpon  to  see : 
His  legges  thei  were  made  all  of  Steele, 
So  were  his  feete  also  somdele, 
And  some  dele  parte  to  them  was  take 
Of  erthe,  whiche  men  pottes  make. 
.  The  feble  mengled  was  with  the  strongc 
So  might  it  not  stande  longe. 

Hie  narrat  vlterius  de  quodam  lapide  grandi,  qui  ut 
in  dictosomnio  Tidebaturab  excelso  monte  super 
statuam  comiens,  ipsam  quasi  in  nihilum  penitus 
contriuit 

AMD  tho  me  thought,  that  I  sighe 
A  great  stone  from  an  hille  on  hight 
Fell  downe  of  sodeine  auenture 
Upon  the  feete  of  this  figure : 
With  whiche  stone  all  to  broke  was 
Golde,  syluer,  erthe,  Steele,  and  bras, 
That  was  in  to  ponder  brought, 
And  so  forthe  tomed  in  to  nought 

Hie  loquitur  de  interpretacione  somnii,  et  prime 
dicit  de  significacione  capitis  aurei. 

This  was  the  sweaen,  whiche  he  bad. 
That  Daiiiell  anone  arad^ 
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And  saied  hym,  that  figure  strange 
Betokeneth  how  the  worlde  shall  change. 
And  war  lasse  worthe  and  lasse, 
Til  it  to  nought  all  ouer  passe : 
The  necke,  and  head,  that  weren  gold* 
He  saied,  howe  that  betoken  sholde 
A  worthie  worlde,  a  noble  a  riche. 
To  whiche  none  after  shall  be  liche. 

De  pcctore  argenteo. 
Of  siluerthat  vi^s  ouer  foorthe 
Shall  ben  a  worlde  of  lasse  woorthe. 

De  Tentre  eneo. 
And  after  that  the  wombe  of  bras 
Token  of  a  wers  worlde  it  was. 
The  whiche  Steele  he  sawe  afterwarde 
A  worlde  betokeueth  more  harde. 

De  tibeis  ferreis. 
But  yet  the  werste  of  euery  decle 
Is  last,  that  when  of  erth  and  Steele 
He  sawe  the  fWete  de))arted  so. 
For  that  betokeneth  muche  wo. 

De  significatione  pedum,  que  ex  dnabus  materiia 
discordantibus  adinvicem  diuiti  extiterunt. 

Whan  that  the  worlde  deuided  is. 

It  mot  algate  fare  amis. 

For  erthe,  which  mengled  is  with  stele 

To  gider  maie  not  laste  wele. 

But  if  that  one  that  other  waste. 

So  mote  it  nedes  fall  at  the  laste. 

De  lapide  statuam  confringente. 
The  stone,  whiche  from  that  hilly  stage 
He  sawe  downe  fall  on  that  ymage. 
And  hath  it  in  to  poudre  broke. 
That  sweuen  hath  Daniell  vnloke 
And  saied,  that  it  is  gods  might, 
Whiche  whan  men  wene  moste  vpright 
To  stonde,  shall  them  ouer  caste: 
And  that  is  of  this  worlde  the  laste. 
And  than  a  newe  shall  begynne, 
From  whiche  a  man  shall  neoer  twinne. 
Or  all  to  paine,  or  all  to  pees. 
That  worlde  sbtdl  laste  endles. 

Hie  scribit,  qualiter  huius  seculi  regna  Tariis  m«> 
tationibus,  prout  in  dicta  statua  figurabatur, 
secundum  temporum  distinctiones  seasibiliter 
hactenus  dlminuuntur. 

Lo  thus  expowned  Daniell 
The  kynges  sweuen  faire  and  well 
In  Babylone  the  citee. 
Where  that  the  wisest  of  Caldee 
Ne  couden  witte  what  it  mente, 
But  he  tolde  all  the  whole  entente 
As  in  the  partie  it  is  befalle 
Of  golde  the  firste  reigne  of  all. 

Dt  seculo  aureo,  quod  in  capite  statusB  desigaatum 
est  a  tempore  ipsius  Nagugodonosoris  regis 
Caldee  usque  in  regnum  Cyriregii  Persarum. 

Was  in  that  kynges  tyme  tho. 

And  last  many  dales  so 

There,  whiles  that  the  monarchic 

Of  all  the  worlde  in  that  partie 

To  Babylone  was  subgette 

And  held^  him  still  in  suche  a  pleght» 
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Tin  that  the  vofide  began  diaerse. 

And  that  iras,  whan  the  kynge  of  Pene, 

Wbiche  Cyras  bight,  ayen  the  pees 

Ft4tbe  vilh  his  sonne  Ckmbyses 

Of  BabykHie  all  that  Empire, 

Right  as  tbei  woide  them  sdfe  desire 

Put  TodtT  ID  sobiectioDy 

And  toke  it  in  possessioo. 

And  slayne  was  BaJtasar  the  kynge, 

Whiche  lost  his  reigne,  azid  all  his  tbynge. 

De  secalo  argenteo,  quod  in  pectore  designatum 
est  a  tempore  ipsius  regis  Cyri  usque  in  reguum 
Alexandri  r^is  Macedonie. 

Ahd  thas  Than  thei  had  it  wonne 

The  worlde  of  siluer  was  begonne 

And  that  of  golde  was  passed  out 

Aid  ID  thus  wise  it  goth  abouU 

In  to  the  reigne  of  Darius 

And  that  it  felle  to  Perse  thus 

There  Alexander  put  them  vnder 

Wbiche  wrogbt  of  arnies  many  a  wonder 

So  that  the  monarchic  lefte 

With  grekes,  and  their  astate  vp  lefte 

Aad  Persiens  gone  vnder  foote 

So  mifre  thei,  that  nedes  mote. 

De  seculo  eneo,  qaod  in  ventre  designatum  est  a 
tempore  ipsius  Alexandri  usque  in  regnum  Juiii 
Romanorum  imperatoris. 

AxD  tho  the  worlde  began  of  bras 

And  that  of  siluer  ended  was 

But  for  the  time  thus  it  laste 

TillitbefeMe,that  atlaste 

This  kyng,  whan  that  his  daie  was  come 

With  strength  of  dethe  was  ouercome 

And  iKtheles  yet  or  be  dyde 

He  shope  his  reigne  to  deuide 

To  knigbtes,  whiche  him  had  serued 

And  after  that  thei  bane  deserucd 

Yafe  the  conquestes,  that  he  wanne 

Wherof  great  werre  tho  beganne 

Amonge  them,  that  the  reignes  had 

TbruDgh  proud  enuy,  whiche  them  lad 

Till  it  befelle  ayene  them  thus 

The  noble  Cesar  Julius 

Whjcbe  tho  was  kynge  of  Home  londe 

With  great  battaile,  and  stronge  honde 

AH  Grece,  Perse,  and  Chalde6 

^ao,  and  pot  vnder:  so  that  he 

Not  all  only  of  thoricnt: 

Bat  ail  the  marche  of  thoccident 

Goaerneth  vnder  his  Empire, 

As  he  that  was  holle  lorde  and  sire 

And  helde  throogh  his  cheualrie 

Of  all  the  worlde  the  monarchie 

And  was  the  firstc  of  that  honour 

Whiche  taketh  name  of  Emperour. 

De  seculo  ferreo,  quod  in  tibiis  designatum  est, 
a  tempore  lalii  Cesaris  usque  in  regnum  Caroli 
Bsgni  regis  Franoorum. 

Where  Rome  than  woIde  assaile, 
There  might  no  thyng  contreuaile 
Bat  eucry  contrey  must  obeye, 
Tho  Koih  the  reigne  of  bras  aweye, 
And  comen  is  the  worlde  of  Steele, 
And  ktode  abooa  vpon  the  wheele, 


As  Steele  is  hardest  in  his  kinde 
Aboue  all  other,  that  men  find^ 
Of  metalles,  suche  was  Rome  tho 
The  mightyest,  and  laste  so 
Longe  time  amonge  the  Romainv 
Till  thei  become  so  villains 
That  the  emperour  Leo, 
With  Constance  his  sonne  also. 
The  patrimonie,  and  the  richesse, 
Whiche  to  Siluester  in  pure  almessev 
The  first  Constantinus  lefte. 
Fro  holy  churche  thei  berefte. 
But  Adrian,  whiche  pope  was. 
And  sawe  the  mischefe  of  this  cas, 
Gothe  in  to  France  for  to  plaine. 
And  praieth  the  great  Charlemaine, 
For  Christes  sake,  and  soule  hele. 
That  he  wolde  take  the  quarele 
Of  holy  churche  in  his  defence. 
And  Charles,  for  the  reuerence 
Of  god,  the  cause  hath  vndertake. 
And  with  his  hoste  the  waiehath  take 
Ouer  the  mountes  of  Lumbardie 
Of  Rome,  and  all  the  tyranuie 
With  blodie  swerde  he  ouercome. 
And  the  citee  with  strength  nome 
In  such  a  wise,  and  ther  he  wrought* 
That  holy  churche  ayene  he  brought 
In  to  Franchise,  and  dothe  restore 
The  popes  luste,  and  yaf  him  more. 
And  thus  whan  he  his  god  hath  serued, 
He  toke,  as  he  hath  well  desenied 
The  diademe,  and  was  corouned 
Of  Rome,  and  thus  was  abandoned 
Thempire,  whiche  came  neuer  againe 
In  to  the  hande  of  no  Romaina: 
But  a  longe  time  it  stode  still 
Under  the  Frenche  kynges  will, 
Till  that  fortune  her  wheele  so  lad. 
That  aftenvarde  the  Lumbardes  it  had. 
Not  by  the  swerd,  but  by  the  sufirance 
Of  him,  that  tho  was  kyng  of  France, 
Whiche  Carle  Caluus  cleped  was 
And  he  resigned  in  this  cas 
Thempire  of  Rome  vnto  Lowis 
His  Cosin,  whiche  a  lumbarde  is: 
And  so  it  laste  in  to  the  yere 
Of  Alberte,  and  of  Berengere. 

De  seculo  nouissimis  iam  temporibus  ad  siroilitn- 
dinem  pedum  in  discordiam  lapso  et  dioiso, 
quod  post  decessum  ipsius  Caroli  cum  imperium 
Romanorum  in  manus  Longobardorum  perue- 
nerat  temporeAlberti  et  Berengarii  incepit.  Nam 
ob  eorumdinisionem  contingit,  ut  Alemani  im- 
peratoriam  adepti  sunt  maiestatero:  in  cuius 
solium  quendam  principem  theutonicum  Otho- 
nem  nomine  sublimari  primitus  constituerunt. 

But  than  vpon  discencion 

Thei  fell,  and  in  dtuision 

Amonge  them  selfe,  that  were  greate 

So  that  thei  lost  the  beyete 

Of  worship,  and  of  worldes  pees. 

But  in  prouerbe  netheles 

Men  saine,  full  seldome  is,  that  welthe 

Can  Buffre  hisowne  astate  in  helthe. 

And  that  was  in  the  lumbardes  sene, 

Suche  common  strife  was  them  betwene^ 

Through  couetise,  and  through  enuie. 

That  enery  man  drough  bis  partie, 
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Whiche  might  lede  way  route, 

Within  boargb  and  eke  without. 

The  common  right  hath  no  felawe, 

So  that  the  goueraance  of  lawe 

Was  lost:  and  for  necessitee 

Of  that  thei  stode  in  sache  degree, 

AH  only  through  diuision, 

Them  nedeth  in  conclufion 

Of  strange  londes  helpe  beside^ 

And  thus  for  thei  them  selfe  diuide. 

And  standen  out  of  rewie  vneuen, 

Of  Alma^e  princes  seuen 

Thei  chosen  in  this  condicion, 

That  vpon  thtir  election 

Thempire  of  Rome  sholde  stoiide: 

And  thus  thei  left  it  out  of  honde 

For  lacke  of  grace,  and  it  forsoke. 

That  Almains  vpou  them  toke 

And  to  confermen  their  astate, 

Of  that  thei  stoden  in  debate 

Thei  token  the  possession 

After  the  composicion 

Amonge  them  selfe,  and  ther  ypon 

Thei  made  an  Emperour  anon, 

Whos  name  (the  Cronicle  telleth) 

Was  Othes,  and  so  forth  it  dwelleth 

Fro  thi!ke  daie  yet  Tnto  this 

Thempire  of  Rome  hatb  be  and  is 

To  thalmatns,  and  in  this  wise. 

As  to  fore  ye  baue  herde  deuise 

How  Daniel  the  sweuen  expouneth 

Of  that  image,"  on  whom  he  foundeth 

The  world,  wbicbe  aftenvard  sbold  fall, 

Comen  is  the  last  token  of  alt 

Upon  tbefeete  of  erthe  and  stele, 

So  stant  the  worlde  now  euery  dele. 

Departed,  wbiche  began  right  tho. 

Whan  Rome  was  deuided  so. 

And  that  is  for  to  rewe  sore. 

For  alwaie  sith  more  and  more 

The  woMde  empeireth  euery  daie, 

Wherof  the  sooth  shewe  maie 

At  Rome  first  if  we  begin, 

The  wall  and  all  the  citie  within 

Stante  in  mine,  and  in  decaies 

The  felde  is  where  was  the  palais, 

*£he  towne  is  wast,  and  ouer  thate. 

If  we  behold  thilke  astate 

Whiche  whilom  was  of  the  Romaint 

Of  knighthod,  and  of  citezens 

To  peise  nowe  with  that  befomcy 

The  chaffe  is  take  from  the  corne, 

And  so  to  speke  of  Romes  might 

Unnethes  stante  ther  ought  vpright 

Of  worship  or  of  worldes  good,  ^ 

As  it  before  time  stode. 

And  why  the  worship  is  awaie. 

If  that  a  man  the  soothe  shall  saie: 

The  cause  hath  ben  deuision, 

Whiche  moder  of  confusion 

Is,  where  she  cometh  ouer  all. 

Nought  only  «f  the  temporally 

But  of  the  spirittiall  also, 

The  dede  proueth  it  is  so 

And  hath  do  many  a  daie  er  this 

Through  veolm.  whiche  that  medled  is 

In  holy  churche  of  erthely  thynge. 

For  Christ  him  selfe  maketh  knowlageing, 

That  no  man  maie  togeder  serue 

CfOd  and  the  worlde,  but  if  be  twerut 
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Frowarde  that  one,  and  stonde  vnttable: 

And  Christea  worde  maie  not  be  fable^ 

The  thyuge  so  open  is  at  the  eye 

It  needeth  nought  to  speeifie 

Or  speke  ought  more  in  this  matere. 

But  in  this  wise  a  man  maie  lera 

How  that  the  worlde  is  gone  aboute. 

The  whiche  well  nigh  is  wered  out 

After  the  forme  of  that  figure, 

Whiche  Daniell  in  his  scripture 

Expowned,  as  to  fore  is  tulde, 

Of  bras,  of  siluer,  and  of  golde 

The  woride  is  passed,  and  agone. 

And  nowe  vpon  his  olde  tone 

It  stant  of  brutell  erthe  and  stele^ 

The  whiche  acorden  neuera  dele: 

So  mote  it  nedes  swerue  aside 

As  thynge,  the  whiche  men  seen  diuide. 

Hie  dicit,  secundum  apostolum,  quod  nos  iumus^ 
in  quos  fines  seculi  deuenerunt. 

Tbe  Apostell  writeth  vnto  vs  all. 

And  saieth,  that  vpon  vs  is  fall 

Thend  of  the  woride:  so  maie  we  knowe 

This  ymage  is  nighe  ouerthrowe. 

By  whiche  this  worlde  was  signified, 

That  whilom  was  so  magnified. 

And  nowe  is  olde,  and  feble,  and  vile. 

Full  of  mischyefe,  and  of  perille: 

And  stante  diuided  eke  also, 

Lyke  to  the  feete,  that  were  so 

As  T  tolde  of  the  statue  aboue. 

And  thus  men  saine  for  lacke  of  loue. 

Where  as  tbe  londe  diuided  is. 

It  mote  algate  fare  amis. 

And  now  to  loke  on  euery  side 
A  man  maie  see  the  worlde  diuide. 
The  warres  bene  so  generall 
Amonge  the  Christen  ouer  all, 
That  euery  man  nowe  seketh  wreche. 
And  yet  these  clerkes  aldaie  preche 
And  sayne,  good  dedcs  maie  none  bee, 
Whiche  stante  nought  vpon  cbaritee. 

I  not  howe  cbaritee  shuldc  stonde. 
Where  deadly  warre  is  taken  on  honde. 
But  all  this  wo  is  cause  of  man« 
The  whiche  that  witte  and  reason  can. 
And  that  in  token  and  in  witoe^e, 
That  ilke  ymage  bare  likenesse 
Of  man,  and  of  none  other  beste. 

For  first  vnto  the  mans  heste 
Was  euery  creature  ordeined. 
But  afterivarde  it  was  restreined. 
Whan  that  he  fell,  thei  fellen  eke^ 
Whan  he  wer  seke,  thei  weren  seke. 
For  as  the  man  hath  passion. 
Of  sekenes  in  comparison. 
So  suffren  other  creatures, 
Lo  firste  the  beueuly  figures. 

Hie  scribit,  quod  ex  diuisionis  passione  singula 
crcati  detrimentum  corruptibile  patiuntur* 

The  Sonne  and  moone  eclypsen  both. 
And  bene  with  mans  sinne  wroth. 

The  purest  ayre  for  sinne  alofte. 
Hath  ben  and  is  corrupted  full  ofte. 
Right  now  the  highe  windes  blowe: 
And. anon  after  thei  ben  lowe. 
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Nov  cloudie,  and  now  clere  it  is. 
So  maie  it  pnnien  weU  by  this 
A  mans  sione  is  for  to  hate, 
Whicbe  maketh  the  welken  to  debate. 
And  for  to  see  the  propertee 
Of  eoery  thynge  iu  his  degree. 
Benetbe  fborthe  amoiige  vs  here 
All  itante  a  like  in  this  matere, 
Tbe  sea  nowe  ebbetb,  and  nowe  it  floweth. 
The  lond  now  weiketh,  and  now  it  groweth. 
Nov  ben  the  trees  with  leaucs  greene, 
>ov  thei  be  bare  and  nothynge  scene. 
Noire  be  there  lustie  somer  floures, 
Nove  be  there  stormie  winter  sbouves, 
Nov  be  the  daies,  now  be  the  nightes. 
So  stant  there  nothyng  all  vprightes. 
Nove  it  is  light,  now  it  is  derke. 
And  thus  stant  all  the  worldes  werke 
After  the  disposicion 
Of  man  and  hb  condicion. 
For  thy  gregorie  in  his  morall 
Saieth,  Uiat  a  man  in  speciall 
The  lasse  worlde  is  properly. 
And  that  be  proaeth  redily. 
For  man  of  soule  reasonable 
li  to  an  angell  rcaemblable, 
And  like  to  beast  he  hath  felyng. 
And  like  to  tres  he  hath  growyng. 
The  stones  ben,  and  so  is  bee, 
Tbos  of  his  propre  qualitee 
Tbe  man  (as  telleth  the  Clergie) 
h  a  vorlde  in  his  partie. 
Aod  whan  this  Itttel  woride  mistometh 
The  great  woride  all  onertometh. 
The  loode,  the  sea,  tbe  firmament 
Tbei  asken  all  iudgeroent 
Ayene  tbe  man,  and  make  hym  warre 
Tber  while  him  selfe  stant  out  of  harre, 
Tbe  remenant  stant  out  of  acorde^ 
Aod  in  this  wise  (as  I  recorde) 
The  man  is  cause  of  all  wo 
^Vhy  this  woride  is  diuided  so. 
Dioision  (the  gospell  saieth) 
One  boose  Tpon  au  other  laieth 
Till  that  the  reigne  all  ouer  tbrowe. 
And  thus  may  euery  man  well  knowe 
Dioision  aboue  all 

Is  tbyog,  whiche  maketh  the  woride  fall. 
And  euer  hath  do,  sith  it  began, 
It  maie  firste  proue  vpon  a  man. 

Suod  ex  sue  oomplexionis  materia  diuisus  homo 
mortalis  existat. 

Tbc  whiche  for  his  complexion 
Is  made  Tpoo  diuision 
Of  colde,  botte,  moiste,  and  dric 
He  mote  by  Terray  kynde  die. 
For  the  contrarie  of  his  estate 
Stant  eoennore  in  suche  debate, 
Tyll  that  a  parte  be  ouercome 
There  maie  no  finall  peas  be  nome 
But  otherwise  if  a  man  were 
Made' all  togeder  of  one  matere 
Without  intermpcion, 
Tbere  shold  no  corrupcion 
Engendre  Tpon  that  vnitee: 
Bol  for  there  is  dinersitee 
Within  him  seife,  he  maie  not  Ifltte, 
Bot  in  a  man  yet  ouer  this 
Full  great  diuision  there  is, 


Through  whiche  that  he  is  euer  in  strife 
While  that  hym  last  any  life, 

Suod  homo  ex  corporis  et  anime  condicione  diui- 
sus, sicut  saluationis,  ita  damnationis  aptitudi- 
nem  iogreditur. 

The  bodie  and  the  soule  also 
Amonge  them  ben  deuided  so. 
That  what  thyng  that  the  bodie  bateth 
The  soule  loueth  and  debateth: 
But  netheles  full  ofte  is  seene 
Of  werre,  whiche  is  them  betweene 
Tbe  feble  bath  wonne  the  victorie. 
And  who  so  draweth  in  to  memorie. 

3ualiter  Adam  a  statu  innocentie  diuisus  a  paradisa 
voluptatis  in  terram  laboris  pecator  proiectoa 
est 

What  hath  befall  of  olde  and  newe^ 
He  maie  that  werre  sore  rewe, 
Whiche  first  began  in  paradis. 
For  there  was  proued  what  it  is,    / 
And  what  disease  there  it  wrought. 
For  thilke  werre  tho  foortbe  brought 
The  vice  of  all  deadly  sinne, 
Through  whiche  diuision  came  in. 

Sualiter  populi  per  vniuersum  orbem  a  cuUoradei 
diuisi,  Noe  cum  sua  sequela  dumtaxat  exceptis, 
diluuio  iuterierunt. 

Amongb  the  men  in  ertbe  here. 
And  was  the  cause  and  the  mattere 
Why  god  the  great  flodes  sende. 
Of  all  the  woride  and  made  an  ende: 
But  Noe,  with  his  felowship, 
Whiche  only  weren  saufe  by  shjrp* 
And  ouer  that  through  sinne  it  come 
That  Nembrotb  suche  price  nome 

Sualiter  in  edificatione  Turris  Babylonis,  quam  in 
dei  contemptum  Nembrotb  erexit,  lingua  priu- 
hebraica  in  varias  linguas  coelica  vindicta  diuis 
debatur.  i 

Wham  the  toure  Babylon  on  hight 
Lette  make,  as  he  that  wolde  fight 
Ayene  the  high  guddes  might, 
Wherof  deuided  anon  right 
Was  the  language  in  suche  entent 
There  wiste  none  what  other  ment. 
So  that  thei  might  nought  procede 
And  thus  it  stant  of  euery  dede, 
Where  sinne  taketh  the  case  on  honde 
It  maie  vpright  not  longe  stonde. 
For  sinne  of  hir  condicion 
Is  mother  of  diuision. 

2ualiter  mundus,  qui  in  statu  diuisionis  quasi  co« 
tidianus  present!  tempore  vexatur  flagellis  a  la- 
pide  superueniente,  id  est  a  diuina  potentia  us- 
que ad  resolutionem  omnis  carnis  subito  con* 
teretur. 

And  token  whan  the  world  shall  faile 
For  so  saith  Christe  without  faile 
That  nigh  vpon  the  worldes  ende 
Peace  and  accorde  away  shall  wende 
And  all  charitee  shall  ceasse 
Amonge  the  men,  and  hate  encreaae 
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And  whan  theie  tokenii  hn  befall 

All  sodeinly  the  stone  shall  fall 

As  Daniell  it  hath  beknowe 

Whiche  all  this  worlde  shall  ouerthrow 

And  €uery  man  shall  than  arise 

To  ioye  or  elles  to  iuise 

Where  that  he  shall  for  euer  dwell 

Or  straight  to  heuen,  or  stretght  to  hell. 

In  heuen  is  peace  and  all  acrorde 
But  helle  is  fiill  of  suche  di^corde 
That  there  male  be  no  lone  day 
For  thy  good  is  whyle  a  man  may 
Echone  to  sette  peace  with  other 
And  louen  as  his  owne  brother 
So  maie  he  wyone  worldes  welthe 
And  afterwarde  his  soule  heltfae. 

Hie  narrnt  exemplum  de  coneordia  et  mitate 
inter  homines  prouocanda:  Et  dicit  qualiter 
quidam  Arton  nuper  citharista  ex  sui  cantus  ci- 
thare  que  consona  melodiam  tante  virtutis  exti- 
teipat,  vt  ipse  non  solum  vimm  cum  viro,  sed 
etiam  leonem  cum  cerua,  Inpum  cum  hagno» 
canem  cum  lepore  (ipsuiii  audientes)  vnanimi- 
ter  absque  vila  discordia  ad  inuiccm  pacilica* 
uit. 

But  wolde  god  that  nowe  were  one 
An  other  suche  as  Arione 
Whiche  had  an  harpe  of  suche  temprart 
And  tberto  of  so  good  measure 
He  songe,  that  he  the  bcastes  wilde 
Made  of  his  note  tame  and  milde 
The  hynde  in  peace  with  the  lyon       ' 
The  wolfe  in  peace  with  the  motion 
The  hare  in  peace  stode  with  the  houndc 
And  euery  man  vpon  this  grounde 
Whiche  Arion  that  time  herde 
As  well  the  lorde  as  the  shepeherde 
He  brought  them  all  in  good  accorde 
So  that  the  common  with  the  lorde 
And  lorde  with  the  common  also 
He  sette  in  loue  bothe  two 
And  put  awaie  melancolie. 

That  was  a  lostie  melodie 
Whan  cuery  man  with  other  lough 
And  if  there  were  suche  one  nowe 
Whiche  coude  harpe  as  he  did. 
He  might  auaile  in  many  a  stede 
To  make  peace,  where  nowe  is  bate 
For  whan  men  thinken  to  debate 
I  not  what  other  thyng  is  good 
But  wher  that  wisdome  waxeth  wood 
And  reason  toumeth  in  to  rage 
So  that  measure  vpon  outrage 
Hath  set  this  worlde,  it  is  to  drcde 
For  that  bringeth  in  the  common  dredc 
Whiche  staiit  at  euery  mannes  dore 
But  whan  the  sharpnes  of  the  spore 
The  hors  side  smiteth  to  sore 
It  greueth  ofte.     And  nowu  no  more 
As  for  to  speke  of  this  mater 
Whiche  none,  but  onely  god  maie  stere 

owere  it  good  at  this  tide 
That  euery  man  vpon  his  side 
Besought,  and  prayed  for  the  peace 
Whiche  is  the  caujie  of  all  incresse 
Of  worsbippe,  and  of  worldes  welthe 
Of  hertfs  rcste,  end  soules  heltbe 
Without  peace  stonde  nothyng  good 
For  thi  to  Christ,  which  shed  his  bloud 


For  peace,  bysekeih  all  men. 
Amen,  Amen,  Amen,  Amen. 

Explicit  prologus. 


Naturatus  amor  naturae  legilius  orbem 

Subdit,  &  vnaiiimes  concitat  esse  feras. 
Huius  enim  mundt  princeps  am3re  esse  v  idetnr^ 

Cuius  eget  diues  pauper  &  omnis  opes. 
Sunt  in  agone  pares  amor  &  fortunaque  caecas, 

Plebis  ad  insidias  vertit  vterque  rotas. 
Est  amor,  aegra  salus,  vexata  quies,  pius  error 

Bellica  pax,  Tulnus  dulce,  suaue  malum. 

Postquam  in  prologo  tractatum  hacten^s  existit, 
qualiter  hodierne  conditionis  diuisio  charitatis 
dilectionem  superauit,  intendit  et  auctor  ad 
presens  soum  libellum  (cuius  nomen  Confessio 
Amantis  nuncupatur)  compouere  de  illo  amore, 
a  quo  non  solum  human um  genus  sed  et  cuacta 
animantia  natnraliter  subiiciuntur. 

INCIPIT  LIBER  PRIMUS. 

I  MAIE  not  stretche  vp  to  the  heuen 

Myn  honde  ne  set  al  in  euen 

This  worlde  whiche  euer  is  in  balance. 

It  stant  not  in  my  suffisauce 

So  great  thinges  to  couipasse: 

9ut  I  mote  lette  it  ouerpasse. 

And  treaten  vpon  other  thinges. 

For  thy  the  stile  of  my  wiitinges 

Fro  this  daie  forth  I  thynke  change. 

And  speake  of  thing  is  not  so  strange, 

Whiche  eucry  kinde  hath  vpon  honde. 

And  w  her  vpon  the  worlde  mote  stonde^ 

And  hath  done  sith  it  began : 

And  shall  while  there  is  any  man: 

And  that  his  loue,  of  whiche  I  meane 

To  treate,  as  after  shal  be  sene. 

In  wbiche  there  can  no  man  him  rule. 

For  loues  la  we  is  out  of  reule 

That  of  to  muche  or  of  to  lite 

Well  nigh  is  eucry  man  to  wite 

And  netheles  there  is  no  man 

In  all  this  worlde  so  wise,  that  can 

Of  loue  temper  the  measure: 

But  as  it  falleth  in  auenture. 

For  witte  ne  strength  maie  not  helpe 

And  whiche  els  wolde  him  yelpe, 

Is  rathest  throwen  vnder  foote, 

There  can  no  wighte  therof  do  boote. 

For  yet  was  neuer  suche  couine. 

That  couth  ordeine  a  medicine 

To  thing,  whiche  god  in  law  of  kynde 

Hath  set,  for  there  maie  no  man  finde 

The  right  salne  for  suche  a  sore, 

It  hath  and  shall  be  euermore, 

That  loue  is  maister,  where  be  will: 

There  can  no  life  make  other  {ikille 

For  where  as  him  selfe  liste  to  set 

There  is  no  might,  which  him  maie  let. 

But  what  shall  fallen  at  laste,  , 

The  soth  can  no  wisedome  cast. 

But  as  it  falleth  vpon  chance. 

For  if  there  euer  was  balance, 

Whiche  of  fortune  stant  gouemed, 

I  maie  well  leuc  as  I  am  lerned^ 
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Tbat  lone  hath  that  balance  on  honde, 

Wbicbe  will  no  reason  viiderstonde. 

For  lone  is  blind«,  and  maie  not  see. 

For  thy  maie  no  certeintee 

Be>ftie  rpon  his  iodgement 

But  as  the  whele  aboot  went 

He  yeueth  his  graces  Tndesemed 

And  fro  that  man,  whiche  hath  him  seroed, 

Fallofte  be  taketh  awey  his  fees^    • 

Ai  he  that  ptaieth  at  the  dies: 

Aod  thervpon  what  shall  befall. 

He  Dot,  till  that  the  chance  fall: 

Where  he  shall  lese  or  he  shal  wjrnne ; 

And  thus  foil  ofte  men  begyn. 

That  if  tbei  wi>teii  what  it  ment 

Thei  volde  chauge  all  their  intent. 

Hie  quasi  iq  persona  aliorum,  quos  amor  alligat, 
finceos  se  aoctor  esse  aroantem,  varias  eorum 
passioaes  rariis  huias  libri  distinctionibus  per 
singnla  tcribere  proponit. 

Ahd  for  to  preue  it  is  so, 
I  am  my  selfe  one  of  tho» 
Whiche  to  this  schole  am  vnderfonge. 
For  it  ii  sothe  go  not  longe 
As  for  to  speake  of  this  matere 
I  maie  yon  tell,  if  yon  woU  here, 
A  vooder  happe,  whiche  me  befelle 
That  vas  to  me  bothe  harde  and  felle 
Toucfayng  of  loue  and  his  fortune, 
The  whiche  me  liketh  to  commune, 
Aod  pleynly  for  to  tell  it  out 
To  them  that  louers  be  abonte, 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt  I  woH  declare. 
And  writen  of  my  wofuU  care. 
My  wofull  day  my  wofull  chance. 
That  men  mowe  take  remembrance 
Of  that  thei  shall  here  after  rede. 
For  in  good  feithe  this  wolde  1  rede, 
That  eoery  man  ensample  take 
Ofvisedome,  whiche  is  bym  betake: 
And  that  he  wote  of  good  appryse 
To  tecbe  it  fbrthe  for  suche  emprise 
h  for  to  preyse:  And  therfore  I 
Will  vrite  and  shewe  all  openly, 
Howe  lone  and  I  togedre  mette, 
Wherof  the  worlde  ensample  fette 
May  after  this,  whan  I  am  go 
Of  thiike  msely  iolife  wo, 
^Ixne  reule  stant  out  of  the  wey. 
Move  gladde,  and  nowe  gladnes  aweie: 
And  yet  it  maie  not  be  withstonde 
For  ought  that  men  maie  vndexBtoode. 

Nod  efo  Samsonis  vires,  non  Herculis  anna 

Viaoo,  sum  sed  vt  hij  victus  amore  pari, 
Vt  discant  alij  docet  experiencia  fapti, 

llebiis  in  ambiguis  quae  sunt  habenda  via, 
Deoios  ordo  dncit  temtata  pericla  sequentem, 

lostruit  a  teigo  me  simul  ille  cadat. 
Me  qoibos  ergo  Venus  casus  laqueaoit  amantem, 

Orbis  in  exemplum  scribere  tendo  palam.. 

Hie  dedarat  materiamdicens  qualiterCopido  quo- 
dam  ignito  iacnlo,  sui  cordis  memoriamgraui  ▼!• 
cere  perfbrauit,  qnod  Venus  percipiens  ipsum 
H  dicit,  quasi  in  mortis  articnlo  spasmatum,  ad 
confiteadnm  seGenioneerdoti  super  amorts  can* 
*a  sic  aemiuinnm  specialiter  comiBendsnit. 

Upoh  the  poynt  that  is  hetMe 
Of  kme,  in  whiche  that  1  am  falle, 


I  thynke  tell  my  matere: 
Now  herken  who  that  woll  it  here 
Of  my  fortune  howe  that  it  ferde 
This  endyrdaie,  as  I  forthe  fcrde 
To  walke,  as  I  you  tell  maie, 
And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Maie, 
Whan  euery  brid  hath  chose  his  make, 
And  tliinketh  his  mirthes  for  to  take 
Of  loue,  that  he  hath  acheued: 
But  so  was  I  nothyng  releued. 
For  I  was  further  fro  my  loue 
Than  erthe  is  frum  the  heauen  aboue. 
And  for  to  speake  of  any  spede 
So  wiste  I  me  none  other  rede. 
But  as  it  were  a  man  forsake. 
Unto  the  wood  my  waie  gan  take 
Not  for  to  synge  with  the  birdes. 
For  whan  I  was  the  wood  amiddes, 
I  fonde  a  soote  greene  plaine, 
And  there  I  gan  my  wo  complaine, 
Wisshyng  and  wepyng  all  mine  one. 
For  other  mirthes  made  I  none. 
So  harde  me  was  that  ilke  throwe 
That  ofle  sithes  ouerthrowe 
To  grounde  I  was  without  breathe: 
And  euer  I  wisshed  after  death. 
Whan  I  out  of  my  peine  awooke. 
And  caste  vp  many  a  pitous  looke 
Unto  the  heauen,  and  saied  thus 
O  thou  Cupide,  O  thou  Venus 
Thou  god  of  love,  and  thou  goddesse 
Where  is  pitee }  where  is  mekenesse? 
Nowe  dothe  me  plainely  Hue  or  die 
For  certes  suche  a  maladie 
As  I  now  haue,  and  longe  haue  hadde 
It  might  make  a  wise  man  madde 
If  that  itshulde  longe  endure 

0  Venus  queene  of  loues  cure 
Thou  life,  thou  luste,  thou  mans  hele 
Beholde  my  caose,  and  my  quarele 
And  yeoe  me  some  parte  of  thy  grace 
So  that  I  maie  finde  in  this  place 

If  thou  be  gracious  or  none. 
And  with  that  worde  I  sawe  anone 
The  kynge  of  loue,  and  queene  bothe 
But  he  that  kynge  with  eyen  wrothe 
His  chere  aweiwarde  fro  me  caste 
And  forthe  he  passed  at  the  laste 
But  netheles  or  he  forthe  went 
A  fyry  darte  me  thought  he  sent 
And  threwe  it  through  mine  herte  roote 
In  hym  fonde  I  none  other  boote 
For  leuger  lyst  hym  note  to  dwell 
But  she,  whiche  is  the  source  and  well 
Of  wele  and  wo,  that  shall  betide 
To  them  that  louen  at  that  tide 
Abode  but  for  to  telleo  here. 
She  cast  on  me  no  goodly  chere. 
Thus  netheles  to  me  she  saide. 

What  arte  thou  sonne:  and  I  abraide 
Right  as  a  man  doth  out  of  slepe, 
And  therof  she  toke  right  good  kepe. 
And  bad  me  nothyng  be  adnidde. 
But  for  all  that  1  was  not  gladde. 
For  I  ne  sawe  no  cause  why: 
And  ofte  she  asked,  what  was  I. 

1  saide  a  caitife,  that  lieth  here. 
What  wolde  ye  my  ladie  dere? 
Shall  1  be  wbolle,  orelles  die? 

She  saide,  tell  me  thy  maladie. 
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What  is  thy  tore»  of  whiche  tboo  pleioeit? 
Ne  hide  it  nought,  for  if  thott  feif  nest, 
I  can  do  the  no  medicine. 

Madamei  I  am  a  man  of  thyoe, 
That  in  thy  cuorte  haae  longe  serued. 
And  aske  that  I  haue  deseraed. 
Some  wele  after  my  longe  wo» 
And  ihe  began  to  loure  tho. 
And  saide,  there  be  maoy  of  you 
Faitours :  and  so  maie  be  that  thoa 
Art  right  suche  one,  and  by  feintite 
Seyste,  that  thou  haste  me  do  seniiee : 
And  netheles  she  wiste  wele 
My  worde  stode  on  an  other  whele. 
Without  any  fetterie. 
But  algate  of  my  maladia 
She  had  me  tell,  and  sate  hir  troath*. 

Madame,  if  ye  woMe  haue  routhe 
(Suod  I)  then  wolde  I  tell  you 

Sei  forth  (quod  she)  and  tell  me  how. 
Shew  me  thy  sekeness  euery  dele. 

Madame,  that  can  1  do  wele: 
Re  so  my  lyfe  therto  woU  la»te. 
With  that  hir  loke  on  me  she  caste^ 
And  saide,  in  aunter  if  thou  Itae, 
My  wyll  is  first,  that  thoa  be  shrine. 
And  netheles  how  that  it  is 
1  wote  my  selfe,  bnt  for  all  this 
Unto  my  preest,  whiche  cometh  anone, 
I  woll  thou  tell  it  one  and  one, 
Both  of  thy  thought,  and  all  thy  werke. 

O  Genius  mine  owne  clerke 
Come  forth,  and  heie  this  mana  shrifte 
(Suod  Venus  tbo>  and  I  vplifte 
My  heade  with  that,  and  gan  beholde 
The  selfe  preeste,  whiche  as  she  wolde. 
Was  redy  there,  and  set  htm  doune 
To  here  my  confotsion. 

Corifessus  Genio  sit  medicina  salutis 
Ezperiar  moibis,  quos  tulit  ipsa  Venus. 

Lesa  quidem  forro  medicantur  membra  saluti, 
Raro  tamen  medicum  ?ulnut  amoris  habet. 

Hie  dicit  qualiter  Genio  pro  confessore  sedentl 
prouolotus  amans  ad  confltendnm  ae  flexis  ge- 
nibus  incumatur,  suiyilicans  tamen,  vt  ad  sui 
senstts  informationem  confessor  ille  indicendis 
opponere  sibi  benignus  dignaretur. 

This  worthie  preest,  this  wboly  man 
To  me  spekend  thus  began, 
And  saide:  Benedicite 
My  Sonne  of  the  felicitee 
Of  loue,  and  eke  of  all  the  wo 
Thou  shalt  be  shrine  of  bothe  two,. 
What  thou  er  this  for  loues  sake 
Haste  felte,  let  nothynge  be  fonake: 
Tell  pleinly,  as  it  is  befell. 

And  with  that  worde  I  gan  downe  fall 
On  knees  with  good  deuotion. 
And  with  foil  great  contricion, 
I  saied  than :  Dominns, 
Mjm  holy  fader  Genius 
So  as  thou  haste  experience 
Of  loue,  for  whose  rencrence 
Thou  shalt  me  shrine  at  this  tyme, 
I  praie  the  let  me  not  mistyme 
My  shrifte.    For  C  am  destourbed 
In  all  myn  herte,  and  so  cootnibed. 


That  I  ne  maie  my  wittos  gete: 
So  shall  I  muche  tbynge  foryete 
But  if  thou  woUe  my  sinoe  oppose 
Fro  pointe  to  pointe,  than  I  suppose. 
There  shall  nothynge  be  lefte  behyivlo 
But  nowe  my  wittes  be  so  blynde. 
That  1  ne  can  my  selfe  teche. 
Tbo  he  beganne  anone  to  precbe. 
And  with  his  wordes  debonayre 
He  saied  to  me  softe  and  feyre: 

In  this  place  I  am  set  here 
Thy  shrifte  to  oppose  and  here 
By  Venus  the  goddesse  abooe. 
Whose  preest  1  am  touchend  of  loae. 

Sermo    Genii    sacerdotia  super  confeftione  ad 

amaotem* 

But  netheles  for  certaine  skill 
I  mote  algate,  and  nedes  wille 
Nought  only  make  my  speckynges 
Of  loue,  but  of  other  thinges, 
That  touchen  to  the  cause  of  vice 
For  that  belongeth  to  thoffice 
Of  prestes,  whose  ordre  that  I  here: 
So  that  I  wol  nothing  forbere. 
That  I  the  vices  one  and  one 
Ne  shall  the  shewe  euery  chone, 
Wherof  thou  might  take  euidence 
To  rewle  with  thy  conscience. 
Bnt  of  conclusion  finall 
Conclude  (  wolde  in  speciall 
For  loue,  whose  seruant  I  am. 
And  why  the  cause  is  that  1  am 
So  thinke  I  to  do  bothe  two. 
Firste  that  myn  ordre  longetb  to 
I  The  vices  for  to  tdle  on  rewe. 
But  neite  aboue  all  other  shewe 
Of  loue  1  wol  the  propretees 
How  that  thei  stande  by  degrees 
After  the  disposicion 
Of  Venus,  whose  condicion 
I  muit  folowe  as  1  am  holde. 
For  I  with  loue  am  all  withholde 
So  that  the  lesse  1  am  to  wite 
Though  I  now  can  but  a  lite 
Of  other  thinges,  that  bene  wise, 
I  am  not  taught  in  suche  a  wise. 
For  it  is  nought  my  comen  vse 
To  speke  of  vices,  and  vertuse: 
But  all  of  loue,  and  of  his  lore. 
For  Venns  bokeaof  nomore 
Me  techen,  nether  text  ne  glose : 
But  for  as  muche  as  I  suppose 
It  sit  a  preest  to  be  well  thewde: 
And  shame  it  is,  if  he  be  lewde. 
Of  my  presthode  after  the  forme 
I  wol  thy  shrifte  so  enforme. 
That  at  the  last  thou  shalte  here 
The  vices,  and  to  thy  matere 
Of  lone  I  shall  them  so  remeue. 
That  thou  shalt  knpw  what  thei  meue. 
For  what  a  man  shall  axe  or  seine 
Touchend  of  shrifte,  it  mote  be  pleina 
It  nedeth  nought  to  make  it  queint. 
For  trouth  his  wordes  wol  not  pemte* 
That  I  wol  axe  of  the  for  thy 
My  Sonne  it  shall  be  so  pleinly 
That  thou  shalt  know  and  vnderstande 
The  pointea  of  shrift  bow  that  thei  stande. 


CONFESSIO  AMANTIS.    BOOK  I. 


Tint  h  maditiis  fragiles  mot  ottia  mentis, 

Sob  TiticMa  nuuius  daudere  nulla  potest 
E*  ibi  larga  wm,  gradit  qua,  cordis  ad  aotium, 

Hostis  ft  iDfrediens  fossa  talenU  rapit. 
flac  mihi  ooofessor  Genios  priraoidia  prefert, 

Dom  sit  in  extremis  vita  remona  malts. 
Nanc  tamen  vt  potent  ftemina  loqaeta  feteri, 

Vierba  per  os  timide  oonscia  mentis  agam. 

Hie  confessio  amantis,  cut  de  dnobus  precipns 
qnnqne  aensibas,  hoc  est  de  visn  et  anditu  con- 
fessor prs  ceteris  oppooit 

RrrwEVB  the  life  and  detbe  I  heide 
This  ptestes  tale  er  I  ansirerde: 
And  than  I  praied  him  for  to  saie 
His  wiO:  and  I  it  wolde  obeie 
After  the  feAne  of  his  apprise. 
The  spake  he  to  me  in  snche  wise. 
And  had  me  that  1  shulde  me  shrine 
As  thoucheode  of  my  wittes  floe. 
And  shape,  that  thei  n-ere  amended. 
Of  that  I  had  them  mispended. 
For  tho  be  property  the  gates 
ThroQgh  which,  as  to  the  bert  algates 
Cometh  all  thing  rnto  the  feire, 
Whiche  maie  the  mannes  soule  empeire. 
And  nov  is  this  matter  brought  in 
My  Sonne  I  thinke  firste  begynne 
To  witte,  how  that  thyn  eie  bath  stande. 
The  whiche  is  (as  I  vnderstonde) 
The  most  principall  of  aU 
Through  whom  that  peril  maie  befell. 
And  for  to  speke  in  loues  kinde, 
Fnll  many  sncbe  a  man  mate  finde, 
Whiche  ener  caste  aboute  their  eie 
To  kike,  if  that  thei  might  aspie 
Fall  oft  thing,  whiche  t^m  ne  toncheih, 
Bttt  only  that  their  hertes  soucheth 
b  byndryng  of  a  notber  wight. 
And  thus  fnl  many  a  worthy  knight. 
And  many  a  losty  lady  botbe 
Hath  he  fnli  ofte  sithe  wrothe: 
So  that  an  eie  is  as  a  thefe 
To  knie,  and  doth  fhll  great  meschi^fe. 
And  also  for  his  owne  parte, 
Fol  ofte  tbiike  Axie  darte 
Of  lone,  whiche  that  ener  breuneth, 
Throagh  him  in  to  the  bert  renneth. 
And  thus  ^  mans  eie  first 
Him  seife  gieneth  alder  werst. 
And  nsany  a  time  that  he  knoweth 
Unto  his  owne  harme  it  groweth. 
My  Sonne  herken  now  for  thy 
A  Ule,  to  be  ware  therby, 
Thyn  eie  for  to  kepe  and  warde. 
So  that  it  passe  nought  his  warde. 

Hie  narrat  Confessor  exemplum  de  visn  ab  illicitis 
prneniando,  dicens,  qualiter  Acteou  Cadmei 
regis  Tbebamm  nepos,  dom  in  quadam  forests 
Tenationis  causa  spaciarit,  accidit,  vt  ipse  qoen- 
dsm  fimtem  nemorosa  aiborum  pulchritodine 
drcmnoentam  snpemenie8,Tidit  ibi  Dianam  cum 
soisNimphis  nodsLm  in  flnmine  balneantem,  quam 
£ligentins  intuens  oculos  suos  a  moliebri  nudi- 
tite  nullatenns  anertere  folebat,  mde  indigna- 
ta  Diana  ipsnm  in  cenii  figuram  transformaulti 

OciPB  tdleth  in  his  boke 
Knnapk  toiKheiid  of  mitlolie, 
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And  Baith,  bow  whilome  ther  was  one 
A  worthy  lorde,  which  Acteon 
Was  bote,  and  he  was  cosin  nigbe 
To  him,  that  Thebes  firste  on  high 
Upset,  which  kyng  Cadme  bight.    . 

This  Acteon,  as  he  well  might 
Aboue  all  other  cast  his  chere. 
And  vsed  it  fipom  yere  to  yere, 
With  houndes,  and  ivith  great  homes 
Amonge  the  woddes,  and  the  thomes. 
To  make  his  huntyng,  and  his  cliace. 
Where  him  best  thought  in  eoery  place 
To  finde  game  in  his  waie. 
There  rode  he  for  to  honte  and  plaie. 

So  him  befeUe  vpon  a  tide 
On  his  huntyng  as  he  can  ride. 
In  a  foreste  alone  be  was 
He  sawe  vpon  the  grene  gras 
The  feire  floures  fresshe  springe. 
He  herd  among  the  leues  singe 
The  tbrostel,  with  the  nightyngale. 
Thus  (er  he  wiste)  in  to  a  dale 
He  came,  wher  was  a  litell  plaine 
All  rounde  aboute,  well  besejme 
With  bussbes  greene,  and  c.edres  hie. 
And  there  within  he  caste  bis  eie 
A  middec  the  plaine,  he  sawe  a  weUe 
So  feire,  there  might  no  man  telle^ 
In  whiche  Diana  naked  stoode 
To  bathe  and  plaie  bir  in  the  fioode, 
With  many  nymphes,  whiche  bir  serueth: 
But  he  his  eie  aweie  ne  swemeth 
From  bir,  whiche  was  naked  all : 
And  she  was  wonder  wroth  with  all. 
And  him,  as  she  whiche  was  goddesse, 
Forshope  anone,  and  the  likenesse 
She  made  him  taken  of  an  herte, 
Whiche  was  tofore  his  houndes  sterte. 
That  ronne  besily  aboute. 
With  maoy  an  borne,  and  many  a  route 
That  maden  muche  noyse  and  crie. 
And  at  the  laste  vnhappilie 
This  bert  his  owne  houndes  slough. 
And  him  for  vengeance  all  to  drough. 
Lo  nowe  my  Sonne,  what  it  is 
A  man  to  caste  bis  eie  amis: 
Whiche  Acteon  hath  dere  abought: 
Beware  for  thy,  and  do  it  nought 
For  ofte,  who  that  hede  toke. 
Better  is  to  wynke  than  to  loke. 
And  for  to  prouen  it  is  so 
Guide  the  Poetealso 
A  tale  (whiche  to  this  matere 
Accordeth)  saith,  as  thou  shalt  here. 

Hie  ponitaliud  exemplomdeeodem,Tbidicit,  quod 
quidam  prinoeps  nomine  Forcus,  tres  progenuit 
filias  Gorgones  a  vulgo  nnncupatas,quft  vnopai^ 
tuexoTte,deformitatemmonstn>rum  serpentinam 
obtinnerunt,  quibus  cum  inetatem  peruenerant, 
talis  destinata  foerit  natura,  quod  quiconque  in 
eas  aspiceret^inlapidemsubito  mutabatur,et  sic 
quamplures  incauterespicientes,  visis  illis  perie- 
runt,  sed  Perseus  miles  clipeo  Palladis,  gladio- 
que  Mercurii  munitus,  easextra  montem  Atlantis 
cohabltantes,  animo  audaci  absque  sui  periculo 
interfecit. 

In  Methamor,  it  telteth  thus 
How  that  a  lorde,  whiche  Forcus 
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Was  bote,  bad  doughters  three: 

But  vpon  their  uatiuitee 

Sue  he  was  the  constellacion. 

That  out  of  maus  nacion 

Fro  kynde  thet  be  so  miswent^ 

That  to  the  likeness  of  a  serpent 

Thei  were  bothe,  and  that  one 

Of  them  was  clcped  StcUybone, 

That  other  sustcr  Suryale, 

The  thii^e  (as  telleth  in  the  tale) 

Medusa  bight,  and  netheles 

Of  comctn  name  Gorgones 

(Id  euery  countrcy  there  about 

As  monstres,  which  that  men  doute)- 

Men  clepen  them,  and  but  one  eie 

Amonge  them  thre  in  purpartie 

Thei  bad,  of  which  thei  might  se. 

Now  hath  it  this,  now  hath  it  she 
After  that  cause  and  nede  it  ladde 
By  throwes  eche  of  them  it  hadde* 
A  wonder  thing  yet  more  amis 
There  was,  wherof  I  telle  all  this 
What  man  on  tbem  his  cbere  caste,, 
And  them  behelde,  he  was  all  faste 
Out  of  roan  in  to  a  stone 
Forshape,  and  thus  full  many  one 
Deceiued  were,  of  that  thei  wolde 
Misloke,  where  thei  ne  sholde. 
But  Perseus,  that  worthie  knight. 
Whom  Pallas,  of  hir  great  might 
Halpe,  and  toke  him  a  shelde  therto. 
And  eke  the  god  Mercury  also 
Lent  him  aswerde:  be  as  it  sille 
Beyonde  Athlaus  the  bighe  bille 
These  monstres  sought,  and  ihere  he  fonde 
Diuerse  men  of  thiike  londe. 
Through  sight  of  them  mistomed  were 
Standing  as  stones  here  and  there: 
But  he  (which  wisedome  and  prowesse 
Hath  of  the  god  and  the  godesse) 
The  shelde  of  Pallas  gan  embrace. 
With  which  he  couereth  saufe  his  face. 
And  Mercurius  sweide  out  he  drougb. 
And  so  he  bare  him)  that  he  slough. 
T^bete  dredfnll  monstres  all  thre. 

CONFESSOR. 

Lo  now  my  sonne  auise  the, 
That  thou  thy  sight  not  misuse. 
Cast  not  thin  eie  vpon  Meduse, 
That  thou  be  torned  in  to  stone. 
For  so  wise  man  was  neuer  none. 
But  if  he  woll  his  eie  kepe 
And  take  of  foule  delite  no  kepe. 
That  be  with  luste  nls  ofte  nome 
Through  strengthe  of  loue,  and  ouercomc 

Of  mislokyng  bow  it  bath  ferde. 
As  I  haue  tolde,  now  hast  thou  berde. 
My  good  Sonne  take  good  hede. 
And  ouer  this  I  the  rede. 
That  thou  beware  of  thine  hering. 
Which  to  the  herte  the  tiding 
Of  many  a  vanitee  hath  brought 
To  tarie  with  a  mans  thought. 
And  netheles  good  is  to  here, 
$uche  thing,  wherof  a  man  maie  lere^ 
That  to  vertue  is  accordant 
And  towarde  all  the  remeoant 
Good  is  to  tome  bis  ere  fro, 
f  tr  ellet  but  a  nmn  do.soj^ 


Him  maie  full  ofte  misbe&lle. 
I  rede  ensample  amonges  alle, 
Wherof  to  kepe  wel  an  eare 
It  ought  put  a  man  in  feare. 

Hie  confessor  exeroptum  narrat,  vt  non  ab  auris 
exauditione  fatua  animus  deceptus  inuoluatur. 
Etdlcit  qualiter  ille  serpens,  qui  aspis  vocatur, 
quendam  preciosissimum  lapidem  nomine  car- 
bunculas,  in  sue  frontis  medio  gestans,  contia 
▼erba  incanantis  aurem  vnam  terre  afRgendo 
premit,  et  aliam  sue  caude  stimulo  iinnissiffi« 
obturat. 

A  SERPENT*  whiche  that  asptdis 

Is  cleped,  of  hiskinde  hath  this. 

That  he  the  stone  noblest  of  all. 

The  whiche  that  men  Carbuncle  call^ , 

Bereth  in  his  heed  aboue  on  high. 

For  whiche  whan  that  a  roan  by  slight 

(The  stone  to  wynne,  and  him  to  dante). 

With  his  carectc  him  wolde  encbante, 

A  none  as  he  perceiueth  that. 

He  leyth  downe  his  one  eare  all  plat 

Unto  the  grounde,  and  halt  it  fSsst: 

And  eke  that  other  eare  als  faste 

He  shoppeth  with  his  tuille  so  sore. 

That  he  the  wordes,  lasse  or  more 

Of  his  enchantement  ne  bereth. 

And  in  this  wise  him  selfe  be  skiereth. 

So  that  he  hath  the  wordes  wayued, 

And  thus  his  eare  is  nought  deceiued. 

Aliud  exemplum  super  eodem  qualiter  rex  Ulysses 
cum  a  bello  Troiano  versus  Greciam  uauigio  re* 
mi  are  t,  et  prope  ilia  monstra  maxima,  Syrenes. 
nuncupate,  angelica  voce  canorans  ipsum  ven- 
torum  aduersitate  nauigare  oporteret|  omnium 
nautarum  suorum  aures  obturari  coegit. 

Hr  other  thing  who  that  recordeth. 
Like  vnto  this  sample  accordeth, 
Whiche  in  the  tale  of  Troie  I  fiude. 
Syrenes  of  a  wonder  kinde 
Ben  monstres,  as  tbe  bokes  tellcn. 
And  in  the  great  sea  thei  dwellen. 
Of  body  bothe  and  of  visage 
Like  vnto  women  of  yonge  age 
Up  fro  the  nauil  on  highe  thei  bee, 
And  downe  benethe  (as  men  maie  see} 
Thei  beare  of  fishes  the  figure. 
And  ouer  this  of  suche  nature 
Thei  ben,  that  with  so  sweete  a  steuen 
Like  to  the  melodie  of  heuen 
In  womens  voice  thei  singe, 
With  notes  of  so  great  likynge. 
Of  suche  measure,  of  suche  musike^ 
Wherof  the  shippes  thei  beswike. 
That  passen  by  the  costes  there. 
For  whan  the  shipmen  laie  an  eare 
Unto  tbe  voice  in  there  aduice, 
Thei  wene  it  be  a  paradyse : 
Whiche  after  is  to  them  an  belle. 
For  reason  maie  not  with  them  dwelle^ 
Whan  thei  the  great  lustes  here, 
Thei  can  not  their  shippes  stere. 
So  besily  vpon  the  note 
Thei  herken,  and  in  suche  wise  assote^ 
That  thai  their  right  cours  and  weie 
Foryete,  and  to  their  eare  obeie. 
And  saylen,  till  it  so  befislle. 
That  tbei  in  to  th^  periUe  Ulfi^ 
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Where  as  the  sbippei  beji  to  drawe. 

And  thei  be  with  the  monstres  ilawe* 

Bot  fro  this  perille  netheles 

With  his  wiMdome  kinge  Ulysaes 

Escapethy  and  it  ouerpasseth. 

For  be  to  fore  the  hande  coinpassetb> 

That  no  mao  of  his  companie 

Hath  power  voto  that  folie 

His  care  for  no  laste  to  caste. 

For  he  then  stopped  als  fute. 

That  non  of  them  oiaie  here  them  singe. 

So  whan  thei  come  forth  sayiinge, 

Tbne  was  suche  gonemance  on  honde. 

That  the  noonstres  bane  witbstonde, 

And  slongb  of  them  a  great  partie. 

Thos  was  be  saufe  with  his  name 

This  wise  kinge  through  gooeroance* 

CONFESSOR. 

Herof  my  sonne  ia  remembrance 
Thou  might  ensample  taken  here, 
As  I  bane  tolde,  anid  what  thou  here 
Be  well  ware,  and  yene  no  credences 
Bot  if  tbon  se  more  euidence^ 
For  if  thou  woidest  take  kepe, 
And  wisely  conthest  warde  and  kepe 
Thine  eie  and  eare,  as  I  bane  sjioke: 
Than  badst  thou  the  gales  stoke 
Fro  socbe  fblie,  as  oometh  to  wynne 
Thyn  hertes  witte,  wbiche  is  within: 
Whereof  that  now  thy  loue  excedeth 
Measure,  and  many  a  peine  bredetb* 
Bnt  if  thou  conthest  sette  in  rewie 
Tho  two,  the  thre  were  etbe  to  rewle. 
For  thy  as  of  tby  wittes  fiue 
I  woll  as  now  no  more  shriue, 
fiat  only  of  these  yike  two, 
Tel  me  therfore  if  it  be  so, 
Hast  thou  thyne  eie  ought  mistbrowe^ 

AMAlfS. 

My  fader  ye,  I  am  beknowe, 
I  haue  them  cast  vpon  Meduse^ 
Therof  I  may  me  nought  excuse, 
Myn  hert  is  growen  in  to  stone, 
So  that  my  lady  there  vpon 
Hath  socbe  a  printe  of  loue  graue. 
That  1  can  nought  my  selfe  saue. 

OPPONIT  CONFESSOR. 

What  satste  thou  sonne,  as  of  thin  ere? 

My  fader  I  am  giltie  there^ 
For  whan  I  my  ladye  here, 
My  witte  with  that  hath  loste  his  stere: 
I  do  nought  as  Ulysses  dede, 
Bot  falle  anon  vpon  the  stede, 
Where  as  I  se  my  ladye  stande: 
And  there  I  do  you  vnderstande 
1  am  to  pulled  in  my  thought. 
So  that  of  reason  leueth  nought, 
Wherof  that  I  maie  me  defende. 

CONFESSOR. 

My  good  Sonne,  god  the  amende. 
For  as  me  tbinketb  by  thy  speche. 
Thy  wittes  be  right  far  to  seche, 
As  of  thyn  eare,  and  of  thine  eie 
I  woll  no  more  specific: 
Bat  I  woll  asken  ouer  this 
Of  other  tbynge  how  that  it  is. 


Celsior  est  aquilaque  leone  ferocior  ille,     ' 

Suem  tumor  elati  cordis  ad  alia  mouet 
Sunt  species  quinque,  qui  bus  est  superbia  doctrix 

Clamat  &  in  multis  mundus  adberet  eis. 
Laruando  faciem  iicto  pallore  subornat 

Fraudibus  hypocrisis  mellea  verba  suis. 
Sicqoe  pios  auimos  quoque  sflBpe  ruit  muliebres 

Ex  humili  rerbo  sub  latitante  dolo. 

Hie  loquitur,  quod  septem  sunt  peccata  mortalia» 
quorum  caput  superbia  varias  species  habec,  et 
earum  prima  hypocrisis  dicitur,  cuius  proprie* 
tatem  secundum  vitium  Coafessor  amaoti  decla* 
rat 

My  Sonne,  as  I  shall  the  informe. 

There  ben  yet  of  an  other  forme 

Of  dedly  vices  seuen  applied, 

Wherof  the  herte  is  often  plied 

To  thyng,  wbiche- after  shall  hym  greeoe: 

The  first  of  them  thou  shalt  beleeue 

Is  pryde,  whiche  is  princlpall, 

Aod  hath  with  hym  in  spectall, 

Mynistres  fyue  full  dyuerse: 

Of  whiche  as  1  shall  the  f«herce, 

The  firsteis  saide  hypocrisle. 

If  thou  arte  of  his  companie 

Tell  forth  my  sonne,  and  shrine  the  cleanc 

AMANB. 

I  wote  not  fadre  what  ye  meane. 
But  this  I  wolde  you  beseche. 
That  ye  me  by  some  wey  teche. 
What  is  to  ben  an  hypocrite, 
And  than  if  1  be  for  to  wite 
I  woll  beknoweo,  as  it  is 

CONFESSOR. 

My  sonne,  an  hypocrite  is  this: 
A  man,  wbiche  feigneth  conscience. 
As  though  it  were  all  innocence 
Without,  and  is  not  so  within: 
And  doth  so  for  he  wolde  winne 
Of  his  desyre  the  vaine  astote: 
And  whan  he  cometh  anone  there  at^ 
He  sheweth  than,  what  he  was, 
The  come  is  torued  in  to  grassc. 
That  was  a  Rose,  is  than  a  thorne, 
Aod  he  that  was  a  lambe  befome 
Is  than  a  woIfe :  and  thus  malice 
Under  the  colour  of  iustice 
Is  hid,  and  as  the  people  telletb, 
These  ordres  witco  where  he  dwellctli. 
As  he  that  of  her  counseyll  is. 
And  thilke  worde,  whiche  thei  er  tliis 
Forsoken,  he  draweth  in  ayene. 
He  clotheth  riches ^as  men  seyne) 
Under  the  simplest  of  pouerto. 
And  doth  to  seme  of  great  deserte 
Tbynge,  which  is  littel  worthe  within. 
He  seith  in  open,  phy,  to  sinne. 
And  in  secrete  there  is  bo  vice, 
Of  whiche  that  he  nys  a  nonce: 
And  eoer  his  chere  is  sobre  and  softe, 
And  where  he  goth  he  blesseth  ofte, 
Wherof  the  blynde  worlde  be  dretchetb. 
But  yet  all  onely  he  ne  stretoheth 
His  rewle  vpon  religion^ 
But  next  to  that  condicion. 
In  suche  as  clepe  them  holy  churche. 
It  sheweth  eke  hgw  he  can  worcbt 
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Amonge  the  wide  furred  faoodet 
To  gete  them  the  worldes  tioodes* 
And  them  selfe  ben  tbilke  Mime, 
That  setten  mo»te  the  woride  in  blamet 
But  yet  iu  contrane  of  their  lore 
There  is  nothyng  thei  luuen  more, 
So  that  feignyng  of  light  thei  werice 
The  dedes,  whiche  are  inwarde  derke^ 
And  thus  this  double  hypocriaie. 
With  his  deuoute  ap{iarancie 
A  vyser  set  vpon  his  ftoe 
Wherof  towarde  the  worldes  grace 
He  seroeth  to  be  right  well  thewed: 
And  yet  his  herte  is  all  beshrewed. 
But  netheies  he  stant  belened, 
And  hath  his  purpos  ofte  acheued 
Of  worship,  and  of  worldes  welthe. 
And  taketh  it,  as  who  saith  by  steltbe 
Through  coucrture  of  his  fallas : 
And  right  so  in  semblabli*  cas 
This  vice  hath  eke  his  officers 
Amonge  these  other  tiecutera 
Of  great  men,  for  of  the  smaie 
As  for  to  accompte  be  set  no  tale^ 
But  thei  that  passen  the  commune. 
With  suche  hym  lyketh  to  commune. 
And  where  he  saieth,  he  woll  socoore 
The  people,  there  he  woll  deuoure. 
For  nowe  a  dale  is  many  one 
Whiche  speaketh  of  Peter  and  of  John, 
And  tbynketh  Judas  in  his  herte. 
There  shall  no  worldes  good  asterte 
His  bande:  and  yet  he  geuetb  almfwsff. 
And  fasteth  ofte,  and  hercth  messe, 
With  meaaUpa,  whiche  he  seith 
Upon  his  breste  full  ofte  he  leith 
His  bande,  and  ca«t  vpwarde  his  eie. 
As  though  Cbri&tes  face  be  seie: 
So  that  it  semeth  at  sight. 
As  be  alone  all  other  might 
Rescue  with  his  holy  dede: 
But  yet  his  herte  in  other  stede 
Amonge  his  beades  moste  deuoute, 
Goth  in  the  worldea  cause  aboute 
How  that  be  might  bis  warisoo 
EncreasC,  and  in  comparison. 

Hie  tractat  confessor  cum  amante  super  ilia  hy- 
pocrisia,  que  sub  amoris  fiicie  fraud ulenttr  lati- 
tando  mul teres  ipsius  ficticiis  credulas  sepissime 
decepit  innucentes. 

There  ben  loners  of  suche  a  sorte 
That  feignen  them  an  bumble  porte. 
And  all  is  hut  hypocrisie, 
Whiche  with  deceite  and  flatterie 
Hath  many  a  worthy  wifb  begtied. 
Por  whan  he  hath  his  tonge  afiled 
With  softe  speche,  and  with  lesyngey 
Forthwith  his  false  pitoui  lokynge 
He  wolde  make  a  woman  weene 
To  gone  vpon  the  fetre  greene, 
Whau  that  she  fiittleth  in  the  mjrve. 
For  if  be  maie  hane  his  desyre. 
How  so  falleth  of  the  remenant. 
He  holte  no  worde  of  couenant: 
But  er  the  time  that  he  spede 
There  is  no  sleigthe  at  tbilke  nede, 
Whiche  any  loues  (kitour  maiei 
That  he  iie  put  it  hi  atsaie, 


I  As  him  belongetli  for  to  ^odatr. 
The  colour  of  the  reiny  Moone 
With  medicine  vpon  his  hct 
He  set,  and  than  he  asketh  gimce. 
As  he,  whiche  hath  sekenes  feif  ned^ 
Whan  his  vis«ge  is  to  diateigned, 
With  eie  vp  caste  on  her  he  siketh 
And  many  a  countinance  he  pifceth. 
To  briogen  hir  in  to  beleue 
Of  thing,  whiche  that  be  wolde  acbcoe^ 
Wherof  he  beareth  the  pale  faewe. 
And  for  he  wolde  seme  trewe. 
He  maketh  him  sicke,  whao  be  is  heile. 
But  whan  he  beareth  lowest  leile, 
Thau  is  he  swiftest  to  begyle 
The  woman,  whiche  that  ilke  whyle 
Set  vpon  hym  frith  or  credenoe. 

My  Sonne  if  thou  thy  conscience 
Entamed  haste  in  suche  a  wise. 
In  slirifte  thou  the  might  noise 
And  cell  it  me,  if  it  be  flo. 

AMANl. 

Myn  holy  fadre  certes  no» 
As  fbr  to  feigne  suche  sickenesie 
It  nedeth  nought :  for  this  witnesse 
I  take  of  god,  that  my  courage 
Hath  ben  more  sicke  than  my  visnge. 
And  eke  this  maie  I  well  auowe 
So  lowe  eoutbe  1  neoer  bowe 
To  feigne  bumilitee  without 
That  me  ne  liste  better  lonte 
With  all  the  tboughtes  of  mine  herte. 
For  that  tbynge  shall  me  ueoer  asterte. 
I  speke  as  to  my  ladie  dere 
To  make  hir  any  feigned  6here 
God  wote  well  there  I  lie  nought. 
My  chere  hath  ben  such  as  my  thought; 
For  in  good  feithe  this  leueth  wele. 
My  wyll  was  better  a  thoosande  dele 
Than  any  chere  that  I  coothe. 

But  syre,  if  I  hane  in  my  youthe 
Done  other  wise  in  other  place, 
I  put  me  therof  in  your  grace. 
Por  this  ezcusen  I  ne  shall. 
That  I  bane  elles  ouer  all. 
To  lone  and  to  his  companie 
Be  pleine  without  hypocrisie. 
But  tbere  is  one,  the  whiche  I  seme,     . 
All  though  I  maie  no  thenke  deseme. 
To  whom  yet  neuer  vnto  this  daie 
I  saied  only  ye  or  naie. 
But  if  it  so  were  in  my  thought. 
As  toucbend  other  sale  I  nought, 
Tbatl  nam  somdele  for  to  wite. 
Of  that  ye  clepe  an  hypocrite. 

COKFESSOR. 

My  Sonne  it  sit  well  euery  wight 
To  kepe  his  worde  in  trouth  vpright 
Towardes  loue  in  all  wise. 
For  who  that  wolde  him  well  aduisci 
What  hath  befalle  in  this  mattere. 
He  shukle  nought  with  feigned  chere 
Deceyue  loue  in  no  degree 
To  loue  is  euery  hert  free. 
But  in  deceite  if  that  thou  feigneste^ 
And  thenrpon  thy  luste  atteyneste, 
That  thou  haste  wonne  with  thy  wile. 
Though  it  the  like  for  a  while. 
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Then  thalt  it  aftermnde  lepente. 
Aad  fM"  to  prooen  mytw  cntent* 
I  finde  ensampie  in  a  Croniqiiey 
or  tbem  that  looe  86  biswike. 

Saod  bypcMsisia  tit  in  amore  pericaloia  narrat 
cxemplniD,  qualiter  sub  regno  Tiberii  impetato. 
lis  qaidam  miles  oomtne  Mondns,  qai  Roma- 
Domm  dox  militSe  tunc  prefuit,  dominam  Paalio 
nam  pnlcherrimam  castilatisque  famotissimam 
medlantibus  duobiis  felsis  presbyteris  in  T«m- 
plo  Isis  domini  sui  se  esse  fingens  sob  ikste  sane- 
titatis  hypoerisi  noctumo  tempore  vitiauit,  Tnde 
idem  dax  in  exiliom,  presbyteri  in  mortem  ob 
soi  oriminis  enonnitatem  damnati  extitersnt. 

It  befelle  by  olde  daies  thus 
Wbilome  the  emperour  Tiberius 
Tbe  monarcbe  of  Rome  ladde, 
Tbere  was  a  worthy  Romain  had 
A  wife,  and  she  Paulina  bight: 
Whiche  vas  toeuery  mannis  sight 
or  all  the  citce  the  fiureste: 
And  as  men  taiden  eke  tbe  beste. 

It  is  and  bath  ben  eoer  yet, 
That  so  stronge  is  |io  mans  wttte, 
Whicbe  tbroogh  heaatee  ne  maie  be  drawe 
To  looe,  and  stande  mder  the  lawe 
or  thilke  bore  freile  kinde, 
Whiche  maketh  the  hertes  eies  blinde. 
Where  no  reason  maie  be  eommaned: 
And  in  this  wise  stode  fortuned 
This  tale,  of  whiche  I  woU  roeene. 

This  wife,  whicbe  in  hir  lustes  greene 
Was  fiure  and  fresshe  and  tender  of  age, 
She  maie  not  let  the  coorage 
or  him,  that  wol  on  hir  assotte. 
There  was  a  duke,  and  he  was  hotte 
Mnndns,  whiche  had  in  his  baillie 
To  kde  the  chiualrie 
Of  Rome:  and  was  a  worthy  knight. 
But  yet  be  was  nought  of  suche  might 
The  strengthe  of  lone  to  withstonde. 
That  be  ne  was  so  brought  to  honde, 
That  maulgre  whether  he  wd  or  no, 
This  jronge  wife  he  loneth  so. 
That  he  hath  put  all  his  assaie 
To  winne  thing,  which  he  ne  maie 

Oette  of  hir  grant  in  no  maner 
By  yefte  of  gold,  ne  by  praier. 

And  whan  he  sawe,  that  by  no  mede 

Toward  hir  lone  he  might  spede 

By  sleight  feigned  than  he  wrought, 

And  tbsrypon  he  him  bethought, 

Howe  that  there  was  in  the  citee 

A  temple  of  suche  auctoritee. 

To  whicbe,  with  great  deuocion 

Tbe  noble  women  of  the  towne 

Moste  comonly  a  pilgrimage 

Gone,  for  to  pray  thilke  image, 

Whicbe  the  goddesse  of  childyng  is, 

Abd  deped  was  by  name  Isis : 
*  And  in  hir  temple  than  were 

fTo  rewle  and  to  minister  there 

After  tbe  law,  whicbe  was  tho) 

Abouen  all  other  prestes  two.  ' 

This  duke,  which  thought  his  loue  get 

Upon  a  daie  them  two  to  mete 

Hath  bede :  and  tbet  come  at  bis  beste. 

Where  thei  bad  a  riebe  feste. 


And  after  mete  in  preuy  place 

This  lord,  which  wolde  his  thanke  pvrchace, 

To  eche  of  them  yafe  than  a  gifte. 

And  spake  so  by  waie  of  shrifte 

He  drough  them  in  to  his  couine 

To  belpe  and  shape  how  Pauline 

After  his  luste  deoeiue  might : 

And  thei  their  trotttbes  bothe  plight. 

That  thei  by  night  hir  shulde  wiune 

Into  the  temple,  and  he  tberinne 

Shall  haoe  of  bit  all  his  intent 

And  thus  accorded  forth  thei  wente. 

Now  liste  through  whicbe  hypocrisie 
Ordeined  was  the  trecheriCf 
Wherof  this  lady  was  deceiued. 

These  prestes  hadden  wel  cooceiued, 
That  she  was  of  great  holynesse. 
And  with  a  counterfeit  simplesse, 
Whiche  hid  was  in  a  fals  courage. 
Feigned  an  heuenly  message. 
Thei  come,  and  saide  vnto  her  thus: 

Paulyne,  the  God  Anubus 
Hath  sente  vs  both  presenle  here, 
And  saith,  he  wol  to  the  appere 
By  nightes  time  him  selfe  alone 
For  loue  he  hath  to  thy  persone : 
And  thervpon  be  bath  vs  bede 
That  we  in  Isis  Temple  a  stede 
Honestly  for  tbe  puraeye, 
Where  thou  by  night  as  we  the  seye 
Of  him  shalt  take  a  vision. 
For  vpon  thy  condicion 
The  whiche  is  chaste  and  full  of  feithe 
Suche  price  (as  he  vs  tolde)  he  leith, 
That  he  woU  stande  of  thin  accorde : 
And  for  to  beare  herof  recorde 
He  sende  vs  hider  bothe  two. 
Glad  was  hir  innocence  tho 
Of  suche  wordes,  as  she  herd. 
With  humble  chere,  and  thus  answerde 
And  saide,  that  the  gods  will 
She  was  all  redy  to  fulfill. 
That  by  hir  housboodes  leue. 
She  wolde  in  Isis  Temple  at  eue 
Upon  hir  gods  grace  abide, 
To  seruen  him  the  nightes  tide. 

The  prestes  tho  gon  home  againe. 
And  she  guth  to  hir  soueraine. 
Of  gods  will,  and  as  it  was 
She  tolde  him  all  the  plaine  cas: 
Wherof  he  was  deceiued  eke. 
And  badde,  that  she  hir  shulde  meke 
All  hole  vnto  the  gods  beste. 
And  thus  she,  whiche  was  all  honeste 
To  godwarde,  after  hir  ententt 
At  night  vnto  tlie  temple  went. 
Where  that  the  fals  prestes  were. 
And  thei  receiuen  hir  there 
With  suche  a  token  of  holyoessCy 
As  though  thei  seen  a  goddesse^ 
And  all  within  in  preuy  place 
A  softe  bedde  of  large  space 
Thei  badde  made,  and  encorteiacd. 
Where  she  was  afterward  engined. 
But  she>  whiche  all  honour  snpposeth. 
The  fals  prestes  than  opposeth 
And  axeth  by  what  obsmiance 
She  might  moste,  to  the  plesance 
Of  god,  that  nightes  reule  kepe. 
And  thei  hir  bidden  for  to  slepe 
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I^ygg^end  vpon  the  bedde  a  lofte. 
For  80  thei  saideii,  still  aiid  soft 
God  Anubos  bir  woldc  awake. 
The  couiiseiU  in  this  wise  take, 
llie  prestes  fro  this  lady  gooe. 
And  she  that  wiste  of  gtle  none 
In  the  maner  as  it  was  saide 
To  slope  vpon  the  bedde,  is  laide 
In  hope  that  she  shulde  acheue 
Thing,  'whiche  stode  than  vpon  belene. 
Fulfilled  of  all  holynesse. 
But  she  hath  failed  as  1  gesse. 
For  in  a  closet  faste  by 
The  duke  was  hid  so  priucly. 
That  she  him  might  not  peroeiue 
And  he  that  tbonght  to  deceiue 
llath  suche  araie  vpon  nome. 
That  whan  he  wolde  vnto  hir  come, 
It  shalde  semen  at  hir  eie, 
As  though  she  verily  seie 
God  Anubus,'aud  in  suche  vise. 
This  hepocrite,  of  his  queintise 
Awayteth  euer  till  she  slept. 
And  than  out  of  his  place  he  crept 
So  still,  that  she  nothing  herde, 
And  to  the  bedde  stalky ng  he  ferde; 
And  sodenly,  er  she  it  wiste 
Beclipt  in  armcs  be  hir  kiste: 
Wherof  in  womannysshe  drede 
She  woke,  and  niste  what  to  rede. 
But  he,  with  softe  wordes  milde 
Comforteth  hir,  and  saith,  with  childe 
He  wolde  hir  make  in  suche  a  kynde. 
That  all  the  world  shall  haue  in  minde 
The  worshippe  of  that  ylke  sonne. 
For  he  shall  with  the  gods  wone. 
And  ben  him  selTe  a  god  also. 

With  suche  wordes,  and  with  mo. 
The  whiche  he  feigneth  in  bis  specbe: 
This  ladies  witte  was  all  to  seche. 
An  she,  whiche  all  trouthe  wenetb. 
But  he,  that  all  vntrouth  meneth, 
With  b!yode  tales  so  hir  iadde. 
That  all  his  wilt  of  hir  he  hadde. 
And  whan  him  thought  it  was  enough, 
Agnine  the  daie  he  him  withdrough 
So  piiuely,  that  she  ne  wiste 
AVherc  he  become,  but  as  hym  liste 
Out  of  the  temple  he  goth  his  waie: 
And  she  began  ne  to  bid  and  praie 
Upon  the  bare  (rrounde  kntlende: 
And  after  that  made  hir  ofTiende, 
And  to  the  prestos  yeftes  great 
She  yafe,  and  homeward  by  the  strete 
The  duke  hir  mette,  and  saide  thus: 

The  mightie  gtxl,  whiche  Anubus 
Is  bote,  he  saue  the  Pauline. 
For  thou  arte  of  his  discipline 
So  holy,  that  no  mans  might 
Maie  do,  that  he  hath  do  to  night 
Of  thyng,  whiche  thou  hast  euer  eschued: 
But  I  his  grace  haue  so  pursued. 
That  1  was  made  his  leutenant. 
For  thy  by  waie  of  couenant 
From  this  daie  foorth  I  am  all  thyne. 
And  if  the  like  to  be  myne. 
That  stonte  vponthyn  owne  wyll: 

She  hvnle  this  tale,  and  bare  it  stylJy 
And  home  bhe  went  as  it  befili 
Into  hir  chambre,  and  there  she  fill 


Upon  hir  bedde  to  wepe  and  erie^ 
And  saide,  O  derke  hypociisie, 
Through  whose  dissimulacion 

0  false  imaginacion, 

1  am  thus  wickedly  disceiued: 
But  that  I  haue  it  apperoeiued, 
I  thaoke  vnto  the  gods  all. 
For  though  it  ones  be  befisll, 

I  shall  neuer  efte  while  that  I  line: 

And  thilke  auowe  to  god  I  yeue. 

And  thus  wepende  she  complaineth, 

Hir  fisire  hux  and  all  disteineth 

With  wofull  teares  bir  eie. 

So  that  vpon  this  agonie 

Hir  husbonde  is  in  oome, 

And  sawe  how  she  was  ouercome 

With  sorow,  and  asketb  bir  what  hir  eiletb. 

And  she  with  that  hir  selfe  beveileth 

Well  more  than  she  did  afore. 

And  saide,  alas  wifebode  is  lore 

In  me,  whiche  whilom  was  honest, 

I  am  none  other  than  a  beaste: 

Nowe  1  defDuled  am  of  two. 

And  as  she  might  ^peake  tbo 
Ashamed  with  a  pitous  onde 
She  tolde  vnto  hir  husbonde 
The  sothe  of  all  the  hole  tale, 
And  in  hir  specbe,  dead  and  pale 
She  swounetb  well  nigh  to  the  last, 
And  he  hir  in  his  armes  faste 
Upheldc,  and  ofte  swore  his  othe. 
That  he  with  hir  is  nothynge  wroth. 
For  well  be  wote  she  maie  there  nonght. 
But  netbeles  within  bis  thought 
His  herte  stode  in  a  sorie  plite, 
And  saide,  be  wolde  of  that  despite 
Be  auenged,  howe  so  euer  it  fall. 
And  sent  vnto  bis  frendes  all. 

And  whan  thei  were  comen  in  fere. 
He  tolde  them  vpon  this  matere, 
And  asketb  them,  what  was  to  done. 
And  thei  auised  were  soone. 
And  said :  It  thought  them  for  the  best. 
To  sette  firste  his  wife  in  reste: 
And  after  plaine  to  the  kynge 
Upon  the  matter  of  this  thynge. 

Tbo  was  his  wofull  wife  comforted 
By  all  waies,  and  disported, 
Tyll  that  she  was  somedele  amended : 
And  thus  thei  a  daie  or  two  dispended. 
The  thirdedaie  she  goth  to  plaine 
With  many  a  worthie  citezaine 
And  be  with  many  a  citezeine. 
Whan  the  emperour  it  herde  seine 
And  knewe  the  falsehead  of  the  vice. 
He  saide,  he  wolde  do  Justice. 
And  firste  be  let  the  prestes  take, 
And  for  thei  shulde  it  not  forsake. 
He  put  them  in  to  question : 
But  thei  of  the  suggestion 
Ne  coude  not  a  worde  refuse: 
But  for  thei  wolde  them  selfe  excuse 
The  blame  vpon  the  duke  thei  laide. 
But  there  ayene  the  counsaile  saide 
That  thei  be  nought  excused  so. 
For  he  is  one,  and  thei  be  two : 
And  two  haue  more  witte  than  one. 
So  thilke  excusement  was  none. 
And  ouer  that  was  saide  them  eke. 
That  whan  men  wolde  vertue  seke. 
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Men  sholde  it  in  the  prestes  tynde. 

Their  order  is  of  so  highe  a  kyode. 

That  thei  be  diaisert  oJT  the  weie. 

For  thy  if  any  man  fonwey 

Through  them,  thei  be  not  eicusable. 

And  thiu  by  lawe  reasonable 

Amonge  the  wise  iudges  there. 

The  prestes  both  damned  were. 

So  that  the  priuie  trecherie. 

Hid  vnder  the  false  hipocrisie. 

Was  than  all  openly  shewed. 

That  many  a  man  them  hath  beshrewed. 

And  whan  the  prestes  weren  dede 
The  temple  of  thiike  horrible  dede 
Thei  thoughten  pnrge,  and  thiike  image. 
Whose  canse  was  the  pilgremage 
Thei  droaen  out,  and  also  fiiste 
Jum  into  the  Tyber  thei  it  cast. 
Where  the  riuer  it  hath  defied: 
And  thus  the  tonple  purified, 
Thei  bane  of  thiike  horrible  sinne, 
Wbiche  was  that  time  do  therin 
Of  this  point  suche  was  the  deuise. 
Bat  of  tiie  duke  was  otherwise. 
For  he  with  lone  was  bestadde, 
His  dome  was  nought  so  harde  ladde* 
For  loue  put  reasooe  awaie. 
And  can  nought  see  the  right  waie. 
And  by  this  cause  he  was  respited 
5io  that  the  death  him  was  acqnited- 
Sutfor  all  that  he  was  exiled. 
For  he  his  loue  had  so  begiled. 
That  he  shall  neuer  come  ayene, 
For  he  that  is  to  tronth  vnpleine 
He  maie  not  lailen  of  vengeance. 

And  eke  to  take  remembrance 
Of  that  hipocrisie  hath  wrought, 
On  other  halue  men  shulden  nought 
To  lightly  leae  all  that  thei  here: 
But  than  shnlde  a  wise  man  stere 
The  ship,  whan  sucbe  wyndes  blowe. 
For  first  though  thd  beginne  lowe 
At  ende  thei  be  nought  meoable. 
But  all  to  broke  mast  and  cable. 
So  that  the  ship  .with  sodaine  Uaste 
(Whan  men  leste  wene)  is  ooercast. 
As  nowe  foil' often  a  man  maie  see. 
And  of  olde  tyme  howe  it  hath  bee, 
1  fiode  a  great  experience, 
Wberof  to  take  an  euidence 
Good  is,  and  to  beware  also 
Of  the  perill  or  him  be  wo. 

Hie  Tlterius  ponit  exemplum  de  ilia  etiam  bipocri- 
sia,que  inter  virum  et  virumdecipiens  periculo- 
sissima  consistit,  et  narrat  quaJiter  Gred  in  ob- 
sidione  ciuitatis  Troie,  cum  ipsam  vi  apprehen- 
dere  nuUateous  potuerunt,  fallaci  animo  com 
Troianis  paoem  vt  dicunt  pro  perpetuo  statue* 
bant:  et  super  hoc  quendam  eqoum  mire  gros- 
sionis  de  ere  fabricatum  ad  sacrificandum  in 
tempio  Minerue  confingentes. 

Of  them  that  ben  so  derke  within^ 

At  Troie  also  if  we  beginne 

Hypocrisie  it  hath  betraied. 

For  whan  the  grekes  had  all  assaied| 

And  Ibode,  that  by  no  bataile, 

Ne  by  no  siege  it  might  auaile 

The  towne  to  winne  through  prowesse, 

This  vice  feigned'  of  simpkssc 


Through  sleight  of  Calcas  and  of  Cryse, 
It  wanne  by  suche  a  maner  wyse. 

An  horse  of  brasse  thei  lette  do  foige 
Of  suche  entaile,  and  of  suche  a  forge. 
That  in  this  worlde  was  neuer  man 
That  suche  an  other  werke  began. 
The  cjafLie  werkeman  £pius 
It  made,  and  for  to  tell  thus. 
The  grekes  that  thoughten  to  begile 
The  kynge  of  Troie  in  thiike  while. 
With  Antenor,  and  with  Enee, 
That  were  bothe  of  the  citee. 
And  of  the  counsell  the  wisest 
The  richest,  and  the  mightiest. 
In  priuie  place  so  thei  treate 
With  fiiire  bebestes  and  yeftes  greate 
Of  golde,  that  thei  than  baue  engined 
To  gether,  and  whan  thei  be  couined, 
Thei  feignen  for  to  make  peace, 
And  vnder  that  neuer  the  lease 
Thei  shopen  the  destruction 
Bothe  of  the  kyng,  and  of  the  towne. 
And  thus  the  fals  peace  Was  take 
Of  themof  Grece,  and  vndertake: 
And  tbervpon  thei  fonde  a  way 
Where  strength  might  not  awey. 
That  sleight  shulde  helpe  than. 
And  of  an  ynche  a  large  spanne. 
By  colour  of  the  peace  thei  made. 
And  totden  how  thei  were  gladde 
Of  that  thei  stonden  in  accorde. 
And  for  it  shall  ben  of  recorde, 
Unto  the  kyng  the  grekes  saiden 
By  waie  of  loue,  and  thus  thei  praiden. 
As  thei  that  wolde  his  thanke  deserue, 
A  sacrifice  vnto  Minerue 
(The  peace  to  kepe  in  good  iotent) 
Thei  must  offre,  er  that  thei  went. 

The  kynge  counsailed  in  the  case 
By  Antenor  and  £neas> 
Therto  hath  youen  his  assent 
So  was  the  plaine  trouthe  blent 
Through  counterfete  hypocrisie 
Of  that  thei  shulden  sacrifie. 
The  grekes  vnder  the  holynes 
Aoone  with  all  besinesse 
Their  hors  of  brasse  lette  faire  dight. 
Which  was  to  sene  a  wonder  sight. 
For  it  was  trapped  of  hitn  seine, 
And  had  of  smale  wheles  tweiue. 
Upon  the  which  men  enough 
With  craft  toward  the  towne  it  drough. 
And  goth  glistrende  ayenst  the  sonne. 
Tho  was  there  ioye  enough  be  gonne. 
For  Troie  in  great  deoocion 
Came  also  with  procession 
Ayenst  this  noble  sacrifice 
With  great  honour,  and  in  this  wise 
Unto  the  gates  thei  it  brought. 
But  of  their  entree  whan  thei  sought. 
The  gates  weren  all  to  smale. 
And  thei  vpon  was  many  a  tale. 
But  for  the  worshippe  of  Minerue, 
To  whom  thei  comen  for  to  seme, 
Thei  of  the  towne,  which  voderstode. 
That  all  this  thing  was  done  for  good. 
For  peace,  wberof  that  thei  be  gladde. 
The  gates,  that  Neptunus  made 
A  thousande  winter  ther  to  fore, 
Thei  haue  anone  to  br#ke  and  tore. 
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The  ftnmgs  willes  dofirna  thei  bete. 
So  that  in  to  the  luge  strete 
This  hone  with  great  solenmitee 
Was  brought  within  the  citee, 
And  offered  with  great  feaereoce. 
Which  was  to  TVoie  an  eaidenoe 
Of  lone  and  peace  for  eqenno. 

The  grekes  token  leaue  tho. 
With  all  the  hole  felaushippe 
And  foorth  tbei  wenten  in  to  shippe, 
And  crosaen  laile,  and  made  hem  yaie, 
Anone  as  though  thei  woklen  fiire. 
Bot  whan  the  hlacke  winter  nighte 
(Without  moone  or  tterre  lighte) 
Bederked  hath  the  water  ttronde. 
All  priuely  thei  gone  to  londe 
Full  armed  out  of  the  naiiie, 
Symon,  which  was  made  their  espie 
Within  Troie,  as  was  conspired. 
Whan  tyme  was,  a  token  Aned, 
And  hath  with  that  their  waie  holden. 
And  comen  right  as  thei  woMen, 
There  as  the  gate  was  to  broke. 
The  porpose  was  fhll  take  and  spoke 
£r  any  man  maie  take  kepe. 
While  that  the  citee  was  a  slepe, 
Thei  slowen  all  that  was  within. 
And  token  what  thei  mighten  wynne 
Of  soche  good  as  was  snffisant. 
And  brenden  vp  the  remenaot. 

And  thus  come  out  the  treeherie 
Which  vnder  false  bypocrisie 
Was  hid,  and  thei  that  wened  peace 
Tbo  mighten  finde  no  release 
Of  thiike  swerde,  which  dl  denoureth: 
Full  ofte  and  thus  the  swete  soureth 
Whan  it  is  know  to  the  taste: 
He  spilleth  many  a  worde  in  waste, 
That  shall  with  suche  a  people  trete. 
For  whan  he  weneth  most  beyete, 
Than  is  he  shape  most  to  lese. 
And  right  so  if  a  woman  chese 
Upon  the  wordes,  that  she  hereth, 
Som  man  when  he  most  true  apperetb. 
Than  is  he  forthest  fro  the  trontht 
But  yet  fiili  ofte,  and  that  is  louth 
Thei  speden,  that  be  most  Tntrue^ 
And  louen  enery  daie  a  newe; 
Wherof  the  life  is  after  lothe. 
And  loue  hath  cause  to  be  wrothe. 
Bot  what  man  his  luste  desireth 
Of  looe»  aud  therrpon  oonspireth 
With  wordes  feigned  to  deceioe. 
He  shall  not  fiiile  to  reoeiue 
His  peine,  as  it  is  ofte  sene. 

OONFEIIOR. 

For  thy  my  sonne,  as  I  the  mene. 
It  sitte  the  well  to  Uke  hede. 
That  thou  escbewe  of  thy  manhede 
Hypocrisie,  and  his  semblant. 
That  thou  ne  nought  be  deceiuant. 
To  make  a  woman  to  beleue 
Thing,  which  b  not  in  thy  beleue. 
For  in  suche  firint  hypocrisie 
Of  lone,  is  all  the  treeherie : 
Through  which  lone  is  deceiued  ofte. 
For  feigned  semblant  is  so  softe 
Unnethes  loue  maie  beware. 
For  thy  Sonne,  as  I  well  dare» 


I  charge  the  to  flee  that  viee,^ 

That  many  a  woman  hath  made  nioet 

But  loke  thou  deale  not  with  all. 


I  wys  father  no  more  I  shall. 

OOHFBltOB. 

Now  ton  kepe,  that  thou  hast  swore. 
For  this  that  thou  haste  herde  before 
Is  said,  the  first  point  of  pride; 
And  next  vpon  that  other  side 
To  shrine  and  speake  ooer  this 
Touchande  of  pride  jFCt  there  Is 
The  pointe  seoonde  I  the  behote, 
Whiche  Inobedieoce  is  bote. 

Flectere  quam  fraagi  melius  reputatur,  &  ollse 

Fictilis  ad  cacabum  pugna  valere  nequit 
Quem  neque  lex  hoim,  neque  lex  diuina  Talebit 

Flectere,  multotiens  corde  reflectit  amor. 
Quem  non  fiectit  amor,  non  est  flectendua  ab  vllo, 

Sed  rigor  illius  plus  elephante  riget. 
Dedignatus  amor,  potent  quos  scire  reheUea. 

Rt  rudibus  sortem  prestat  habere  rudem. 
Sed  qui  sponte  sui  subicit  se  cordis  amore, 

Frangit  in  aduersis  omnia  fata  pius. 

Hie  loquitur  de  secunda  specie  superbie,  quae  Ino- 
bedientjadicitur.  £t  primo  illius  vicii  natnram 
simpliciterdeciarat  £t  tractat  consequenter  su- 
per itla  inobedientia,quae  in  curia  Cupidinbexo- 
sa  amoris  caosam  ex  sua  imbecillitate  sepitsioie 
retardat 

This  vice  of  inobedience 

( Againe  the  reole  of  conscience) 

All  that  is  humble  he  disalowetb, 

That  he  towarde  his  god  ne  bowetb 

After  the  lawes  of  hb  heste. 

Not  as  a  man,  but  as  a  beaste. 

Which  goth  Tpon  his  lustes  wilde : 

So  goth  this  proude  vice  Tnmilde, 

That  he  disdeigneth  all  lawe. 

He  not  whet  is  to  be  felawe. 

And  serue  maie  be  not  for  pride: 

So  is  he  ledde  on  euery  side: 

And  b  that  selue,  of  whom  men  speaker 

Which  woU  tiot  bowe,  or  that  he  broke. 

I  not,  if  loue  mi^t  him  plie. 

For  els  for  to  iustifie 

His  herte,  I  not  what  might  auaile. 

For  thy  me  sonne  of  suche  entaile 

If  that  thyu  herte  be  disposed. 

Telle  out  and  let  it  nought  be  gloeed. 

For  if  that  thou  Ynbuxome  bee 

To  loue,  I  not  in  what  degree 

Thou  shalte  thy  good  worde  achene. 

My  father  ye  shall  well  beleue 
The  yonge  wheipe,  which  is  affiiited. 
Hath  not  his  maister  better  awaited 
To  couche,  whan  he  saith  go  lowe 
Than  i  anone,  as  I  maie  knowe 
My  ladie  will  me  bowe  mors : 
But  other  while  I  gmtche  soro 
Of  some  thinges,  tiiat  she  dooth, 
Wherof  that  I  woU  tell  sooth. 
For  of  two  pointes  I  am  bethought. 
That  though  1  wolde,  I  might  nought 
Obeye  vnto  my  ladies  best. 
But  I  dare  make  thb  behest, 
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Sbiife  ooly  of  that  yike  two 
I  mm  rabuxome  of  do  mo, 

COKRSSOR. 

What  ben  thotwo,  tell  oo  quod  bee? 
My  frtber  this  is  one,  that  sbee 
Commandeth  me  my  monthe  to  clote, 
And  that  I  sholde  hir  noa|^t  appose 
In  lone,  of  which  I  ofte  preaehe, 
And  plenariv  of  sacbe  a  speacbe 
Forbere^  and  snffie  bir  in  peace. 
Bat  that  ne  might  I  netbeles 
Tor  all  this  woride  obey  I  wis. 
For  whan  I  am  tbeie,  as  she  is, 
TboQ^  she  my  tales  monght  alowe 
Aycne  hir  will,  yet  mote  I  hove 
To  seche,  if  that  I  might  haue  grace: 
But  that  thinge  maie  I  not  embrace 
For  ought  that  I  can  speake  or  do: 
And  yet  foil  oite  I  speake  so. 
That  she  is  wroth,  and  aaith  be  still. 
If  I  that  best  shall  fnlflli. 
And  therto  ben  obedient: 
Than  is  my  cause  folly  shent. 
For  wpeeh^es  maie  no  man  spede. 
So  wote  I  not  what  it  to  rsde. 
Bat  certes  I  maie  nought  obeie, 
That  I  ne  mote  algates  saie 
Some  what,  of  that  I  wolde  mene. 
For  ener  it  is  a  liche  grsne 
The  great  loue,  whiche  I  haue, 
Whfiof  I  can  not  botbe  saue 
My  speche,  and  this  obedience. 
And  thus  foil  ofte  my  silence 
I  breke:  and  is  the  first  point, 
Wberof  that  I  am  ont  of  point 
In  this,  and  yet  it  is  no  pride. 

Nowe  then  vpon  that  other  side 
To  tdl  my  disobeisance 
Fall  sore  it  stent  to  my  greoanoe, 
And  nsaie  not  sinke  in  te  my  witte. 
Foil  ofte  time  she  me  bitte 
To  lenen  hir,  and  obese  a  news. 
And  saith,  if  I  the  sothe  knewe. 
Hove  fiurre  I  stonde  from  hir  grace, 
I  ihulde  loue  in  an  other  place. 
Bat  therof  well  1  disobeie. 
For  also  well  she  might  seie, 
Go  take  the  moone,  there  K  sitte. 
As  brynge  that  into  my  witte. 
For  there  was  neuer  rooted  tree, 
Thai  stoode  so  foste  in  his  degree. 
That  I  ne  stande  more  faste 
Upon  hir  loue,  and  maie  not  caste 
Myn  berte  awey,  all  though  I  wolde. 
For  god  swote  though  I  neuer  sbulde 
Seue  hir  with  eie  after  this  daie: 
Yet  stont  it  so,  that  1  ne  maie 
Hir  lone  out  of  my  breast  remue. 
This  is  a  wonder  retenue. 
That  maulgre  where  she  woU  or  none, 
Mjm  herte  is  eoermo  in  one, 
80  that  I  can  none  other  chese. 
Bat  whether  that  I  winne  or  lose. 
1  mote  hir  looen  till  I  deye. 
Aod  thos  I  breke  as  by  that  wey 
Hir  besteSf  and  hir  commandynges : 
Bat  truly  in  none  other  tbynges. 

For  thy  ray  father  what  is  more 
ToQcbande  rnto  this  ilke  lore 
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I  yon  beseche,  after  the  forme. 
That  ye  plainly  me  wolde  enforme, 
So  thet  1  maie  mine  herte  rule 
In  loues  cause  after  the  rule. 

Murmur  in  aduersis  ita  ooncipit  ille  snpeibos. 
Poena  quod  ex  bina  sorte  poiget  eum. 

0  bina  fortuoae  cum  spes  in  amore  resistit, 
Non  sine  mentali  murraure  plangit  amadi. 

Hie  loquitur  de  murmnre  et  plancto,  qui  super 
omnes  alios  inobedientie  secretioies,  vt  ministri 
illi  deseruiant. 

Towards  this  vice,  of  which  we  ttetCi 
There  ben  yet  tweie  of  thilke  estrete* 
Hir  name  is  murmurs  and  oonqdeint, 
There  can  no  man  hir  chore  peini. 
To  sette  a  glad  semUant  therin. 
For  though  fortune  make  them  winne« 
Yet  gmtcben  their  and  if  thei  lese, 
There  is  no  waie  for  to  chese: 
Wberof  thei  might  stmide.  appeased. 
So  ben  thei  oonmionly  diseased. 
There  maie  no  welth  ne  ponerte 
Attempien  them  to  the  dcserta 
Of  buzomnes  by  no  wise. 
For  ofte  tyme  thei  despise 
The  good  fortune  as  the  bad. 
As  thei  no  mans  reasone  had 
Throqgh  pride,  wberof  thei  ben  Uinde: 
And  right  of  suche  a  manor  kynde 
Ther  be  louers,  that  though  thei  haue 
Of  loue  all  that  thei  wolde  crane: 
Yet  woU  thei  grutchen  by  some  weie. 
That  thei  wolde  not  to  lone  obeie 
Upon  the  trouth,  as  thei  do  sbulde. 
And  if  them  laeketh,  that  thei  wolde, 
Anone  thei  folle  in  suche  a  peine. 
That  ener  vnbaxomly  thei  pleine 
Upon  fortune,  aod  cnrse  and  erie. 
That  thei  woU  not  her  hertes  plie 
To  suffre,  tyll  it  better  foil. 
For  thy,  if  thou  amonges  all 
Hast  Tsed  this  oondteion 
My  Sonne,  in  thy  oonfossion 
Nowe  tell  me  pliunly,  what  thou  arte. 

AMAIIS. 

My  fother,  I  beknowe  a  parte 
So  as  ye  tolden  here  aboue 
Of  murmure,  and  complaint  of  lone, 
That  for  I  see  no  spede  commende. 
Against  fortune  complainende 

1  am  (as  who  saith)  euermo: 
And  eke  foil,  ofte  time  also, 
Whan  so  as  that  I  see  and  here 
Of  heuy  worde,  or  heuy  chere 
Of  my  lady,  I  grutche  anone. 
But  wordes  dare  I  speke  none, 
Wberof  she  might  be  displeased ; 
But  in  myne  berte  I  am  diseased 
With  many  a  murmour,  god  it  wote. 
Thus  drinke  I  in  myn  owoe  swote. 
And  though  I  make  no  semblant, 
Myn  berte  is  all  disobeisant 

And  in  this  wise  I  me  confosse 
Of  that  ye  clepe  TttboxomDei. 


Noi7e  tell  whkt  yoar  counnile  is. 
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CONFESSOR. 

My  Sonne  as  I  the  rede  this. 
What  so  befall  of  other  weie,  • 
That  thou  to  loues  best  obeie, 
As  far  as  thou  it  might  saiBce. 
For  ofte  sith  in  suche  a  wise 
Obedience  in  loue  auaileth. 
Where  all  a  mans  strength  fatletb. 
Wherof  if  thou  liste  to  witte. 
In  a  cronicle  as  it  is  writte, 
A  great  ensample  tboa  niaiste  finde* 
Whiche  nowe  cometh  to  my  minde. 

Hie  contra  amori  inobedientes  ad  commendatio- 
nem  obedientie  confessor  super  eodem  exero- 
plum  ponit,  vbi  dicit,  quod  cum  qnidam  regis 
Secilie  filia  in  sue  inuentutis  floribus  pulcher- 
rime  exeius  Nouerce  incantationibus  in  vetulam 
turpissimam  transfbrmata  extitit,  Florencius 
tunc  imperatoris  Claudii  nepos,  miles  in  armis 
ttrennuissimus  amorosisque  legibns  intendens, 
ex  sua  obedientia  in  pulcbritiidinem  pristinam 
reformauit. 

There  was  whylom  by  daies  olde 
A  worthy  knight,  as  men  tolde: 
He  was  neuew  to  the  emperour, . 
And  of  his  coorte  a  courteour. 
Wyfeles  he  was>  Florent  he  bight, 
He  was  a  man,  that  mochell  might : 
Of  armes  he  was  desyroas, 
Chiualrons,  and  amorous. 
And  for  the  fame  of  worldes  speche 
Strange  auentures  wolde  he  seche. 
He  rode  the  marches  all  aboute. 
And  fell  a  tyme,  aa  be  was  out, 
Fortune,  whiche  maie  euery  threde 
To  breke  and  knitte  of  mans.8pede 
Shope,  as  this  knight  rode  in  a  pase 
That  he  by  strength  taken  was. 
And  to  a  castell  tbei  him  laddc. 
Where  that  he  fewe  frendes  hadde. 
For  so  it  fell  that  ilke  stounde. 
That  he  hath  with  a  deadly  wounde 
(Fighteude)hi8  0wne  hande  slaine 
Branchus,  whiche  to  the  Capitaine 
Was  Sonne  and  heirei  wherof  ben  wroth 
The  father  and  the  mother  bothe. 
That  knight  Branchus  was  of  his  honde 
The  worthiest  of  all  his  londe: 
And  iaine  tbei  wolde  do  vengeance 
Upon  Florent,  but  remembrance. 
That  thei  toke  of  his  worthines 
Of  knighthode,  and  of  gentilnes. 
And  how  be  stode  of  cosinage 
To  themperour,  made  them  assuage. 
And  durst  not  slaine  hym  for  ieare. 
In  great  desputeson  thei  were 
Amonge  them  selfe,  what  was  the  best. 
There  was  a  ladie  (the  sliest 
Of  all  that  men  knewe  tho 
So  olde)  she  might  mnethes  go: 
And  was  grandame  vuto  the  dede. 
And  she  with  that  be^an  to  rede: 
And  she  saide,  she  wolde  bring  him  in 
That  he  shall  him  to  death  winne« 
All  onely  of  his  owne  grante. 
Through  strength  of  veray  oouenant 


Without  blame  of  any  wight. 
Anone  she  sent  for  this  knight. 
And  of  hir  sonne  she  aleide 
The  death,  and  thus  to  him  she  saide. 

Florent  howe  so  thou  be  to  wite 
Of  firanchus  deathe,  men  shall  respite 
As  nowe  to  take  auengement. 
Be  so  thou  stonde  in  iudgement 
Upon  certaine  condicion. 
That  thou  vnto  a  question, 
Whiche  I  shall  aske,  shalt  answer. 
And  ouer  this  thou  shalt  eke  swere. 
That  if  thou  of  the  sothe  faile. 
There  shall  none  other  thynge  auaile. 
That  thou  ne  shalt  thy  dethe  receiue, 
Aud  f9r  men  shall  tb»  not  deceiue, 
That  thou  therof  mighiest  ben  adnised. 
Thou  shalt  haue  daie  and  time  assised. 
And  leue,  safely  for  to  wende. 
Be  so  that  at  thy  daies  ende 
Thou  come  ageine  with  thine  auise. 

This  knight,  whiche  worthy  was  and  wise* 
This  lady  praieth,  that  he  maie  witte. 
And  bane  it  vnder  scales  writte. 
What  question  it  shulde  bee. 
For  whiche  he  shall  in  that  degree 
Stonde  of  his  life  in  ieopardie. 
With  that  she  freygneth  companie 
And  saith  Florent,  on  loue  it  hongeth 
All  that  to  myn  askyng  longeth. 
What  all  women  most  desyre: 
This  woU  I  aske,  and  in  thiempire 
Where  thou  hast  most  knowlageyng; 
Take  counseile  of  this  askynge. 

Florent  this  thjmge  hath  vndertake. 
The  tyme  was  sette,  and  daie  take: 
Under  his  seale  he  wrote  his  othe 
In  suche  a  wyse»  and  foorthe  he  gothe 
Home  to  his  emes  courte  againe, 
To  whome  his  auenture  plaine 
He  tolde,  of  that  is  hym  befall. 
And  vpon  that  thei  were  all 
The  wisest  of  the  londe  assent. 
But  netheles  of  one  assent 
Thei  might  not  accorde  plat. 
One  sayde  this,  an  other  that 
After  the  disposicion 
Of  naturall  complexion. 
To  some  woman  it  is  plesance, 
That  to  an  other  is  greuaoce. 
But  suche  a  thynge  in  speciall, 
Whiche  to  theqa  all  in  generall 
Is  most  plesant,  and  moste  desired 
Aboue  all  other,  and  most  conspired, 
Suche  one  can  thei  not  finde 
By  constellacion,  ne  by  kinde. 
And  thus  Florent  without  cure 
Muste  stonde  rpon  his  auenture. 
And  is  all  shape  vnto  his  liere. 
And  as  in  defanlte  of  his  answere 
This  knight  hath  leaner  for  to  die 
Than  breke  his  troutb  and  for  to  lie 
In  place  where  be  was  swore. 
And  sbapeth  him  gone  ayeiie  therfore. 

Whan  time  come  he  toke  his  leaue. 
That  lenger  wolde  he  not  beleue. 
And  praieth  his  erne  he  be  not  wroth : 
For  that  is  a  point  of  bis  othe 
He  saith,  that  no  man  shall  him  wreke. 
Though  afterwarde  men  here  speke. 
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That  he  perauentare  deie. 
And  thus  be  went  forth  his  weie 
AkMie,  »3i  9.  knight  auentaroua. 
And  ID  this  thought  wax  ctiriuuii 
To  witte,  what  was  hest  to  do. 
And  as  he  rode  alooe  so. 
And  cam  nigh  there  he  woldebee. 
In  a  forest  there  ruder  a  tfee 
He  sawe,  where  satte  a  creature, 
A  lothly  womannishe  figure, 
That  for  to  speake  of  flesshe  and  bona 
So  foule  yet  sawe  I  neuer  iM>ne« 
This  knight  behelde  bir  redily, 
And  as  be  wolde  haue  passed  by, 
She  deped  hym,  and  bad  him  abide. 
And  h«  bis  hors  head  aside 
Tho  toroed,  and  to  bir  he  rode, 
And  there  he  houed,  and  abode 
To  wit  what  she  wolde  mene. 
And  she  be,?an  him  to  beniene 
And  saide:  Florent  by  thy  name. 
Thou  baste  on  honde  snche  a  game. 
That  if  thou  be  not  better  anised, 
Thy  detb  shapen  is,  and  deoised. 
That  all  the  woride  ne  maie  the  saue. 
But  if  that  thou  my  coonseill  haue. 

Florent  whan  he  this  tale  herde. 
Unto  this  olde  wight  antwerde. 
And  of  hir  counsaile  he  hir  praide. 
And  she  ayene  to  him  thus  saide. 

Florent,  if  I  for  the  so  shape. 
That  thou  through  me  thy  death  escape. 
And  take  worsh*ppe  of  thy  dede. 
What  shall  1  haue  to  my  mode  ? 

What  thing  (quod  be)  that  thou  wold  axe, 
I  bid  neuer  a  better  taxe 
!^uod  she :  but  firste  er  thou  be  spedde. 
Thou  shalt  me  leaue  suche  a  wedde, 
That  I  woU  bane  thy  troth  on  honde. 
That  thou  shalt  be  myn  hnsboiide. 

Nay  (saide  Florent)  that  maie  not  bee. 
Ride  than  foorth  thy  wey,  qnod  shee: 
And  if  thou  go  forth  without  reade, 
Tbou  shalt  be  sikerly  deade. 

Florent  behigbt  hir  good  enough, 
Of  londe,  of  rent,  of  perke,  of  plough: 
Bot  all  that  caonteth  she  at  nought. 

Tho  fell  this  knight  in  muche  thought. 
Now  goth  he  forth,  now  comet  h  ayene, 
Re  wote  not  what  is  beste  to  seyne: 
And  thought,  as  he  rode  to  and  fro. 
That  chose  he  mote  one  of  the  two. 
Or  for  to  take  hir  to  bis  wife, 
Or  elles  for  to  lese  his  life. 
And  than  he  caste  his  auantage. 
That  she  was  of  so  great  an  age, 
That  she  maie  Hue  bat  a  while. 
And  thought  to  put  hir  in  an  He, 
Where  that  no  man  hir  shulde  knowe, 
Till  she  with  death  were  ouerthrowe. 

And  thus  this  yonge  lustie  knight 
Unto  this  oMe  lotbely  wight 
Tho  said :  If  that  none  other  chance 
Maie  make  my  delinerance, 
Bat  onely  thilke  same  specbe, 
Whiche  (af  th<nx  seist)  thou  ahalt  me  teohe, 
Haoe  here  min  honde,  I  shall  the  wedde: 
And  thus  Kit  trouth  he  leyih  to  wedde. 
With  that  she  frounceth  vp  the  browe* 
This  coQeoant  woU  I  alowt 


She  saith,  if  any  other  thynge. 
But  that  tbou  hast  of  my  teachyng. 
Fro  deth  thy  body  maie  respite, 
I  woll  the  of  thy  trouth  acquiter 
And  elies  by  none  other  weie 
Now  herken  me,  what  I  shall  seie. 

Whan  thou  art  come  into  the  place,. 
Where  nowe  thei  maken  great  manace. 
And  vpon  thy  comyng  abide: 
Thei  woll  anone  the  same  tide 
Oppose  the  of  thine  answere. 
I  wote  tbou  wolt  nothinge  forbere 
Of  that  thou  wenest  be  thy  beste. 
And  if  thou  mightest  so  fynde  reste. 
Well  is,  for  than  is  ther  no  mora : 
And  elles  this  shall  be  my  lore, 
That  thou  shalt  saie  vpon  this  molde. 
That  all  women  leuest  wolde 
Be  soueraine  of  mans  lone. 
For  what  woman  is  so  abone. 
She  hatb  as  who  saith,  all  hir  will. 
And  elles  maie  she  nought  fulfill 
What  thinge  were  hir  leuest  haue. 

With  this  answer  tbou  shalt  saue 
Thy  selfe,  and  other  wise  nought. 
And  whan  thou  hast  thy  ende  wrought. 
Come  here  ayene  thou  shalt  me  fynde* 
And  let  nothyng  out  of  thy  mynde. 

He  goth  hjrm  foorthe  with  heuy  chere. 
As  he  that  not  in  what  manere 
He  may  this  worldes  ioie  atteine. 
For  if  he  die,  he  hatb  a  peine: 
And  if  he  Hue,  he  mote  him  bynde 
To  suche  one,  whiche  of  all  kyndo 
Of  women  is  the  vnsemelteste: 
Thus  wote  he  not,  what  is  the  bestew 
But  be  him  Heft",  or  be  him  loth. 
Unto  the  castell  foorth  he  goth. 
His  full  answere  for  to  yeue 
Or  for  to  die,  or  for  to  liue, 

Foorth  with  his  coonseile  came  the  lorde. 
The  thynges  stoden  of  recorde. 
He  sent  vp  for  the  ladie  soone: 
And  foorth  she  came  that  olde  moone 
In  presence  of  the  remenant. 
The  strengthe  of  all  the  oouenant 
Tho  was  rehersed  openly, 
And  to  Florent  she  bad  for  thy. 
That  he  shall  tellen  his  anise, 
As  he  that  wote,  what  is  the  price. 

Florent  saietb  all  that  euer  he  couth. 
But  suche  worde  cam  ther  none  to  mouth. 
That  he  for  yefte,  or  for  beheste 
Might  any  wise  his  deth  areste: 
And  thus  he  tarieth  longe  and  late. 
Till  this  ladie  bad  algate. 
That  he  shall  for  the  dome  finall 
Yeue  his  answere  in  speciall. 
Of  that  she  bad  htm  first  opposed. 

And  than  he  hath  truly  supposed. 
That  he  him  maie  of  nothyng  yelpe. 
But  if  so  be  tho  wordes  belpe. 
Which  as  the  woman  hath  him  taught, 
Wherof  he  hath  an  hope  caught, 
That  he  shall  be  excused  so, 
And  tolde  out  plaine  his  will  tho. 

And  whan  that  this  matron  herde 
The  maner  how  this  knight  answerde> 
She  saide,  ha  treson  wo  the  bee. 
That  haste  thus  tolde  the  prinitee» 
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Which  all  women  mott  d«sire : 
I  wolde  that  thou  were  a  fire. 
But  netheles  io  anche  a  plite 
Florent  of  hia  antwere  is  quite. 
And  tho  began  his  sorowe  newe. 
For  be  mote  gone,  or  be  Tntrewe, 
To  hir,  which  his  troutbe  had. 
But  he,  which  aU  shame  drad, 
Goth  foorth  in  siede  of  his  penance. 
And  taketh  the  fortune  of  his  chance. 
As  he,  that  was  with  trouth  af&ited. 
This  olde  wight  bam  hath  awaited 
In  place,  where  as  be  hi r  lefte. 

Florent  bis  woiiiU  heed  vp  lifte, 
And  sawe  this  vecke,  where  that- she  sit. 
Which  was  the  lotbest  wighte 
That  eoer  man  caste  on  bis  eie: 
Hir  nose  baas,  hir  browes  hie, 
Uir  eies  small,  and  depe  sette, 
Hir  chekes  ben  with  teres  wette. 
And  riuelyn,  as  an  empty  skyn. 
Hanging  dowpe  rnto  the  chyn, 
Hir  lippes  shronken  ben  for  age. 
There  was  no  grace  in  hir  visage. 
Hir  front  was  narowe,  hir  lockes  bore, 
She  loketh  foorth,  as  doth  a  more: 
Hir  necke  is  short,  birsbulders  courbe> 
That  might  a  mans  luste  distourbe: 
Uir  bodie  great,  and  mo  thyng  small, 
And  shortly  to  descriue  hir  all. 
She  bath  no  lith  without  a  lacke 
But  like  vnto  the  woU  sacke. 
She  profereth  hir  viito  this  kni|;bt. 
And  bad  him,  as  he  bath  behigbt 
(So  as  she  bath  bene  bis  warrant) 
That  be  hir  held  oouenant: 
And  by  the  bridell  she  him  seaseth : 
But  god  wot  bow  that  she  him  pleaseth* 
Of  soche  wordes,  as  she  speketh, 
Him  thinketh  wel  nye  his  bert  breketb 
For  sorow,  that  he  maie  not  flee, 
But  if  he  wolde  vntrewe  bee. 

Ix>ke  how  a  sicke  man,  for  his  hele 
Taketh  baldemoyn  with  the  canele. 
And  with  the  myrre  taketh  the  sugrei 
Right  vpon  suche  a  maner  lucre 
Stant  Florent,  as  in  this  diete. 
He  drinketh  the  bitter  with  the  swetc. 
He  medleth  sorowe  with  likynge, 
And  liueth  so,  as  who  saieth,  diynge: 
His  youth  shall  be  cast  awey 
Upon  suche  one,  whiche  as  the  wey 
Is  olde,  and  lothdy  onerall : 
But  nede  be  mot,  that  nede  shall. 
He  wolde  algate  his  trouth  holde. 
As  euery  knight  therto  is  holde. 
What  hap  so  euer  him  is  befidl. 
Though  she  be  the  fouleste  of  all. 
Yet  to  honour  of  woman  head 
Him  thought  he  shulde  taken  head: 
So  that  for  pure  gentilnesse, 
As  be  hir  couth  best  adresse 
Inragges,  as  she  was  to  tore. 
He  set  hir  on  bis  hors  tofore. 
And  foorth  be  taketb  his  wey  sofle. 
No  wonder  though  he  sigbeth  ofte 
But  as  an  oule  fleeth  by  night 
Out  of  all  other  byrdes  sight: 
Right  so  this  kni^t  on  daies  brode 
U  dose  him.  hd^  and  shope  his  rode 


On  nightes  tyme,  til!  the  tide 
That  he  come  there,  be  wolde  abid* 
And  priuely,  without  noyse 
He  bryngetb  tbisfoule  great  coyse 
To  his  castell,  in  soche  a  wise. 
That  no  man  might  hir  shape  anise. 
Till  she  in  to  the  chamber  came, 
Where  he  his  preoy  couoseiile  name 
Of  suche  men  as  he  most  truste. 
And  told  them,  that  he  tiedes  moste 
This  beaste  wedde  to  bis  wife. 
For  els  had  he  loste  his  life. 
The  priuie  women  were  assent, 
That  shulden  ben  of  his  assent, 
Hir  regges  thai  anone  of  drawe. 
And  as  it  was  that  tyme  lawe, 
She  bad  bathe,  she  had  reste. 
And  was  arraied  to  the  beste. 
But  with  no  craft  of  combes  brode 
Thei  might  hir  bore  lockes  shode. 
And  she  ne  wolde  not  be  shore 
F>r no  counsaill^  and  thei theifore 
With  suche  a  tyre,  as  tho  was  vsed, 
Ordeynen,  that  it  was  excused. 
And  had  so  craftely  about 
That  no  man  might  seen  them  out 
But  whan  she  was  fully  arraied. 
And  hir  a  tyre  was  all  assaied, 
Tho  was  she  fouler  viito  see. 
But  yet  it  maie  none  other  bee. 
Thei  were  wedded  in  the  night: 
So  wo  begone  was  neuer  knight. 
As  he  was  than  of  mariage. 
And  she  bygan  to  plaie  and  rage^ 
As  who  saith,  I  am  well  enough. 
But  he  therof  nothyng  ne  lough* 
For  she  toke  than  chere  on  honde, 
And  clepeth  him  hir  husbonde, 
And  saith :  My  lorde,  go  we  to  bedde. 
For  I  to  that  eotent  the  wedde. 
That  thou  shalt  be  my  worldes  blisse. 
And  profereth  him  with  that  to  kisse. 
As  she  a  lusty  lady  were. 
His  bodye  might  well  be  therei 
But  as  dP  thought,  and  of  memorie 
His  herte  was  in  pnrgatorie. 
But  yet  for  strengtbe  of  matrimonie 
He  might  make  non  essonie. 
That  be  ne  mote  algates  plie 
To  go  to  bed  of  companie. 

And  when  thei  were  a  bed  naked. 
With  oute  slepe  he  was  awaked* 
He  tometh  on  that  other  side. 
For  that  he  wolde  his  eyen  hide 
Pro  lokynge  of  that  foull  wight. 
The  chamber  was  all  full  of  light. 
The  courteins  were  of  sendall  thyn. 
This  newe  bride,  which  laie  within. 
Though  it  be  nought  with  his  acorde. 
In  armes  she  beclept  hir  lorde. 
And  praied,  as  he  was  tomed  fro. 
He  wolde  him  tome  ayenward  tho. 
For  now  (she  saith)  we  be  both  one. 

But  he  laie  still  as  any  stone 
And  euer  io  one  she  spake  and  praide. 
And  bad  him  thynke  on  that  be  saUe^ 
When  that  be  toke  hir  by  the  honde. 

He  herd,  and  imderstode  the  bonde^ 
How  be  was  set  to  his  penance: 
And  as  it  were  a  man  in  trance. 
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He  tofneth  him  all  sodenly. 
And  sawe  a  lady  laie  bim  by 
Of  ei|rhteDe  wynter  age, 
Wbiche  vras  the  fairest  of  visage 
That  eiier  in  all  this  woride  he  sighe : 
And  as  he  wolde  haue  take  bir  nighe 
5!be  put  hir  bonde,  and  by  h'n  leue 
Beaouglit  bim,  that  be  wolde  leue, 
Ai>d  saitb,  for  to  wynoe  or  lese 
He  mot  one  of  two  thyngea  chese. 
Where  he  woll  bane  bir  suche  on  oight. 
Or  els  vpon  daies  light 
For  he  shall  not  haue  both  twa 
And  he  b^an  to  sorowe  tho 
In  many  a  wise,  and  caste  his  thought. 
Bot  for  all  that  yet  coude  he  nought 
Deoise  biai  selfe,  which  was  the  beste. 
And  she  that  wolde  his  hert  reste, 
Praieth,  that  he  shulde  chese  algate. 
Till  at  the  laste  longe  and  late 
He  saide:  O  ye  my  lines  bele, 
SaJe  what  ye  liste  in  my  qoarele. 
I  not  what  answere  I  shall  y^ue: 
But  ener  while  that  I  maie  Hue 
I  woll,  that  ye  be  my  maistresae. 
For  I  can  not  my  selfe  gesse, 
Whiclfte  is  the  beste  vnto  my  choyce. 
Thus  grante  I  yow  myu  holl  Toyce^ 
Chcae  forvs  both,  I  yow  praie: 
And  what  as  eoer  that  ye  saie. 
Right  as  ye  wotl,  so  woll  h 

My  loHe,  she  saide,  grant  mercy 
For  of  this  worde,  that  ye  now  saine 
That  ye  haue  made  me  soneraine 
My  destnye  is  ouerpassed. 
That  neuer  here  after  shall  be  lassed 
My  beautee  whiche  that  1  uowe  haue, 
Tji\  I  be  take  in  to  my  graue. 
Both  night  and  daie,  as  I  .am  nowe, 
I  shall  alwey  be  sucbe  to  you. 
The  kynges  dooghter  of  Cecile 
I  am,  and  fell  but  sith  a  while. 
As  I  was  with  my  father  late. 
That  my  stepmother  for  an  hate, 
Whiche  towarde  me  she  hath  begonne, 
Forshope  me,  till  I  had  wonne 
The  lotie,  and  the  sooeraintee 
Of  what  knight,  that  in  his  degree 
AH  other  pa^seth  of  good  name: 
And  as  men  saine,  ye  ben  the  same. 
The  deed  prooeth  it  is  so. 
Thus  am  I  yours  for  euermo. 

Tho  was  plesance  and  ioye  enough, 
Echooe  with  other  plaied  and  lough. 
Thei  line  longe,  and  well  tbei  ferde, 
Aud  clerkes,  that  this  chance  herde, 
Thei  writen  it  in  eiiidence. 
To  tecbe,  howe  that  obedience, 
Maie  well  fortune  a  man  to  loue. 
And  sette  hym  in  his  luste  aboue, 
As  it  befell  mto  this  knight 

covFBaaoK. 

For  thy  my  sonne,  if  thou  do  right. 
Thou  shalt  vnto  thy  loue  obeie. 
And  folowe  hir  will  by  all  weie. 

Myne  holy  father  so  I  wyll. 
For  ye  haue  tolde  me  suche  a  skyll 
Of  this  enaample  nowe  tofore. 
That  I  shall  euermo  theifore 


Here  aftenvarde  mine  obseruance 
To  loue,  and  to  his  obeisance 
The  better  kepe.    And  ouer  this 
Of  pride,  if  there  ought  elles  is 
Wherof  that  I  me  sbriue  shall. 
What  thyng  it  is  iospeciall 
My  father  asketh  I  you  praie. 

GOIIFE880IU 

Nowe  list  my  sonne,  and  I  shall  saie* 
For  yet  there  is  surqoedrie, 
Whiche  stant  with  pride  of  companie 
Wherof  that  thou  shalt  here  anone: 
To  knowe  if  thou  haue  gilt  or  none 
Upon  the  forme  as  thou  shalt  here 
Nowe  vnderstonde  well  the  matere. 

Omnia  scire  potat,  sed  se  presumptio  nescit. 
Nee  sibi  consimile  quern  putat  esse  parem. 

Sui  magis  astutus  reputat  se  yincere  bellum. 
In  laqueos  Veneris  forcius  ipse  cadit 

Sepe  ^cupido  virum,  sibi  qui  presumit,  amantem 
Fallit,  &  in  vacuas  spes  redit  ipsa  Yias. 
• 

Hie  loquitur  de  tercia  species  suberbie,  que  pre- 
sumpcio  dicitur,  cuius  naturam  primo  secun« 
dum  vitium  confiessor  simpliciter  declarat 

SuRQOEDRiB  is  thillce  vice 
Of  pride,  whiche  the  thirde  office 
Hath  in  his  courte,  and  will  not  knowe 
The  trouth,  till  it  ooerthrowe 
Upon  bis  fortune  and  his  grace 
Cometh,  Had  Iwute^  full  ofte  a  place. 
For  he  doth  all  his  thynge  by  gesse, 
And  voideth  all  sikernesse. 
None  other  counsell  good  hym  semeth 
But  suche,  as  him  selfe  demeth. 
For  in  suche  wise  as  he  compasseth. 
Ills  witte  alone  all  olher  passeth. 
And  is  with  pride  so  through  sought. 
That  he  all  other  set  at  nought, 
And  weneth  of  him  toluen  so : 
That  suche  as  he  is,  there  be  no  mo. 
And  thus  he  wolde  beare  a  price 
So  fa  ire,  so  semely,  nor  so  wise 
Abouen  all  other,  and  nought  for  tby 
He  saith  not  ones  graunt  mercy 
To  god,  whiche  all  grace  sendeth : 
So  that  his  wittes  he  despeudeth 
Upon  him  selfe  as  though  there  were 
No  god,  whiche  might  auaile  tliere : 
But  all  vpon  his  owne  witte 
He  stant,  till  he  fall  in  the  pitte 
So  ferre,  that  he  maie  not  arise. 

Hie  tractat  confessor  cum  amante  super  ilia  sal- 
tem  presumptione,  ex  cuius  superbie  quern 
plures  fetui  amantes,  cum  maioris  certitudinis 
in  amore  spem  sibi  promittuntin  expediti  citius 
destituuntur. 

And  right  thus  in  the  same  wise 
The  vice  vpon  the  cause  of  loue 
And  proudely  set  the  herte  aboue. 
And  doth  him  pleinly  for  to  wene. 
That  he  to  louen  any  queue 
Hath  worthines,  and  suffisance : 
And  so  without  purueiance, 
Full  ofte  he  heweth  vp  so  hie^ 
That  chips  fiUIen  in  his  eie. 


S2 

And  eke  full  ofte  lie  veneth  this. 
There  as  he  nou8;ht  beloiied  is 
To  be  beloued  ail  there  beste. 
Nowe  Sonne  telleth  what  so  the  lestc 
Of  this,  that  1  baue  tolde  the  here. 

AMANB. 

Ha  father  be  nought  in  a  were, 
I  trowe  there  be  no  man  lesae 
Of  any  maner  vi'orthinesse. 
That  halt  him  lasse  worthy  than  I 
To  be  beloued,  and  not  for  thy, 
I  saie  in  excusyng  of  roe. 
To  all  men,  th^t  loue  is  fre. 
And  certes  tha^maie  no  man  weme. 
For  loue  is  of  him  selfe  so  deme. 
It  luteth  in  a  maus  herte : 
But  that  ne  shall  not  me  asterte. 
To  wene  for  to  be  worthy 
To  loue,  but  in  hir  mercy. 
But  sire,  of  that  ye  wolde  mene. 
That  I  shulde  otherwise  wene 
To  be  beloued,  than  I  was: 
I  am  beknowe,  as  in  this  case. 

CONFIBSOR. 

My  good  Sonne  tell  me  howe» 

AMAMS. 

Nowe  liste,  and  I  woll  tell  you 
My  good  father  howe  it  is. 

Full  ofte  it  bath  be&ll  er  this 
Through  hope,  that  was  not  certaine 
My  wenyng  hath  be  set  in  vaine. 
To  trust  in  thing,  that  helpe  me  nought 
But  onely  of  miue  owne  thought 
For  as  it  semeth,  that  a  bell, 
Lyke  to  the  wordes  that  men  tell 
Answereth  :  ryght  so  no  more  oe  lesse. 
To  you  my  &ther  I  confesse, 
Suche  will  my  witte  hath  ouer  sette, 
That  what  so  hope  me  behete. 
Full  many  a  time  1  wene  it  sooth. 
But  finally  no  spede  it  dooth. 
Thus  maie  I  tellen,  as  1  cao» 
AVenyng  begyletb  many  a  man: 
So  hath  it  me,  right  well  I  wote. 
For  if  a  man  wolde  in  a  bote 
(Whiche  is  without  botome)  rowe. 
He  must  n^es  ouerthrowe. 
Right  so  wenyng  hath  farde  by  mec. 
For  whan  I  wende  next  baue  bee 
(As  I  by  my  wenyng  caste) 
Than  was  I  fortheste  at  laste : 
And  af  a  foole  my  bowe  vnbende, 
When  all  was  failed,  that  I  wende. 
For  thy  my  fader,  as  of  this, 
That  my  wenyng  hath  gone  amis 
Tochend  to  Surquedrie, 
Yeue  me  my  penance  er  I  die. 
But  if  ye  wolde  in  any  forme. 
Of  this  matter  a  tale  enibrme, 
Whiche  were  ayeoe  this  vice  set, 
I  shulde  fare  well  the  bet 


Hie  ponit  confessor  exemplum  contra  illos,  qui 
suis  viribus  presumentes  debiliores  efflcinntur, 
et  narrat  qualiter  ille  Campaneus  miles  in  ar- 
mit  probatissimus  de  sua  presumeuB  aodacia 
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inuocationem  ad  superos  tempore  necessitatis 
ex  vecordia  tum  et  non  aliter  primitus  pruae- 
nisse  asseruit,  unde  in  obsidione  ciuitatis  The- 
barum,  cum  ipse  quodam  die  coram  suis  hosti- 
bus  ad  debellandum  se  obtolit,  ignis  de  celo 
subito  super  veniens  ipsum  armatum  totaliter 
in  cineres  combussit. 

Mv  Sonne  in  all  maner  wise 
Surquedrie  is  to  dcfspise ; 
Wherof  I  fynde  write  thus. 
The  proud  knight  Campaneus, 
He  was  of  suche  Surquedrie, 
That  he  through  his  chiualrie 
Upon  bym  selfe  so  raochell  trust e. 
That  to  the  gods  him  ne  luste 
In  no  quarell  to  beseche. 
But  saide,  it  was  an  ydell  speche,  ' 
Whiche  cause  was  of  pure  drede 
For  lacke  of  herte,  and  for  no  nede: 
And  vpon  suche  presumpciou 
He  helde  this  proude  opinion, 
Tyll  at  the  laste  vpon  a  daie 
About  Thebes,  where  he  lare. 
Whan  it  of  siege  was  beleine. 
This  knight,  as  the  Cronike  seine^ 
In  all  mans  sight  there. 
Whan  he  was  proudest  in  his  gere. 
And  thought  nothyng  might  him  dcre. 
Full  armed  with  his  shelde  and  spere, 
As  he  the  citee  wolde  assaile, 
God  toke  hym  selfe  the  battaile 
Ayenst  his  pride,  and  fro  the  skie 
A  firie  thonder  sodeinly 
He  sende,  and  hym  to  pouder  smote. 
And  thus  the  pride,  whiche  was  bote. 
Whan  he  most  in  his  strength  wende 
Was  brent,  and  lost  withouten  ende» 
So  that  it  prouetb  well  therfore, 
The  strength  of  man  is  sone  lore. 
But  if  that  he  it  well  goueme. 
And  ouer  this  a  man  maie  leme. 
That  eke  full  ofte  tyme  it  grctieth. 
What  that  a  man  him  selfe  beleueth, 
As  though  it  shulde  him  well  beseme. 
That  he  all  other  men  can  deme. 
And  hath  foryete  his  owne  vice» 
A  tale  of  them  that  be  so  nice. 
And  feignen  them  selfe  to  be  so  wise, 
i  shall  the  tell  in  suche  a  wise : 
Wherof  thou  shalte  ensample  take, 
That  thou  no  suche  thynge  rndertake. 

Hie  loquitur  confessor  contra  illos,  qui  de  sua 
Bcientia  presumentes  aliorum  condiciones  dija- 
dicantes  indiscrete  rcdarguunt,  et  narrat  exem- 
plum de  quodam  principe  regis  Hungarie  ger- 
mano,  qui  cum  fratrem  suum  pauperibus  in 
publico  vidit  humiliatum,  ipsum  redai^guendo 
in  contrarium  edocere  presumebat,  s«l  rex 
omni  sapiencia  prepollens,  ipsum  sic  incaate 
presumentem  ad  humilitatis  memoriam  teribili 
prouidentia  mitius  castiganit. 

I  FVNDB  vpon  Surquedrie, 

Howe  that  whilom  of  Hungarie 

By  olde  daies  was  a  kynge. 

Wise,  and  honest  in  all  thynge. 

And  BO  befelle  vpon  a  daie 

(And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Maie) 
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As  tbilke  tyme  it  was  vsance. 
This  kynirey  with  noble  porueiance 
Hath  for  bim  sei^e  bis  chare  araied, 
Whem  he  wolde  ride  amaied, 
Got  of  the  citee  for  to  plaie. 
With  lordes,  and  with  great  Doblaie^ 
Of  Ittstie  folice  that  were  yooge, 
^^liere  some  plaide,  aod  some  soogCy 
And  some  jooe,  aud  some  ride, 
Aod  some  prtpke  her  horse  side, 
Aod  bridkn  them  nowe  in  nowe  out. 
The  kjnge  his  eie  (»ste  aboute, 
Till  be  was  at  last  ware 
And  saw  eomyng  ageine  his  chare. 
Two  pilgremes  ojf  so  great  age. 
That  like  vnto  k  drie  iiil^ge 
That  veren  pale  and  fade  hewed, 
Aod  as  a  biisshe,  wbiche  is  besnewed. 
Their  berdes  weren  bore  and  white : 
There  was  of  kynde  but  a  lite 
That  thei  oe  seioeo  fiilly  deade. 
Thei  oome  to  the  kynge,  and  bede 
Some  of  bis  good  pur  charitee. 
And  he  with  great  humilitee 
Out  of  bis  chare  to  groonde  Icpte, 
Aod  them  in  both  bis  armes  clepte, 
Aod  kist  them  both  foote  aiid  faonda 
Before  the  lordes  of  his  londe. 
Aid  yafe  them  of  his  good  tberto. 
And  wban  he  hath  this  dede  do, 
He  goth  into  his  chare  ageine. 
Tho  was  munnour,  tho  was  disdeigne, 

Tbo  was  complaint  on  euery  side. 
Thei  saiden  of  their  owne  pride 
Echoae  till  other,  what  is  this? 
Our  kynge  hatb  do  this  thing  amisse 
So  to  ^sse  his  roialtee. 
That  euery  man  it  might  see. 
And  humbled  him  in  suche  a  wise 
To  them  that  were  of  none  emprise. 

Thus  was  it  apoken  to  and  ho 
Of  them,  that  were  urith  hym  tho 
All  priudy  behinde  his  backe. 
Bat  to  him  selfe  no  man  spake. 
The  kynges  brother  in  presence 
Was  tbilke  time,  aud  great  offence 
He  toke  tberof,  and  was  the  same 
Aboue  all  other,  whiche  moste  blame 
Upon  his  liege  lorde  hath  layde. 
And  hath  mto  the  lordes  saide 
AnoD,  as  he  maie  time  finde: 
There  shall  nothvuge  be  lefle  behynde. 
That  he  woll  speke  vnto  the  kynge. 
Nowe  liste  what  fell  ?pon  this  thyng. 
Thei  «rere  merie,  and  faire  enough, 
Ecbone  with  other  plaide  and  loug^ 
Aod  fiellen  into  tales  oewe, 
Howe  that  the  freeshe  floures  grewe, 
Aod  bowe  the  greene  leaues  sprooge. 
And  bowe  that  loue  amonge  the  yonge, 
Beganne  tbOkhertes  thin  wake. 
And  euery  birde  hath  chose  his  make. 
And  thus  the  Maies  daie  to  thende 
Tbei  leade,  and  home  ayene  thei  wende. 

The  kynge. was  not  so  soone  come, 
"Hiat  whan  he  had  his  chambre  some. 
His  brother  ne  was  redie  there. 
And  brought  a  tale  vnto  his  eare 
Of  that  he  did  niche  a  shame, 
lo  htndryng  of  his  owne  name : 

I'OL,  II. 


Whan  he  him  selfe  so  wolde  dratdhe^ 
That  to  so  vile  a  powie  wretche 
Him  deigneth  shcwe  suche  simplesse 
Against  the  state  of  his  noblesse. 
And  saith,  he. shall  it  uo  more  vse,- 
And  that  be  mote  him  selfe  excuse 
Towarde  his  lordes  euerichone. 

The  kynge  stode  still  as  any  stone^ 
And  to  his  tale  an  eare  he  laide. 
And  thought  more  than  be  saide. 
But  netheles  to  that  he  heide 
Well  curtoisly  the  kynge  answerde. 
And  tolde,  it  shulde  ben  amended. 
And  thus  whan  that  their  tale  is  ended^ 
All  redy  was  the  bordeand  clothe: 
The  kynge  vnto  his  souper  goth 
Amonge  the  lordes,  to  the  hall. 
And  whan  thei  hadden  souped  all, 
lliei  token  leue,  and  forth  thei  go^ 
The  kynge  bethought  him  selfe  tho, 
Howe  he  his  brother  maie  ehastie. 
That  he  through  his  a^rquedrie 
Toke  vpon  honde,  and  to  dipreiso 
Humilitee,  whiche  is  to  praise  t 
And  thervpon  yafe  suohe  coonseile 
Towarde  his  king,  whiche  was  vnheile 
Wherof  to  be  the  better  lered 
He  thinketh  to  maken  hym  afered. 

It  fell  so,  that  in  thilke  dawe 
There  was  ordeined  by  the  lawe 
A  Trompe,  with  a  steme  breath, 
Whiche  was  doped  the  trompe  of  deaths 
And  in  the  Court,  where  the  kyng  was 
A  certaine  man,  this  trompe  of  brasse 
Hath  in  kepyng,  and  thprof  serueth  ■ 
That  whan  a  lorde  his  death  deseruetb. 
He  shall  this  dredfuU  trumpe  blowe 
Tofore  his  gate,  and  make  it  knowe^ 
How  that  the  iugement  is  yeue 
Of  deathe,  whiche  shall  not  be  foryeiie^ 

The  kynge  whau  it  was  night  anone 
This  man  assent,  and  bad  bira  gone 
To  trumpen  at  his  brothers  gate. 
And  he,  whiche  mote  doue  algate, 
Goth  fborth,  and  doth  the  kynges  beste. 

This  lorde,  whiche  herde  of  this  tempest,' 
That  he  tofore  his  gate  blewe, 
Tho  wist  he  by  the  lawe,  and  knewey 
That  he  was  selferly  deade. 
And  as  of  helpe  be  wist  no  rede: 
But  sonde  for  his  frendes  all, 
And  tolde  them  how  it  is  befisll 

And  thei  hym  aske  cause  why. 
But  he  the  soothe  not,  for  thy 
Ne  wist,  and  there  was  sorowe  tho« 
For  it  stode  thilke  time  so. 
This  trompe  was  of  suche  sentence. 
That  there  ayene  no  resistence 
Thei  coude  ordeine  by  no  weie. 
That  he  ne  mote  algate  deie: 
But  if  so  that  ho  maie  purchace 
To  gette  his  liege  lordes  grace: 
Their  wittes  therupon  thei  cast. 
And  ben  appointed  at  last. 

This  lorae  a  worthie  ladie  had 
Unto  his  wife,  whiche  also  drad 
Hir  lordes  death,  and  children  fiue 
Betwene  hem  two  thei  had  aliue. 
That  weren  yonge,  and  tender  of  age. 
And  of  stBiture,  and  of  visage. 
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Right  fiiire  and  lostie  on  to  tee. 

Tho  casten  thei,  that  he  and  abee, 
Foorthe  with  their  chHdren  on  the  morovre, 
Af  thei  that  were  foil  of  aorove. 
All  naked  but  of  amocke  and  aberte. 
To  tendre  with  the  kynges  herte, 
His  grace  shuld  go  to  seche. 
And  pardon  of  the  death  beaecfae. 

Thnapaasen  thei  thatwofoU  night. 
And  erly  whan  tbei  aawe  it  light, 
Thei  gone  them  iborth  in  anche  a  wise. 
As  thou  tofore  hast  herde  diuise. 
All  naked,  but  their  ahertet  one 
Thei  wepte,  and  made  mnche  mone. 
Their  heare  hanged  about  their  earea, 
With  sobbynge,  and  with  aorye  tearea 
This  lorde  gotb  then  an  humble  paa. 
That  whilom  proude  and  noble  was : 
Wherof  the  citee  sore  a  flight. 
Of  them  that  aawen  thilke  sight 
And  nethelesse  all  openly 
With  anche  wepyng,  and  with  aoche  crie, 
Foorth  with  hia  children,  and  his  wife 
He  goth  to  praie  for  his  life. 

Unto  the  court  whan  thei  be  come. 
And  men  therin  bane  hied  nome. 
There  waa  no  wight,  if  be  them  sie 
From  water  might  kepe  his  eie 
For  aorowe,  whiche  thei  maden  tho. 

The  kyng  aupposeth  of  this  wo, 
And  feigneth,  as  he  nought  ne  wist 
Bot  nethelea  at  hia  Tpriate 
Men  tolde  him,  howe  it  ferde. 
And  whan  that  he  thia  wonder  herde. 
In  haat  he  goth  in  to  the  halle; 
And  all  at  onea  downe  thei  fklle, 
If  any  pitee  maie  be  founde. 
The  kyng,  which  seeth  them  go  to  grooude. 
Hath  asked  them  what  is  the  fere, 
Why  thei  be  ao  diapoiled  there. 

His  brother  saide,  A  lorde  mercy, 
I  wote  none  other  cause  why, 
But  onely  that  this  night  full  late 
The  trompe  of  deathe  waa  at  my  gate. 
In  token  that  I  shulde  die. 
Thus  we  be  come  for  to  preye, 
That  ye  my  worldea  deathe  reapite. 

Ha  foole,  how  thon  art  for  to  wite, 
The  kynge  vnto  hia  brother  saide. 
That  thou  arte  of  ao  litell  fraide. 
That  onely  for  a  trompea  aowne 
Hath  gone  diapoiled  through  the  towne. 
Thou,  and  thy  wife  in  auche  monere, 
Foorthe  with  thy  children  that  ben  here 
In  aight  of  all  men  aboute; 
For  that  thou  soyst,  thou  art  in  doubt 
Of  death,  whiche  stant  vnderthe  lawe 
Of  man,  and  man  maie  it  withdrawe. 
So  that  it  male  perchance  foile. 
Kowe  Shalt  thou  not  for  thy  memaile 
That  I  downe  from  my  ehare  alight. 
Whan  I  behelde  to  fore  my  sight. 
In  them  that  were  of  ao  great  age, 
Myn  owne  dethe  through  their  ymage, 
Whiche  god  hath  aet  by  lawe  of  kynde, 
Wherof  I  maie  no  boote  finde. 
For  well  I  wote,  suche  as  thei  bee, 
Right  auche  am  I  in  my  degree. 
Of  fleaahe,  and  bloud,  and  so  shall  dele. 
And  thna  though  1  that  lawe  obeie. 


Of  whiche  that  kjrnges  be  put  Tnder, 
It  ought  be  well  the  lease  wonder 
Than  thou,  whiche  arte  without  nede 
For  lawe  of  londe  in  such&a  drede: 
Whiche  for  to  accompte  is  but  a  iape, 
As  thing,  which  thou  might  ouerscape. 
For  thy  my  brother  after  this 
I  rede,  that  aethen,  that  ao  is. 
That  thou  canst  drede  a  man  ao  sore, 
Drede  god  with  all  tbyn  hcrte  more. 
For  all  shall  die,  and  all  shall  paaae. 
As  well  a  lyon  as  an  asse : 
As  well  a  begger  as  a  lorde 
Towardea  deathe  in  one  accorde 
Thei  shall  atonde,  and  in  thia  wise 
The  kynge  with  his  wordes  wise. 
His  brother  tought,  and  all  foryeue. 

GOKFESiOH. 

For  thy  my  sonne  if  thou  wolt  Hoe 
In  vertue,  thou  must  vice  eschewe. 
And  with  lowe  herte  humblesse  sewe. 
So  that  thou  be  not  surquedons. 

AMAWS. 

My  lather  I  am  amorous, 
Wherof  I  wolde  you  beseche. 
That  ye  me  by  some  wale  teache, 
Whiche  might  in  loues  cause  atande. 

COHFBBSOR. 

My  aonne  thon  shalte  ynderstande. 
In  lone,  and  other  thyngea  all 
if  that  Burquedry  foil. 
It  maie  to  him  not  well  betide. 
Which  vaeth  thilke  vice  of  pride, 
Whiche  toumeth  wiaedome  to  wenyng, . 
And  aothfoatnea  into  leayoge 
Through  foule  imagtoacion. 
And  for  thyn  enformacion, 
That  thou  thia  vice  (as  I  the  rede) 
Ewhewe  shalte,  a  tale  1  rede, 
Whiche  folle  whilom  by  daiea  olde. 
So  as  the  olerke  Ouide  tolde. 

Hie  in  apecialt  tractat  Confeasor  cum  Amante 
contra  illoa,  qui  de  propria  formositate  preaa- 
mentea  amorem  mulieris  dedignantur,  Et  nar- 
rat  exemplum,  qualiter  cuinsdam  principia 
filiuf  Nomine  Narcissua  estiuo  tempore,  cum 
ipse  Tenationis  causa  quendam  ceruum  solus 
cum  suis  canibus  exagitaret,  in  grauem  sitim 
incurrens  necessitate  compnlsus  ad  brbendum 
de  quodam  fonte  pronus  incliuautt:  vbi  ipse 
fociem  suam  pulcherrimam  in  aqua  percipiena 
putabat  Be*per  hoc  illam  Nimpham,  quam  poete 
Echo  vocant  in  flumine  coram  suis  oculis  con- 
apexiase,  de  cuius  amore  confestim  laqueatus,  vt 
ipsam  ad  se  de  fonte  extroberet,  pluribus  blaii- 
diciis  adnlabatur,  sed  cum  ilhid  nullatenos  per- 
ficere  potuit,  pre  nimio  longuore  deficiena 
contra  lapides  ibidem  adiaceutes  caput  exuer* 
berana  cerebmm  effudit. 

THiai  was  whilom  a  lordea  aonne, 
Whiche  of  his  pride  a  vice  wonne 
Hath  caught,  that  worthie  to  his  liehe. 
To  aechea  all  the  worldes  riefae 
There  waa  no  woman  for  to  loue. 
So  high  he  set  him  aelfe  above 
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Of  statnrer  and  of  beautee  boUie, 
Thst  him  thought  all  women  lotbe. 
So  was  there  no  oompariton, 
Ai  towarde  his  coodicioD. 

This  yooge  lorde  Narcissus  biglit. 
No  strength  of  lamt  hove  might 
Hia  heite^  which  it  ▼naaied. 
BqC  at  teste  he  was  begiled. 
For  of  the  goddes  poiiieiance  • 
It  feUe  him  on  a  osie  percbauce, 
That  he  in  all  his  pnHide  fere. 
Unto  the  ibiest  gan  to  fisre 
AmoQge  other,  that  there  were. 
To  hunt,  and  disporte  him  there. 
And  whan  be  came  in  to  the  place. 
Where  that  be  welde  make  his  cbace, 
The  boundes  were  within  a  throwe 
Uncoupled,  aiid  the  homes  blowc* 
The  great  herte  anone  was  fooiide, 
With  swifte  ieete  set  on  the  grounde: 
And  be  with  spore  in  horse  side. 
Him  basteth  feste  for  to  ride. 
Till  all  men  be  lefte  behynde. 
And  as  he  rode  voder  a  lynde 
fieside  a  rocboy  as  1  the  tell. 
He  sawe  where  spronge  a  lustie  well. 
The  daie  was  wondre  hotte  witball. 
And  soche  a  thorste  was  on  him  fall, 
Tbat  he  must  other  die  or  drinke. 
And  downe  be  light,  and  by  the  brinke 
He  tide  his  hors  Toto  a  branche 
And  iaide  him  lowe  for  to  stancbe. 
His  thnrst:  And  as  he  cast  his  loke 
Into  the  well,  and  hede  toke, 
He  nwe  the  like  of  bis  vitage, 
And  wende  there  were  an  yroage 
Of  suche  a  nymphe,  as  tho  war  fay  e 
Wherof  that  toue  his  herte  assaye 
Began,  as  it  was  after  sene 
Of  his  sotie,  and  made  him  wene 
It  were  a  woman,  that  be  sighe. 
The  more  that  he  came  the  well  nigh,  . 
The  nere  came  she  to  bim  ageine: 
So  wbt  he  iieuer  what  to  seine. 
For  whan  he  wepte,  be  sawe  bir  wepe. 
And  whan  he  cried,  be  toke  good  kepe. 
The  same  worde  she  cried  also. 
And  thus  began  the  newe  wo, 
Tbat  whilom  was  to  him  lo  strange. 
Tho  made  him  lone  and  harde  escbange 
To  set  his  herte,  and  to  begynne 
Thyng,  wbicbe  he  might  neuer  Wynne. 
And  eoer  amonge  he  gan  to  loute. 
And  praieth,  that  she  to  bim  come  out 
And  other  while  hegotb  a  ferre, 
And  other  while  be  draweth  nerre : 
And  ener  he  fonde  hir  in  o  place. 
He  wepeth,  he  crteth,  be  a^eth  grace. 
There  as  he  might  gette  none. 
So  that  ayeoe  a  nx^e  of  stone. 
As  he  tbat  knewe  none  other  reade 
He  smote  bim  selfe  till  he  was  deade : 
Wherof  the  Nympbes  of  the  welles^ 
And  other  that  there  weren  els 
Unto  the  wodes  belongende,       , 
The  bodie,  wbicbe  was  deade  lyggendtt 
For  pore  pitee,  tbat  theihaue,   . 
Uipdcr  graoe  thei  begrane. 
And  than  out  of  his  sepulture 
There  tprooge  anone  peraoentura 


Of  floures  suche  a  wonder  sight. 
That  men  eosample  take  might 
Upon  the  dedes,  which  he  dede. 
And  tho  was  sene  in  other  stede: 
For  in  the  uynter  fresshe  and  faire 
The  floures  bene,  whiche  is  contraiie 
To  kynde,  and  so  was  the  folic, 
Whiche  fell  of  bis  surquedrie. 

Thus  he,  whiche  loue  bad  in  disdeigne 
Werst  of  all  other  was  beseine. 
And  as  he  set  bis  price  most  hie. 
He  was  lest  worthie  in  loues  eie. 
And  most  be  iaped  in  bis  witte, 
Wherof  the  remembrance  is  yet: 
So  that  thou  might  ensample  take. 
And  eke  all  other  for  his  sake. 

AMAHS. 

My  father>  as  toucbende  of  mee. 
This  Tice  I  thinke  for  to  flee, 
Whiche  of  his  wenjrng  euer  trowetb. 
And  namelich  of  thing,  wbicbe  groweth 
In  loues  causCy  or  well  or  wo: 
Yet  prided  in  me  neuer  sOi 
But  wolde  god  that  graoe  sende. 
That  towarde  me  my  lady  wende^ 
As  I  towardes  bir  wene. 
My  loue  shulde  so  be  sene, 
There  shulde  go  no  pride  a  place. 
But  1  am  farre  tto  thilke  grace. 
And  for  to  speake  of  tyme  nowe. 
So  mote  I  suflTre,  I  praie  you. 
That  ye  woU  oske  on  other  side. 
If  there  be  any  point  of  pride: 
Wherof  it  nedeth  me  to  be  sbriue* 

CONrSSIOR. 

My  sonne^  god  it  the  foryeue. 
If  thou  haue  any  thynge  mysdo 
Touchend  of  this:  but  euermo 
Ther  is  another  yet  of  pride, 
Whiche  neuer  ooude  his  wordea  blde^ 
Tliat  he  ne  wolde  bym  selfe  auanntx 
There  male  nothinge  his  tonge  daonti 
That  he  ne  clappeth  as  a  belle, 
Wherof  if  thou  wolt  that  I  telle« 
It  is  behouely  for  to  here. 
So  that  thou  might  thy  tonge  store 
Toward  the  woride,  and  stande  in  graces 
Which  lacketh  ofte  in  many  a  place 
To  hym  that  cah  not  sitte  still, 
Whiche  els  shulde  haue  all  his  will. 


Msgniloqoe  propriam  minuit  iactantifi  linguc« 
Famam  quam  stabilem  firmat  honore  iilenSf 

Ipse  sui  laudem  meritt  non  percipit,  Tnde 
Se  sua  per  verba  iactat  in  oibepatem, 

Est  que  viri  culpa  iactantia,  quvrubifactas 
In  muliere  reas  causat  habere  genas 

Hie  loqnitur  de  qnarta  specie  soperbie,  que  iao* 
tantia  dicitur,  ex  coins  nature  causatur,  vt 
homo  de  se  ipso  testimonium  perhibens,  suarum 
▼irtntum  merita  de  hrode  in  culpam  transfert  et 
suam  fomam  cum  extollere  vellet«  illam  proprio 
ore  subuertit.  Bed  et  Venus  in  amoris  causa  de 
ist0  vicio  maculatos  a  sua  curia  super  omnes 
alios  abhorrens  expellit,  et  eorum  multiloquiuni 
verecundia  detestatur,  vnde  Conlaisor  Amanti 
opponens  materiam  plenius  declarat. 


96 


GOW£R'S  POEMS. 


The  vice  cleped  aMDtance, 
With  pride  bath  take  bis  acqueintance* 
So  that  his  owae  price  he  lassetb^ 
Whan  be  sucbe  raesare  ooerpassetb^ 
That  be  his  owne  heraiilde  is, 
i'hat  first  waa  well,  is  than  amiase. 
That  was  thanke  worthie,  ia  than  blame  i 
And  thus  the  worshippe  of  his  name^ 
Through  firide  of  his  auaotrie, 
lle'touroeth  into  vilooie. 

I  rede,  howe  that  this  proude  vice 
tiath  thilke  hunt  in  bis  office, 
Throagh  whiche  the  blastes  that  he  bloweth 
^he  mans  fiime  be  ouerthroweth 
Of  vertue,  whiche  sbulde  els  sprynge. 
Unto  the  worldes  knowlegyng: 
But  he  fordothe  it  all  to  8ore« 
And  right  of  sucbe  maner  lore 
There  ben  louers,  for  thy  if  thou 
Arte  one  of  hem,  tell  and  saie  howe. 
Whan  thou  hast  taken  any  thynge 
Of  loues  yafte,  or  ouche,  or  ryoge. 
Or  toke  rpon  the  for  the  colde 
Some  goodly  worde  that  the  was  tolde 
Of  frendly  chere,  or  token,  or  letter, 
Wherof  thyn  herte  was  the  better. 
Of  that  she  sent  the  gretyng 
Hast  thou  for  pride  of  thy  lykyng 
liade  thyn  auavuit«  where  as  the  liste  ? 

AHAKI. 

1  wolde  father  that  ye  wistf 

My  conscience  lyeth  not  here: 

Vet  had  I  neuer  sucbe  mattere, 

Wherof  myn  herte  myght  amende. 

Not  of  so  muche  as  she  sende 

By  mouth,  and  saide,  Grete  htm  well. 

And  thus  for  that  there  is  no  dele, 

Wherof  to  make  mine  auaunt. 

It  is  to  reason  accoitiaunt. 

That  I  mate  neuer,  but  I  lie. 

Of  loue  make  aoaantrie. 

I  wote  not  what  I  sbulde  haue  do« 

If  that  1  bad  encbeson  so. 

As  ye  haue  saide  here  many  one: 

But  I  fond  cause  neuer  none 

But  dauuger,  whiche  me  welnie  slough  s 

Therof  I  couth  tell  enough. 

And  of  none  other  auantaunce : 

Thus  nedeth  me  no  repentaunce. 

Kowe  asketh  forther  of  my  life: 

For  herof  am  I  not  giltife. 

My  Sonne,  I  am  well  paid  with  all. 
For  trite  it  well  in  special. 
That  lone  of  his  teraie  iostice, 
Aboue  al)  other  ayeiie  thia  ^ice^ 
At  all  times  most  debateth 
With  all  bis  berte:  and  most  it  haUth: 
And  eke  in  all  maner  wise 
Anauntrie  is  to  despise. 
As  by  ensample  thou  might  witte, 
Vrbiche  I  fynde  in  the  bokes  tvritte. 

Hie  ponit  confessor  etempli^m  contra  iltos,  qui 
▼el  de  sua  in  arm  is  pfobitate,  veY  de  soo  in 
amoris  causa  desiderio  completo  se  iactant,  £t 
narrat  qtuditer  Attnnus  primus  rex  Longo  bar- 
dorom  cum  ipse  quendam  alium  regem  nomine 
Ourmtindtim  in  bello  morientem  triumphasset, 
ttsUnr  capitis  dehincti  auferens  ciphum  ex  ea 


gemmis  et  auro  circumligatuifi  in  sdeTidtOrftf 
memoriam  iabrieari  constituit,  in  super  eCipsiufl 
Onmnndi  filiam  R<$semundam  rapiens,  mari« 
tali  thoro  in  coniogem  sibi  copilaait.  Unide  ipao 
Albino  postea  coram  sui  regni  nobilibas  in  sac 
regali  conuiuio  sedente  dicti  Ourmundi  ciphum 
inftno  rino  ad  se  inter  epnlas  afierri  iussit,  quern 
sumptum  vxori  sue  regine  porrexit  dieens.  Bibe 
cum  patre  tuo,  quod  et  ipsa  huiusmodi  opens 
ignara  fecit,  .ftuo  facto  ret  stathn  super  his 
que  prius  gesta  fderant  cunctis .  andientibas 
per  singula  se  iactauit.  Regina  Tero  cum  talis 
audisset  animo  cdato  (actum  obborrens  in  mor- 
tem domini  sui  regis  circumspeetaindnatria  con- 
spirauit  Ipaomque  auxiliantlbus  Olodesida  tt 
Helmegre  breui  sub  aecuto  tempore  interfecit, 
cuius  mortem  dux  rauenensis  tarn  in  corpus 
regine  quam  suorum  fautoram  postea  Tin* 
dicauit* 

Or  them,  that  we  Itimbardes  now  call, 

Albinus  Was  the  firste  of  all. 

Which  bare  crowne  of  Lumbardie, 

And  was  of  great  cbiualrie 

In  warre  ageinst  diuers  kynges* 

So  felle  amonjge  other  thynges. 

That  he  that  time  a  warre  had 

With  Ourmund,  which  the  Geptes  lad. 

And  was  a  mightie  kynge  also: 

But  netheles  it  fell  hym  so, 

Albinus  slough  him  in  the  felde, 

Ther  balpe  him  nother  spere  ne  sbelde^ 

That  he  ne  smote  his  head  of  than^ 

Wherof  he  toke  away  the  panne: 

Of  whiche  he  saide  he  woMe  mak^ 

A  cuppe,  for  Gurmnndes  sake. 

To  kepe  and  drawe  in  to  memorie 

Of  his  bataile  the  rictorie. 

And  thus  when  he  the  fclde  had  wonfie*. 

The  londe  anon  was  ouerronne. 

And  seised  in  his  owne  honde. 

Where  he  Qurtnundes  doughter  fonde, 

Whiche  maide  Rosamunde  bight. 

And  Has  in  euery  mans  sight 

A  faire,  fresshe,  a  lustie  one. 

His  herte  fill  to  her  anonp. 

And  siichc  a  loue  on  hir  he  cast^ 

That  he  hir  wedded  at  the  laste. 

And  after  that  longe  time  in  reste 

With  hir  he  dwellcth,  and  to  the  bcfte 

lliey  loue  eche  other  wonder  wele: 

But  she,  whiche  kepeth  the  biynd  whele, 

Venus,  when  tbei  be  uioste  aboue 

In  all  the  hottest  of  her  loue, 

Hir  whele  she  tornetb,  and  thei  fell 

In  the  maner  as  I  shall  tell. 

This  kyuge,  whiche  stode  in  all  bis  welth; 

Of  pees,  of  Worship,  and  of  helth, 

Ahd  felt  him  on  no  side  greoed. 

As  he  that  hath  his  worlde  acheued : 

Tho  thought  be  wolde  a  feast  make. 

And  that  was  for  his  wines  sake. 

That  she  the  lordes  of  the  feste 

That  were  obeisant  to  his  heste, 

Male  knowe :  and  so  foorth  there  vpov 

He  let  ordeine,  and  sent  anon 

By  letters,  and  by  messengen. 

And  warned  ail  his  officers, 

That  euery  thynge  be  well  araidef 

The  great  stedes  were  assaide 
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For  ioftynge  an^  for  tomanenty 
And  Dany  a  perled  garuemeDt 
Embrooded  was  againe  the  date, 
Tbe  kMdca  in  their  besfie  araie 
Be  comen  at  tbe  time  sette. 
One  instethwell  an  other  bet. 
And  other  while  thei  toniei : 
And  thus  thei  east  care  awey. 
And  tokeD  lustes  vpon  bonde. 
And  after  thou  shalt  Toderitoadey 
To  mete  iuto  the  kynges  halle 
Thei  comen,  as  thei  be  bidden  all. 
And  whan  thei  were  setie  and  serued, 
Than  after,  as  it  was  deserued. 
To  tbum»  that  wortbie  knightes  were. 
So  as  thei  setten  here  and  there. 
The  price  was  youen,  and  spoken  oot 
Amonge  the  heraudcs  all  about. 
And  thus  beoethe,  and  eke  aboue 
All  was  of  armes  and  of  loue, 
Wberof  about  at  bourdes 
Men  had  many  sondrie  wordes, 
That  of  the  mirtbe,  whiche  thei  made. 
The  kynge  him  selfe  bepin  to  glade 
intbin  his  herte,  and  toke  a  pride ; 
And  save  the  cuppe  stonde  aside, 
Whiche  made  was  of  Gormnodes  head. 
As  ye  bane  herde  whan  he  was  dead : 
And  was  witli  golde  and  riche  stones 
Beset  and  boonde  for  the  nones. 
And  stode  rpon  a  foote  on  bighte 
Of  horned  guide,  and  with  great  slight 
Of  werkmeoship  it  was  begraue 
Of  SQche  worke,  as  it  shulde  hauet 
And  polisshed  was  eke  so  c|^ne, 
That  no  sitme  of  the  scqlle  was  sene. 
But  as  it  were  a  grips  eie. 

The  kyngbadde  beara  bis  cuppe  aweie, 
Whicbe  stode  before  hym  op  the  bordci 
And  fette  thiike  vpon  his  worde. 

The  senile  is  fette,  and  wine  therin, 
Wherof  be  badde  his  wife  beginne, 
Urinke  with  thy  father,  dame  he  saide. 
And  she  to  his  byddyng  obeide. 
And  toke  the  senile,  and  what  hir  liste 
She  drinkethy  as  ^be,  whiche  nothyng  wist 
What  cap  it  was :  and  than  all  out 
The  kynge  in  audience  about 
Hatb  tolde,  it  was  hir  fathers  senile. 
So  that  the  lorde^  knowe  shull 
Of  bis  bataile  a  sooth  witnesse, 
And  made  auant  through  what  prowef 
He  hath  hb  wiuoi  loue  wonne, 
Whicbe  of  the  senile  hath  so  h^gonne, 
Tho  was  there  mQcbell  pride  alofle, 
Thei  speaken  all,  and  she  was  softe, 
Thinkcside  on  thilke  rnkynde  pride« 
Of  that  hir  lorie,  so  nigh  hir  side 
Anantetb  hym,  t^at  he  hatb  flaine* 
And  piked  out  hir  fothers  braioe, 
And  of  tbe  senile  bath  made  a  cuppe. 
She  sufiered  all  till  thei  were  rppei 
And  tho  she  hath  sekenesse  feigned. 
And  goth  to  chambre,  and  hath  compleined 
Unto  a  maide,  whicbe  she  trust. 
80  that  none  other  wighte  it  wust. 
This  maide  Olodeside  is  bote. 
To  wbome  this  ladie  hath  by  bote,. 
Of  faidiship  all  that  she  can, 
^o  aoeofen  Uic  ^P^Q  ^i*  va*°> 


Whiche  did  hir  drinke  in  suche  a  plite 
Amonge  them  all  for  despite 
Of  hir,  and  of  hir  father  bothe, 
Wherof  hir  thoughtes  ben  so  uTothe, 
She  saith,  that  she  shall  net  be  glad, 
Till  that  she  se  hym  so  bestad. 
That  he  no  more  make  aiiannt. 
And  thus  thei  fep  in  couena)int. 
That  thei  acorden  at  tbe  laste 
With  suche  wiles,  ^s  thei  caste. 
That  thei  woll  gette  of  their  accorda 
Some  orped  knight  to  sle  this  lurde, 
And  with  this  sleight  thei  begynne 
Howe  thei  Helmege  might  wynne, 
Whiche  was  the  kyuges  botiier, 
A  proode  and  a  lustie  bachitler: 
And  Glodeside  he  loueth  bote. 
And  she  to  make  hym  more  assole,  • 
Hir  lone  graunteth,  and  by  night 
Thei  shape  howe  thei  to  geder  might 
A  bedde  mete:  and  done  it  mras. 

The  same  night,  and  in  this  cas 
The  queene  hir  selfe,  the  nigh,t  seconde 
Went  in  hir  stede,  and  there  she  fonde 
A  chaumber  derke  without  light. 
And  goth  to  bedde  to  this  knight. 
And  he  to  kepe  kis  obseraance 
I'o  loue',  doth  his  obeisance, 
And  weneth  it  be  Glodeside 
And  she  than  af^r  laie  a  sidfv 
And  axeth  hym,  what  he  hatb  do. 
And  who  she  was,  she  tolde  hym  tho. 
And  saidc  Helmege,  I  am  the  queene, 
Nowe  shall  thy  lone  well  besene' 
Of  that  thou  hast  thy  will  wrought. 
Or  it  shall  sore  ben  abought. 
Or  thou  shalt  worche,  as  I  the  saie» 
And  if  thou  wolt  by  suche  a  waie 
Do  my  plesance,  and  holde  it  still. 
For  eqer  1  shall  ben  at  thy  will 
Both  I,  and  all  mine  heritage. 
A  none  the  wilde  loues  rage, 
In  whiohe  qo  man  him  can  goueme^ 
Made  hym,  that  he  c^n  qot  weme^ 
But  fell  all  holle  to  hir  assent 
And  thqs  the  whele  is  all  misweqt, 
The  whiche  fortune  hath  vpon  honde 
For  howe  that  euer  it  after  stonde, 
Thei  shope  amonge  them  suche  a  wile^^ 
Tbe  kyn^e  was  dead  within  a  while^ 
So  slily  came  it  not  aboute. 
That  thei  ne  ben  discouered  out. 
So  that  it  thought  them  for  the  best 
To  flee,  for  therp  was  nq  reste. 
And  thus  the  tne$our  of  the  kynge 
Thei  trusq^e,  nnd  n^uche  other  tbynge, 
And  with  a  certaine  f^^lowsbip 
Thei  fled,  and  weni  awey  by  ship, 
And  helde  their  night  course  from  thea 
Till  that  thei  comen  to  Rauenne, 
Where  thei  the  dukes  heipe  soi^^ht. 
And  he,  so  as*  thei  him  besought, 
A  place  graunteth  for  to  dw^ll« 
But  after,  when  he  herd  tell 
Of  the  maner,  howe  thei  haue  do. 
The  duke  l$t  shape  for  them  so. 
That  of  a  poison,  whiche  thei  dronke 
Thei  hadden  that  thei  ban  beswonke. 
An4  all  this  made  auant  of  pride. 
Good  11  tberfore  a  njdn  to  l^ide 
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His  owne  price :  for  if  he  apeftke^ 

He  maie  lightelicbe  bis  thanke  breake. 

In  armes  lyeth  none  auantanee 

To  biiOi  which  thinketh  his  name  auance. 

And  be  renoraed  of  his  dede. 

And  also  who  that  thinketh  to  fpede 

Of  loue,  be  maie  not  him  auannte. 

For  what  man  thilke  vice  haunte^ 

His  purpose  shall  full  ofte  faile: 

In  arraes  he  that  woll  trauaile* 

Or  elles  loues  g^race  ntteine. 

His  lose  tonge  he  mote  restreine, 

Whiche  beareth  of  bis  honour  the  keie. 

For  thy  my  sonne  in  all  weie   ' 
Take  right  good  hede  of  this  mattere. 

I  thanke  you  my  fiither  dere, 
This  Bcholeis  of  a  gentyll  lore: 
And  if  there  be  ought  dies  more 
Of  pride,  whiche  I  shall  eschewe, 
Nowe  axeth  forth,  and  I  woll  shewe 
What  thynge,  that  ye  me  woH  enforme. 

CONFESSOR, 

My  Sonne  yet  in  other  forme 
There  is  a  vice  of  prides  lore, 
Whiche  like  an  hawke,  whan  he  wUl  sore, 
Fleeth  vp  on  high  in  his  delices 
After  the  likyng  of  bis  rices. 
And  woll  no  mans  reason  knowe. 
Till  he  downe  fall,  and  onerthrowe. 
This  vice  Vainglorie  is  bote, 
Wherof  my  sonne  I  the  bybote 
To  trete  and  speke  in  sache  a  wise. 
That  thoa  the  might  better  auise. 

Gloria  perpetnos  pT^:nat  mundane  dolores, 

Sui  tamen  est  vanns  gaudia  vana  cupit. 
Eius  amicitians  qnem  gloria  tollit  inanis, 

Non  sine  blandiciis  planus  habebit  homo. 
Verbis  compositis  qui  scit  strigUa  re  fauellnmt 

Scandere  follata  inra  valebit  eques. 
Sic  in  amore  magis  qui  blanda  subomat  in  ore 

Verba,  per  hoc  brauium  quod  nequit,  alter  babet, 
Et  tamen  ornatos  cantos,  varios  que  paratus, 

Leta  que  corda  snis  legibus  optat  amor. 

Hie  loquitur  de  quinta  specie  superbie,  que  luanis 
gloria  vocatur.  Rt  eiusdem  vicii  natur^m  prime 
describens  super  eodem  in  amoris  causa  pon- 
fessor  amanti  cohsequenter  opponit. 

The  proude  vice  of  vainglorie 

Kemembreth  nought  of  pnrgatorie. 

His  worides  ioyes  ben  so  great 

Him  thinketh  of  heuen  no  beyete. 

This  Nues  pompe  is  all  his  pes. 

Yet  shall  he  deie  nethdes. 

And  therof  thinketh  he  but  ^  lite. 

For  all  his  lust  is  to  delite 

In  newe  thsmges,  proude  and  vaine, 

As  fkrfoorth  as  he  maie  attaine 

I  trowe,  if  that  be  might  make 

His  bodie  newe,  be  wolde  take 

A  newe  fonne,  and  leane  his  oldf . 

For  what  thyng,  that  he  maie  bebolde. 

The  whiche  to  comon  vse  is  strange. 

Anon  his  olde  guise  change 

He  woll,  and  falle  thervpon*, 

Uke  vnto  the  Camelion 


Whiche  vpon  euery  sondrie  bewe^ 

That  he  beholt,  be  mote  newe 

His  colour :  and  thus  vnauised 

Full  ofte  tyme  be  stant  disguised 

More  joylife  than  the  byrde  in  Maie: 

He  maketh  him  euer  fresshe  and  gaie. 

And  doth  all  his  araie  disguyse. 

So  that  of  hym  the  newe  gnyse 

Of  lusty  folke  all  other  Uke, 

And  eke  he  can  caroUes  make. 

Roundel,  balade,  and  verehiie. 

And  with  all  this,  if  that  be  maie 

Of  lone  gete  him  auantage. 

Anone  he  waxt  of  his  oorage. 

So  ouer  glad,  that  of  his  ende 

He  thinketh  there  is  no  deth  comende. 

For  be  hath  than  at  all  tide 

Of  loue  suche  maner  pride. 

Him  thinketh  his  ioy  is  endeles. 

CONFESSOa. 

Now  shriue  the  sonne  in  goddes  pees. 
And  of  thy  loue  telle  me  plaine, 
Yf  that  thy  glorie  hath  be  so  vaine. 

AWAIIS. 

My  father  as  tonchend  of  all, 
1  maie  not  well,  ne  noughten  shall. 
Of  vaine  glorie  excuse  mee. 
That  I  ne  bane  for  loue  bee 
The  better  adressyd  and  araide: 
And  also  I  haue  ofte  assaide 
Rottudel,  balades,  and  verelaie 
For  hir,  on  whom  myn  hert  laie. 
To  make,  and  also  for  to  peinte 
Carollis  with  my  wordes  queinte 
To  set  my  purpose  alofte. 
And  thus  I  sange  them  forth  full  ofte 
In  halle,  and  eke  in  cbambre  aboqte. 
And  made  mery  amonge  the  route. 

But  yet  ne  ferde  I  not  the  bet: 
Thus  was  my  glorie  in  vaine  beset 
Of  all  the  ioy  that  I  made. 
For  when  I  wolde  with  hir  glade. 
And  of  hir  loue  sooges  make : 
She  saide,  it  was  not  for  hir  sake. 
And  liste  not  my  songes  here, 
Ne  witen,  what  the  wordes  were. 
So  for  to  speke  of  mjrn  arraie 
Yet  coude  1  neuer  be  so  gaie, 
Ne  so  well  make  a  songe  of  loue, 
Wherof  I  might  ben  aboue^ 
And  haue  enchesoo  to  be  gladde: 
But  rather  I  am  ofte  adradde 
For  sorow,  that  she  saith  me  naie. 

And  netheles  I  woll  not  saie. 
That  I  nam  gladde  on  other  side. 
For  fktne,  that  can  nothyng  bide. 
All  daie  ivoli  bring  vnto  myn  ere 
Of  that  men  speken  here  and  there* 
How  that  my  lady  beareth  the  price. 
How  she  is  faire,  how  she  is  wise. 
How  she  is  womanliche  of  chere; 
Of  all  this  thing  whan  1  maie  here. 
What  wonder  is  though  I  be  laine  ? 
And  eke  when  I  maie  here  saine 
Tidynges  of  my  ladies  hele. 
All  though  I  maie  not  with  hir  dele  ^ 
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Yet  am  I  wonder  ^ad  of  that  | 

For  wen  I  wote  bir  good  estate,  . 

As  for  that  tyme  I  dare  well  swere. 

None  other  sorowe  male  me  dere. 

Tliui  am  I  gladed  in  thisi  wise. 

Bat  father  of  your  lores  wise. 

Of  vhiehe  ye  be  fully  taught, 

Nowe  telle  me  if  ye  thtnke  ought 

That  I  therof  am  to  wite. 

Of  that  there  is,  1  the  acqoite 
My  Sonne,  he  saide:  and  for  thy  good 
I  woll  that  thou  voderstode. 
For  I  thinke  vpoo  this  matters 
To  tell  a  tale,  as  thou  shalt  here,    ^ 
Howe  thatageine  thif  proud  vice 
The  high  god,  of  his  justice, 
Is  wrothe,  and  great  vengeance  dooth. 
Nowe  herfcen  a  tale,  whiche  is  sooth. 
Though  it  be  nought  of  loues  kinde, 
A  great  ensample  thou  shalt  finde 
This  vaine  glorie  for  to  flee. 
Which  is  so  full  of  yanitee. 

Horaaai  generis  cum  sit  tibi  gloria  maior, 
Sspe  sobease  solet  proximis  ille  dolor. 

Mens  elata  graoes  descensus  s»pe  sobibit 
Mens  humilis  stabile  molle  que  firmat  iter. 

Motibus  innumeris  volutat  fortuna  per  oibem, 
Cum  magis  alta  petis  inferiora  time. 


Uic  pooit  confessor  exemplum  contra  Titium  ina- 
ois  glorie,  narrans  qualiter  Nabogodonoaor  rex 
Caldeorum  cum  ipse  in  qnmi  sue  maiestatis 
gloria  celsior  extitisset,  deos  eius  soperbiam 
castigare  Tolens,  ipsum  extra  fonnam  bominis 
in  bestiam  fcenum  comedentem  trannnutauit 
£t  sic  per  septennium  penitens  cum  ipse  po- 
tentiorem  se  agnouit,  misertus  deus  ipsum  in 
sui  legni  solium  restitute  sanitete  emendatum 
graciosias  collocauit. 

Th£RE  was  a  kynge,  that  much  mighty 
Which  Nabugodooosor  bight: 
Of  whom  that  I  spake  here  tofore. 
Yet  in  the  Bible  this  name  is  bore. 
For  all  the  worlde  in  thorient 
Was  hole  at  his  commandemeiit, 
As  than  of  kyngcs  to  his  liche 
Was  none  so  mighty,  ne  so  riche. 
To  hb  empire,  and  to  hb  lawes. 

As  who  saithy  all  in  thilke  dawes 

Were  obeisant,  and  tribute  here. 

As  though  he  god  of  eithe  were. 

With  strength  he  put  kynges  Tuder, 

And  wrought  of  pride  many  a  wonder. 

He  was  so  full  of  Tainglorie, 

That  he  ne  had  nomemorie. 

That  there  was  any  god  but  hee. 

For  pride  of  his  prosperitee: 

Till  that  the  high  kyng  of  kynges, 

Which  seeth  and  kaoweth  all  thynges, 

Whose  eie  mate  nothyng  asterte 

The  prioitees  of  mans  herte, 

Thei  speken  and  sowne  in  bis  ere, 

As  though  thei  loude  wyndes  were. 

He  toke  vengeance  of  his  pride. 
But  for  he  wolde  a  while  abide 
To  k>ke,  if  he  wolde  him  amendey 
To  him  albxv  tokep  be  sende* 


And  that  was  in  his  slepe  by  night 
This  proiide  kyng  a  wonder  sight 
Had  in  his  sweuen,  there  he  laie. 
Him  thought  vpon  a  mery  daie. 
As  he  behelde  the  worid  about, 
A  tre  full  growe  he  sawe  there  out. 
Which  stode  in  the  world  amiddes  cuen, 
Whos  height  straugbt  vp  to  the  heuen: 
The  leues  weren  faire  and  large. 
Of  frute  it  here  so  ripe  a  charge. 
That  all  men  it  might  fede. 
He  sawe  also  the  bowes  sprede 
A  boue  all  erth,  in  whiche  were 
The  kinde  of  all  byrdes  there. 

And  eke  him  thought  he  sawe  also 
The  kinde  of  all  bestes  go 
Under  the  tre  about  rounde, 
And  fedden  them  vpon  the  grounde. 

As  he  this  vnderstode  and  sigh 
Him  thought  he  herde  a  voice  on  high 
Cryende,  and  saide  abouen  all: 
Hewe  downe  this  tree,  and  let  it  fiUl. 
The  leues  lette  defoule  in  hast. 
And  do  the  frute  destroie  and  wast. 
And  let  of  shreden  euery  branche. 
But  at  rote  he  let  it  stanche. 
Whan  all  his  pride  is  cast  to  grounde 
The  rote  shall  be  fast  bounde. 
And  shall  no  mans  herte  here. 
But  euery  lust  he  shall  forbere 
Of  man,  and  like  an  oxe  his  mete 
Of  grasse  he  shall  purchace  and  ete. 
Till  at  the  water  of  the  heuen 
Hath  wasslien  him  by  tymet  seuen. 
So  that  he  thorough  know  aright. 
What  is  the  heuenlyche  might. 
And  he  made  bumble  to  the  wille 
Of  him,  which  maie  all  sane  and  spille. 
This  kyng  out  of  his  sweuen  abraide, 
And  he  vpon  the  morowe  it  saide 
Unto  thef  clerkes,  which  he  had 
But  none  of  them  the  sooth  arad. 
Was  none  his  sweuen  couth  vndo: 
And  it  stode  thilke  time  so. 
This  kynge  had  in  subiection 
Jude,  and  of  affection 
Abouen  all  other  one  Paniell 
He  loueth,  for  he  couth  well 
Diuine,  that  none  other  oouthe. 
To  hym  were  all  thynges  couthe. 
As  he  it  had  of  gods  grace: 
He  was  before  the  kynges  face 
Assent  and  boden,  that  he  sholde 
Upon  the  point  the  kynge  of  tolda 
The  fortune  of  his  sweuen  expounde. 
As  it  shulde  afterwarde  be  fonnde. 

Whan  Daniell  this  sweuen  herde. 
He  stode  longe  tyme,  er  he  answerde. 
And  made  a  wonder  heuy  chere. 

The  kjTUge  toke  hede  of  his  manere. 
And  bad  hym  tell  that  he  wuste. 
As  he,  to  whoin  he  mochell  truste. 
And  saide,  he  wolde  not  be  wroth. 

But  Daniel  was  wonder  loth. 
And  saide,  vpon  thy  fo  men  all 
Syr  kynge  thy  sweuen  mote  &11. 
And  netheles  touchend  of  this 
I  woll  the  tellen,  how  it  is. 
And  what  disease  is  to  the  shape, 
God  wote  If  thou  it  shalt  escape. 
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The  bigbe  tvee,  wbiche  thou  faast  sene, 
With  lefie  and  frnite  so  well  besene, 
The  whiche  stode  in  the  worlde  amiddes, 
So  that  the  bestes  add  the  birdes 
Gouerned  were  of  biin  alone: 
Syr  kynge  betokeneth  thy  perione, 
'Whiche  atonde  aboue  all  erthefy  thynges: 
Thus  reignen  voder  the»  the  kynges. 
And  all  the  people  vnto  the  louteth, 
And  all  the  worlde  thy  person  douteth: 
So  that  with  vaine  honour  deceiued 
Thou  haste  the  reuerence  weiued 
From  hym,  whiche  is  thy  kynge  abouCi 
That  thou  for  drede  ne  for  loue 
Wolt  nothynge  knowen  of  thy  god, 
Whiche  nowe  for  the  hath  made  a  rod. 
Thy  vaine  gtorie,  and  thy  folie 
With  great  p^nes  to  chastie 

And  of  the  yoice  thou  herdest  speke, 
Whiche  bad  the  bowes  for  \o  breke, 
And  hewe  and  fell  dowhe  the  tree, 
That  worde  6ei'ongeth  ynto  thee. 
Thy  reigne  shall  be  ouer  throwe. 
And  thou  dispoiled  for  a  throwe, 
But  that  the  roote  shulde  stonde. 
By  that  thou  shalt  well  vnderstonde 
There  shall  abide  of  thy  reigne. 
A  time  ageine  whan  thou  shalt  reigne. 

And  eke  of  that  thou  herdest  saie 
To  take  a  mans  herte  aweie 
And  set  there  a  bestiall, 
80  that  he  like  an  ove  shall 
Pasture,  and  that  he  be  byreined 
By  tymes  seuen,  and  sore  peined, 
Till  that  he  knowe  his  gods  mightes. 
Then  shall  he  stond  againe  vprightes. 
All  this  betokeneth  thine  estate, 
Whiche  noWe  with  god  is  in  debate. 
Thy  mans  forme  shall  be  lassed, 
Tyil  seuen  yere  ben  ouer  passed. 
And  in  the  likenes  of  a  beaste 
Of  gras  shall  be  thy  roiatl  feaste. 
The  wether  shsill  vpon  the  raine: 
And  Tnderstonde,  that  all  this  paine^ 
Whiche  thou  shalt  suffre  thiike  tide, 
Is  shape  all  onely  for  thy  pride 
Of  Taine  glorie,  and  of  the  sinne, 
Whiche  thou  hast  longe  stonden  in. 

So  vpon  this  ooudicion, 
Thy  sweuene  hath  exposiciun. 
But  er  this  thynge  beiklle  in  dede 
Amende  the,  tl^s  wolde  I  rede. 
Yeue  and  departe  thyn  atmesse, 
Do  mercy  forth  with  rightwisenes, 
Besecbe  and  prate  the  higbe  grace» 
For  so  thou  might  thy  peas  purchace 
With  god,  and  stonden  in  good  accorde. 

But  pride  is  loth  to  lese  his  lorde, 
And  woll  not  suffire  humilitee 
With  hym  to  stonde  in  no  degree. 
And  whan  a  ship  hath  loste  his  stere 
Is  none  so  wise,  that  male  hym  stere 
Ageioe  the  wanes  in  a  rage. ' 
This  proude  kynge  in  his  courage 
Humilitee  hath  so  forlore, 
That  for  no  sweuen  (he  saw  tofore) 
Ke  yet  for  all  that  Daniell 
Him  hath  oounseiled  eoery  dele. 
He  letie  it  passe'  out  of  bis  minde 
Through  Taingloricf,  and  as  the  bliode 


He  seeth  00  weie,  er  him  be  wo. 

And  fell  within  a  time  so. 

As  he  in  Babytone  wente 

The  vanitee  of  pride  him  hente. 

His  herte  aros  of  vaine  glorie,  * 

So  that  he  drough  into  memorie 

His  lordship  and  his  regalie, 

With  woordes  of  surquedrie. 

And  whan  that  he  him  moste  auauntetb. 
That  lonle,  whiche  vainglorie  daunteth. 
All  sodenly,  as  who  saith  treis, 
Where  that  he  stode  in  his  paleis. 
He  toke  him  from  the  mens  sight. 
Was  none  of  them  so  ware,  that  might. 
Set  eie,  where  he  become. 
And  thus  was  he  from  his  kyngdome 
Into  the  wilde  foreste  drawe: 
Where  that  the  mighty  gods  lawe, 
Through  his  power  did  him  transforme 
Fro  man  in  to  a  beastes  forme : 
And  like  an  oxe  vnder  the  fote 
He  grasetb  as  he  nedes  mote 
To  gotten  him  his  Hues  foode. 

Tho  thought  him  cold  gras  goode. 
That  whilome  ete  the  bote  spices: 
Thus  W98  he  toroed  from  deUces. 
The  wyne,  whiche  he  was  wonte  drinktt 
He  toke  then  of  the  welles  brinke. 
Or  of  the  pit,  or  of  the  slough, 
It  thought  him  then  good  enough. 
In  stede  of  chambres  well  araied. 
He  was  than  of  a  bussbe  well  apaled. 
The  harde  grounde  he  laie  vpon, 
For  other  pilowes  had  he  nun. 
The  stormes,  and  the  raines  fall. 
The  wyndes  blowc  vpon  him  all, 
He  wa<  tonrmented  dale  and  night, 
Suche  was  the  high  gods  might, 
Tyli  seuen  yere  an  ende  toke: 
Upon  hym  selfo  tho  gan  he  loke. 
In  stede  of  meate,  gras  and  streys. 
In  stede  of  handcs,  longe  cleys. 
In  stede  of  ipan,  a  beaste  like 
He  sawe,  and  than  he  gan  to  sike. 
For  cloth  of  golde  and  of  penrie 
Wbiche  him  was  woote  to  magiii6e. 
When  he  beheld  his  cote  of  heares. 
He  wepte,  and  with  foU  wofoll  teares 
Up  to  the  heuen  he  cast  his  chere 
Wepend,  and  thought  in  this  manere. 
Though  he  no  wordes  might  winne. 
Thus  ssiid  his  herte,  and  spake  within, 

O  mightie  god,  that  all  hast  wrought. 
And  all  might  bryng  againe  to  nought: 
Nowe  knowe  I,  but  all  of  thee. 
This  worlde  hath  no  prosperitee. 
In  thyn  aspecte  ben  all  aliche. 
The  pour  man  and  eke  the  riche, 
Without  the  there  maie  no  wight: 
And  thou  aboue  all  other  might. 

0  mighty  lorde  toward  my  vice 
Thy  mercy  modle  with  iustioe, 
An^  I  woll  make  a  couenant. 
That  of  my  life  the  remenant 

1  shall  it  by  thy  grace  amende, 
And  in  thy  lawe  so  dispeode. 
That  vainglorie  I  shall  eschewe. 
And  bowe  vnto  thin  heste,  and  sewe 
Humilitee,  and  that  I  vowe. 

And  so  tbinkend  ho  gan  dqwne  bow^« 
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And  thoogh  hyin  lacke  voipe  of  specbey 

He  gan  rp  with  his  feete  areche. 

And  wailend  in  his  bestly  stcoen 

He  made  hts  plaiDt  vdto  the  beuen. 

He  koeleth  in  his  wise,  and  braietb^ 

To  secfae  mercy>  and  assaietb 

Hts  god,  which  made  him  nothing  strange. 

Whan  that  he  sawe  his  pride  change, 

Aaone  aa  he  was  hnmble  and  tame 

fie  f««iMle  towarde  hts  god  the  same: 

And  in  a  tw4nkel  jnge  of  a  loke 

His  mana  forme  ageine  he  toke, 

And  was  reformed  to  the  reignc, 

In  wbiche  that  he  was  woute  to  reigne: 

So  that  the  pride  of  vaine  gloria 

Eoer  afterwarde  out  of  memorie 

He  let  passe,  and  thus  is  shewed. 

What  is  to  ben  of  pride  vnthewed, 

Ageine  tlie  high  gods  lawe: 

To  wbome  no  man  maie  be  fdawe. 

For  tbjr  my  sonne  take  good  bede 

So  for  to  lede  thy  matahede, 

That  thoo  ne  be  not  like  a  beste. 

But  if  thy  life  shall  ben  boneste, 

ThoQ  most  hnmblesse  take  on  honde. 

¥oT  tfann  might  thou  siker  stonde. 

And  for  to  speke  it  other  wise 

A  proode  man  can  no  loue  assise. 

For  thoogh  a  woman  wolde  him  pleasei 

Hit  pride  can  not  ben  at  ease. 

There  maie  no  man  to  mochel  blame 

A  Tice,  whiche  b  for  to  blame. 

For  thy  men  shnlden  nothyng  hide. 

That  mii^ht  foil  in  blame  of  pride, 

Whiche  is  the  worst  vice  of  all : 

Wberof,  so  as  it  was  befall, 

The  tale  I  thinke  of  a  cronike 

To  telle,  if  that  it  maie  the  like : 

So  that  thou  might  hnmblesse  sewe. 

And  eke  the  vice  of  pride  eschewe, 

Wberof  the  glorie  is  false  and  vaine, 

Wbiche  god  htm  selfe  hath  in  disdaine: 

That  thongfa  it  mount  for  a  tbrowe, 

It  shall  downe  M\  and  ouertbrowe. 

Est  rirtos  hmnilisy  per  quam  deut  altns  ad  ima 
Se  tolit,  et  nostrsa  visoem  camis  habet. 

Sic  homilis  superest,  et  amor  sibi  subditur  oranis, 
Cains  habet  nulla  sorte  snpeibus  opem, 

OCt  euffl  terra,  ctelum  deiecit  et  ipsum, 
Sedibas  hifemi  stAtqoe  receptus  ibi. 

Hie  nanat  confeesor  exemplnm  contra  snperbiam 
£t  dicit,  qnod  nnper  qoidam  rex  fiunose  pni- 
dencie  coidam  militi  suo  snper  tribas  questioai- 
bus,  Tt  inde  certitndinis  responsionem  daret 
sob  pena  capitalis  sententie  terminom  prefixit. 
Prima  quid  minoris  indigentie  ab  inhabitaotibus 
orbcm  anxiliom  mains  obtinuit  Secundo  quid 
maioris  meriti  contioens  minoris  expense  repri- 
las  ezigott.  Tertio  qnid  omnia  bona  diminoeos 
fz  stti  proprietate  nihil  penitns  Taloit.  fioarum 
?en>  qoestionuQi  qnedam  virgo  dicti  militis  filia 
nomine  patrts  solotionem  aggrediens  taliter  regi 
lespondit.  Ad  primam  dixit,  quod  terra  nullius 
indiget,  quam  tamen  adiuuare  cotidianis  laboH* 
bus  omi^e*  intendunt.  Ad  secnadam  dixit,  quod 
humilitas  omnibus  Tirtntibus  preualet,  quss 
tamen  nnllius  piodigalitatis  ezpensis  mensuram 
eice^it.    Ad  teiti^m  di^t  quod  sopeibia  omnia 


tan  corporis  qnam  anime  bona  deiia^ans  maio» 
rum  expensarum  excessus  inducit* 

A  KTNG  was  whitom  yong  and  wise» 

The  which  of  his  wit  set  great  price 

Of  depe  imaginacions. 

And  strange  inteqiretacions, 

Problemes  and  demaundes  eke 

His  wisedome  was  to  6nde  and  seke: 

Wberof  he  wolde  in  sondrie  wise 

Opposen  them,  that  weren  wise. 

But  none  of  them  it  might  beare 

Upon  his  worde  to  yeue  answere, 

Out  taken  one,  wbiche  was  a  knighti 

To  him  was  euery  thyng  so  light. 

That  also  soone  as  be  them  herde. 

The  kynges  wordes  he  answerde. 

WhAt  thyog  the  kjrnge  him  aske  wolde^ 

There  anone  the  trouth  he  tolde. 

The  kynge  somdele  had  an  enoie. 

And  thought  he  wolde  his  wittes  pli« 

To  set  some  conclusion, 

Wbiche  shulde  be  confusion 

Unto  this  knight,  so  that  the  name. 

And  of  wisedome  the  high  fame, 

Towarde  him  selfe  he  wolde  Wynne. 

And  thus  of  all  his  witte  within 

This  kynge  began  to  studie  and  mus^ 

What  strange  matter  he  might  vse. 

The  knightes  wittes  to  confbunUe: 

And  at  last  he  hath  it  fbunde, 

And  for  the  knight  anon  he  sent» 

That  he  shall  tell,  what  he  ment 

Upon  the  pointes  of  the  mattere 

Of  questions,  as  thou  shalte  here. 
Tbe  firste  point  of  all  thre 

Was  thi^:  what  thing  in  his  degree 

Of  all  this  worlde  hath  nede  lest. 

And  yet  men  heipe  it  all  their  mest. 
The  seconde  is:  what  moste  is  worth. 

And  of  costage  is  lest  put  foorth. 

The  thirde  is:  wbiche  is  of  most  cost. 
And  lest  is  wortbe,  and  gothe  to  lost. 

The  kynge  these  thre  demandes  axeth. 
To  the  knight  this  lawe  he  taxeth. 
That  he  shall  gone  and  come  agrine 
The  thirde  weke,  and  tell  him  pleine 
To  euery  point,  what  it  amounteth. 
And  if  so  be,  that  he  miscountcth. 

To  make  in  his  answere  a  faile, 
There  shall  none  other  thyng  auaile 
The  kynge  saith,  but  he  shall  be  deade, 
And  lese  his  goodes,  and  his  head. 

This  knight  was  sorie  of  this  thing, 
And  wolde  excuse  him  to  the  kyng. 
But  he  ne  wolde  him  not  forbere. 
And  tbns  the  knight  of  his  answere 
Goth  home  to  take  auisemeut. 
But  after  his  entendement. 
The  more  he  cast  his  witte  abont 
The  more  he  staot  tberof  in  doubtc. 
Tho  wist  he  well  the  kynges  berte. 
That  he  the  death  ne  shulde  astcrte: 
And  suche  a  sorowe  hath  to  hink  take. 
That  gladshippe  he  hath  all  forsake. 
He  thought  firste  vpon  his  life. 
And  after  that  vpou  his  wife, 
Upon  his  childre  eke  also. 
Of  whicbe  be  had  dqughters  twq« 
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The  yoDgest  of  tbcm  had  of  age 
Pourtene  yere,  and  of  visage 
She  was  right  faire,  and  of  stature 
LiChe  to  an  heuenly  figure, 
And  of  maner,  and  of  goodly  speche. 
Though  men  wolde  all  londes  seche, 
Thei  sbulde  not  haue  founde  hir  like. 
She  sawe  hir  father  sorowe  and  sike. 
And  wist  not  the  cause  why: 
So  came  she  to  him  priuely. 
And  that  was,  wher  he  made  his  mone 
Within  a  gardeine  all  him  one. 
Upon  hir  knees  she  gan  downe  fall 
With  humble  herte»  and  to  him  call 
And  saide:  O  good  father  dere. 
Why  make  ye  thus  beuy  chere? 
And  I  wote  nothyng  howe  it  is. 
And  well  ye  knowe  ^ther  this, 
What  auenture  that  you  fellcy 
Ye  might  it  saufly  to  me  telle. 
For  I  haue  oCle  berde  you  saide. 
That  ye  suche  troste  haue  on  me  laidey 
That  to  my  sister,  ne  to  my  brother, 
In  all  this  worlde  ne  to  none  other. 
Ye  durst  telle  a  priuetee 
So  well  my  fether  as  to  mee. 
For  thy  my  father  1  you  praie, 
Ne  casteth  nought  that  hert  awaie. 
For  I  am  she,  that  wolde  kepe 
Your  honour:  and  with  that  to  wepe 
Hir  eie  male  not  be  forbore. 
She  wissheth  for  to  ben  vnborey 
Er  that  hir  father  so  mistryst 
To  tellen  hir,  of  that  he  wyst. 
And  cuer  amonge  mercy  she  cride. 
That  he  ne  shulde  his  counseile  hide 
From,  hir,  that  so  wolde  him  good. 
And  was  so  nigh  flesshe  and  bloud. 
So  that  with  wepynge  at  last 
His  chere  ypon  his  childe  he  caste. 
And  sorowfuUy,  to  that  she  praide. 
He  tolde  his  tale^  and  thus  he  saide.  • 
The  sorowe  dough ter,  which  I  make. 
Is  not  all  onely  for  my  sake* 
But  for  the  bothe,  and  for  you  all. 
For  suche  a  chance  is  me  befalle^ 
That  I  shall  er  this  thirde  date 
Lese  all  that  euer  I  lese  maie. 
My  life,  and  all  my  good  therto. 
Therfore  it  is,  I  sorowe  so. 

What  is  the  cause  aXas,  quod  shee. 
My  ftitber,  that  ye  shulden  bee 
Dead,  and  distroied  in  suche  a  wise? 

And  he  began  the  pointcn  deuise, 
Whiche  as  the  kyng  tolde  him  by  mouth, 
And  said  hir  plainly,  that  he  oonthe 
Answere  to  no  point  of  this. 

And  shee,  that  hereth  hov/  it  is, 
Hir  counsaile  yafe,  and  said  tho. 
My  &ther,  syn  it  is  so. 
That  ye  can  see  none  other  weie. 
But  that  ye  must  nedes  deie, 
I  wolde  pray  you  of  o  thyng, 
Lette  me  go  with  you  to  the  kyng, 
And  ye  shall  make  him  vnderstonde, 
Howe  ye  my  wittes  for  to  fonde, 
Haue  laide  your  answere  vpon  mee: 
And  telleth  him  in  suche  degree, 
Upon  my  worde  ye  wol  abide 
To  life  or  deth  what  sq  betide. 


I  For  yet  perchance  I  maie  purchace 
With  some  good  word  the  kynges  grace. 
Your  life  and  eke  your  good  to  saue. 
For  ofte  shall  a  woman  haue 
Thyng,  whiche  a  man  maie  not  arecbe. 

The  fader  herd  his  doaghters  specbe. 
And  thought  theie  was  no  reason  in. 
And  sawe,  his  owne  life  to  wynne 
He  couthe  dune  hjm  selfe  no  tfme: 
So  better  be  thought  in  auenture 
To  put  his  life,  aod  all  his  good. 
That  in  the  manor  as  it  stode. 
His  life  incerteiae  for  to  lese. 
And  thus  thinkend  he  gan  to  chese. 
To  do  the  counseile  of  this  maide, 
And  toke  the  purpose,  whiche  she  saide. 

The  daie  was  come,  and  foorth  thei  gone. 
Unto  the  courte  thei  come  anone. 
Where  as  the  kynge  in  his  iugement 
Was  sette,  and  hath  this  knight  assent, 
Arraied  in  her  best  wise. 
This  maiden  with  hir  wordes  wise 
Hir  father  ledde  by  the  honde 
In  to  tbe  place,  where  be  fonde 
The  kynge,  with  other  whiche  he  wolde: 
And  to  the  kynge  knelende  he  tolde. 
As  he  enfourmed  was  to  fore. 

And  praieth  the  kynge,  that  he  therfore 

His  dougfaters  wordes  wolde  take. 
And  saith,  that  be  woU  rndertakc 

Upon  hir  wofdes  for  to  stonde. 
Tho  was  ther  great  meruaile  on  honde. 

That  he,,  whiche  was  so  wise  a  knight. 

His  lyfe  vpon  so  yonge  a  wight 

Besette  wolde  in  ieopardie: 

And  many  it  holden  for  folie. 

But  at  laste  netiertheles 

Hie  kynge  commaundeth  ben  in  peace. 

And  to  this  maide  he  cast  his  chere. 

And  sakle,  be  wolde  hir  tale  here. 

And  badde  hir  speake:  and  she  began. 
My  liege  lorde.  So  as  I  can, 

3uod  she,  tbe  pointes,  whiche  I  berde, 

Thei  shall  of  reason  ben  answerde. 
Tbe  firste  I  ynderstonde  is  this, 

What  thynge  of  all  the  worlde  it  is, 

Whiche  men  most  heipe,  and  bath  lest  ncde: 

My  liege  lorde  this  wolde  I  rede. 

The  erthe  it  is,  whiche  euermo 

With  mans  labour  is  bego. 

As  well  in  winter  as  in  Maie, 

The  mans  honde  doth  what  he  maie. 

To  helpe  it  fodrth,  and  make  it  ricbe: 

And  for  thy  men  it  delue  and  diche, 

And  eren  it  with  strength  of  plough. 

Where  it  hath  of  hym  selfe  enough: 

So  that  bis  nede  is  at  leste: 

For  euery  man,  byrde,  and  beaste. 

Of  floure,  and  grasse,  and  roote,  and  rinde,. 

And  euery  thynge  by  wey  of  kinde 

Shall  sterue,  and  erthe  it  shall  beoolne. 

As  it  was  out  of  erthe  nome 

It  shall  to  earth  toume  ageine* 

And  thus  I  may  by  reason  seine. 

That  therthe  is  most  nedeles. 

And  most  men  hdpe  it  netfaeles. 

So  that  my  lorde,  tbouchende  of  this. 

I  haue  answerde  howe  that  it  is. 
That  other  point  I  vnderstode, 

Whiche  most  is  worth,  and  most  is  good. 
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KaA  costeth  least  a  man  to  kepe : 

My  lorde,  if  ye  woH  take  kepe, 

I  iftie  it  is  Humilitee, 

Tbroagb  wbicbe  the  high  Trinitee, 

As  for  descrte  of  pure  loae. 

Unto  Marie  from  aboue 

Of  that  he  knewe  hir  humble  ententy 

}&  owne  scone  adowne  he  leot 

jU»ve  all  other,  and  hir  he  chese. 

For  that  verta,  whiche  that  bodeth  pes. 

So  that  I  maie  by  reason  call 

Hmnilitee  most  wortbe  of  all. 

And  lest  it  costeth  to  mainteine 

lo  all  the  woride,  as  it  is  seine. 

For  who  that  hath  homblesse  on  honde. 
He  bryogeth  no  warres  in  to  londe. 
For  lie  ^syreth  for  the  best 
To  setten  euery  man  in  reste, 

Tbas  with  your  high  reuerence^ 
Me  thinketh  that  this  euidence. 
As  to  this  point,  is  sniBsant 
And  toucbende  of  the  remenant, 
Whiche  is  the  thiide  of  your  askynges^ 
What  lest  b  worth  of  all  thynj^es. 
And  costeth  most,  I  tell  it  Pnde> 
Whiche  may  not  in  the  heoen  abide. 
For  Locifer,  with  them  that  felle 
Bare  Pride  with  hym  into  helle. 
There  was  pride  of  to  greate  coste, 
Wfaaa  he  fnr  pride  hath  heuen  loste. 
And  alter  that  in  Paradise 
Adam  for  pride  lost  his  price 
In  myddell  erth.    And  eke  also 
^de  is  the  cause  of  all  wo 
That  all  the  worlde  ne  maie  suffise 
To  stanche  of  pride  the  reprise. 
Pride  is  the  bead  of  all  sinne, 
Whiche  wasteth  all,  and  maie  not  winne; 
Pride  is  of  euery  misse  the  pricke. 
Pride  is  the  worste  of  all  wicke> 
And  costeth  most,  and  lest  is  woorth. 
In  place  where  he  hath  his  foorth. 

Thus  haue  I  saide,  that  I  woH  sate 
Of  myn  antwere,  and  to  yon  praie 
My  liege  lorde  of  your  office. 
That  ye  suche  grace,  and  suche  iustice 
Ordcine  for  my  father  here. 
That  after  this,  when  men  it  here. 
The  worlde  therof  maie  speake  good. 

The  kynge,  which  reason  ynderstode. 
And  hath  all  heide  howe  she  hath  said. 
Was  inly  gladde,  and  so  well  paide. 
That  all  his  wrath  is  ouer  go, 
And  he  beganne  to  loke  tho 
Upon  this  maiden  in  the  foce  t 
In  whiche  he  fbnde  so  mocbel  grace. 
That  all  his  price  on  hir  he  leide. 
In  audience,  and  thus  he  saidc. 
My  fiiire  maiden  well  ye  bee. 
Of  tfayn  answere,  and  eke  of  thee 
Me  liketfa  well,  and  as  thou  wilte 
Foryeue  be  thy  fotbers  gilte. 
And  if  thou  were  of  suche  lignage, 
That  tbou  to  me  were  of  parage. 
And  that  thy  father  were  a  pere; 
As  he  is  nowe  a  bachilere : 
So  s^cer  as  I  bane  a  life. 
Thou  shnldest  than  be  my  wifo. 
But  this  I  saie  netheles. 
That  I  woU  shape  thine  encreace^ 


What  worldes  good  that  thmi  wolt  craae 

Are  of  my  yefte  and  thOu  shalt  haue. 
And  she  the  kynge  with  wordes  wise 

Knelyu^  thanketh  in  this  isise. 
My  liege  lorde  god  mote  yon  quite. 

My  fiither  here  hath  but  a  lite 

Of  warison,  and  that  he  wende 

Had  all  be  lost,  but  nowe  amende 

He  maie  well  through  your  noble  grace. 
With  that  the  kynge  right  in  his  place 

Anon  fborthe  in  that  fresshe  bete 

An  Eriedoroe,  whiche  than  of  escheta 

Was  late  falle  into  his  hoode, 

Unto  this  knight,  with  rente  and  londe. 

Hath  youe,  and  with  his  cbartre  seased. 

And  thus  was  all  the  noise  appealed. 
This  maiden,  which  sate  on  hrr  knees 

Tofare  the  kynges  charitees 

Commendeth,  and  saith  euermore^ 

My  liege  lorde  right  nowe  tofore 

Ye  saide,  and  it  is  of  recorde. 

That  if  my  fatlier  were  a  lorde. 

And  pere  vnto  these  other  great. 

Ye  wolden.  for  nought  elles  lett^ 

That  I  ne  shulde  be  your  wife. 

And  thus  wote  euery  worthy  life, 

A  kynges  worde  mote  nede  be  holde. 

For  thy  my  lorde,  if  that  ye  wolde 

So  creat  a  charitee  fulfill, 

God  wotc  it  were  well  my  wiU. 

For  he  whiche  was  a  bachilere 
My  father  is  nowe  made  a  pere« 

So  whense  as  ener  that  I  cam 
An  cries  doughter  now  1  am.       ,_,   , 
This  yonge  kynge*  whiche  peised  al. 
Hir  beautee,  and  hir  witte  withall. 
As  he,  whiche  was  with  loue  hente, 
Anone  therto  yafe  his  assente. 
He  might  not  the  place  asterte, 
That  she  nis  ladie  of  his  hcrte. 
So  that  he  toke  hir  to  his  wife. 
To  holde,  while  that  he  hath  life-^       . 

And  thus  the  kynge  to^vatde  his  knight 
AcGordeth  him,  as  it  is  right 

And  ouer  this  good  is  to  wite. 
In  the  crouike  as  it  is  write 
This  noble  kynge,  of  whom  I  tolde, 
Of  Spayne  by  tho  daies  oWe 
The  kyniedome  had  in  gouemance. 
And  as  the  boke  maketh  remembrance, 
Alphons  was  his  propre  name. 

The  knight  also,  if  I  shall  name. 
Dom  Petro  bight,  and  as  men  tell, 
His  doughter  wise  Petronell 
Was  cleped,  whiche  was  full  of  grace. 
And  that  was  scne  in  thilke  place. 
Where  she  hir  father  out  of  tene 
Hath  brought,  and  made  hir  selfe  a  queue. 
Of  that  she  hath  so  well  disclosed 
The  pointes  wherof  she  was  opposed. 

GOMVEWOB. 

Lo  now  my  sonnc,  as  thou  might  lew 
Of  aU  this  thing  to  my  mattere : 
But  one  I  take,  and  that  is  pride, 
To  whom  no  grace  maie  betide. 
In  heuen  he  felle  out  of  his  stede. 
And  Paradise  him  was  forbede, 
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The  good  men  in  erthe  bin  hate» 
So  that  to  he&le  be  mote  algate. 
Where  euery  vertue  shall  be  weiued. 
And  euery  vice  be  resceiued. 
Bat  Hambietse  is  all  other  wise, 
Whiche  most  is  worth,  and  no  reprise 
It  taketh  agein,  but  softe  and  faire 
If  ony  thing  stant  in  oontraire, 
With  humble  speche  it  is  redressed. 

Thus  was  this  youge  maideblessed^ 
The  whiche  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore: 
Hir  fathers  life  she  gatte  tberfbiv, 
And  wanne  with  all  the  kynges  louc. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  if  thou  wolt  lone. 
It  sitte  the  well  to  leaue  pride. 
And  take  Humblesse  on  thy  side. 
The  more  of  grace  thou  sbalt  gete. 

AMikllA. 

My  &ther  I  w6ll  not  foryete 
Of  this  that  ye  haue  tolde  me  here, 
And  if  that  any  suche  manere 
Of  humble  porte  oiaie  loue  appaye^ 
Here  afterwarde  I  thinke  assaye. 
But  nowe  foorth  ouer  I  beseche. 
That  ye  more  of  ay  shrifte  seche. 

eOMFESSOR. 

My  good  Sonne  it  shall  be  do, 
Kowe  berken  and  lay  an  eare  to. 
For  as  touchende  of  prides  fam 
Als  ferforth  as  I  oan  declare 
In  cause  of  vice,  in  cause  of  loue, 
That  hast  thou  plainly  herde  above: 
So  that  there  is  no  more  to  sale 
Touchende  of  that,  hot  other  waie 
Touchende  enaie  I  thinke  telle, 
Whiche  hath  the  propre  kinde  of  belle 
Without  cause  to  niisdo 
Towarde  him  selfe,  and  other  also 
Here  afterwarde  as  vnderstande 
Thou  sh.iOte  the  spices,  as  thei  stande.. 
Explicit  Liber  primus. 
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Innidis  culpa  magis  est  attrita  dolore, 

Nam  sua  mens  nuUo  tempore  Iseta  manet. 
Suo  gaodent  alij,  dolet  ille,  nee  vnus  amicus 

Est,  cui  de  puro  commoda  velle  facit. 
Proximitatis  honor  sua  corda  veretur,et  omnis 

Est  sibi  Isetitia  sic  aliena  dolor, 
Hoc  eteiiim  vitium  quam  s^pe  repngnat  amantt, 

Non  sibi,  sed  reliquis,  dum  fauet  ipsa  Venus. 
Est  amor  ex  propria  motu  fantasticus,  et  qu« 

Gaudia  fert  allis  credit  obesse  sibi. 

Hie  in  fecundo  libro  tractat  de  innidia,  et  eius 
speciebus,  cjuarum  dolor  alterius  gandii  prima 
ntincupatUr,'  cuius  conditionem,  secundum  vi- 
tium Confessor  primitus  describens  amanti, 
quatenus  amorem  concemit,  super  eodem  con* 
sequenter  opponit. 

INCIPITUBER  SC  UNpUS 

Nowe  after  pride  the  seoonde 
There  is,  whiche  many  a  woflill  stounde 
Towardes  other  beareth  aboute 
^ithfn  him  selfe,  and  not  withov^ 


For  in  his  thought  be  breonetb  ever 
Whan  that  he  wote  an  other  leuer» 
Or  more  vertuos  than  bee: 
Whiche  passetb  him  in  his  degree* 
Therof  he  taketh  his  maladie. 
That  vice  is  cleped  hotte  enuie. 
For  thy  my  sonue  if  it  be  so. 
Thou  arte,  or  hast  ben  one  of  tho» 
As  for  to  speke  in  loucs  cas. 
If  euer  yet  thyn  bert  was 
Sicke  of  an  other  mans  bele? 
So  god  auanee  my  quarele 
My  father  ye  a  thousande  sith. 
Whan  I  haue  sene  another  blithe 
Of  louci^  and  had  a  goodly  chere, 
Ethna,  whiche  hienuetb  yere  by  yece 
Was  than  nought  so  bote  as  I 
Of  tbiike  sore :  for  whiche  priuely 
Myne  hertes  thought  within  brennetb. 
The  ship,  whiche  on  the  wawes  rennetb,^ 
And  is  forstormed  and  forbbwe 
Is  not  more  peined  for  a  throvve 
Than  I  am  than,  whan  I  sec 
A  nother,  whiche  that  passeth  mee 
In  that  fortune  of  loues  yefte. 

But  father^tbis  1  tell  in  shrifte,^ 
That  no  where  but  in  a  place. 
For  who  that  lese  or  finde  grace 
In  other  stede,  it  maie  nought  grette^ 
But  thus  ye  m^le  right  well  beleua 
Tawarde  my  ladie,  that  I  seine. 
Though  that  I  weste  for  to  sterue^ 
Myn  hert  is  fiill  of  suche  folic. 
That  1  my  selfe  maie  not  chasti^ 
Whan  I  the  court  see  of  Cupidei 
Approche  vnto  my  ladie  side 
OiF  hem,  that  lusty  ben  and  fressbe^ 
Though  \\,  iMiaile  them  not  a  resshet 
But  onely  that  thei  ben  of  speche^ 
My  sorowe  is  than  not  to  seche^ 
But  whan  thei  rownen  in  bic  eare» 
Than  groweth  all  my  moftfeare, 
And  namely  vh^i  thei  talen  longe^, 
My  sorowes  thap  be  so  stronge. 
Of  that  I  see  them  well  at  ease* 
I  can  not  tell  ray  disease. 
But  sire,  as  of  my  lady  selue 
Though  she  haue  wowers.  x.  or  twelae,| 
For  no  mistruste  1  haue  of  hir 
Me  greuetb  nought:  for  certes  sir» 
I  trowe  in  all  this  worlde  to  seche 
Nis  woman,  th^t  in  dede  and  speche 
Woll  better  auise  hir,  what  she  dootb», 
Ne  better,  for  to  sale  a  soothe, 
Kepe  hir  honour  at  all  tide: 
And  yet  gette  hir  a  tbanke  besidcr 
But  netheles  I  am  beknowe. 
That  whan  1  see  at  any  throwe^^ 
Or  els  if  I  maie  it  here. 
That  she  make  any  man  good  cherei 
Though  I  therof  baue  not  to  doone. 
My  thought  woll  entennete  him  soonc, 
For  though  I  be  my  seluen  strange, 
Enuie  maketh  myn  bert  change, 
That  I  am  sorowftj^ly  bestadde 
Of  that  I  see  another  gladde 
With  hir,  but  of  other  all 
Of  loue  what  so  maie  befall. 
Or  that  he  fisile,  or  that  he  spcde* 
Therof  take  I  but  litell  hede. 
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Howe  haiie  T  salde  my  father  all> 
As  of  this  pointe  io  special!, 
As  feribrthly-  as  I  baile  viste. 
Nove  azeth  larder  what  ]rou  liite. 

My  Sonne,  cr  I  a9ke  any  more, 
I  thinke  soaadde  for  thy  lore, 
Ten  an  example  of  this  mattere 


Toocbende  enaie,  asthou  sbalt  here. 

Write  in  Ciuile  this  I  Bode, 
Though  H  be  not  the  houndes  kinde 
To  eate  chafie,  yet  ^roll  he  weme 
An  oxe,  whiche  eometh  to  the  heme 
Therof  to  taken  any  foode : 
And  thns  who  that  it  vnderstode 
It  stant  of  loue  in  many  a  place^ 
Who  that  Is  ontof  loues  grace, 
And  maie  him  selfe  not  anaile. 
He  wolde  an  other  shalde  faile. 
And  if  he  maie  put  any  lette, 
Be  doth  al  that  he  maie  to  lette: 
Wberaf  I  finde,  as  thou  shalt  witte 
To  this  purpose  a  tale  writte» 

Hie  ponit  confessor  exemplum  contra  istos  saltern, 
qui  in  amoris  causa  aliorom  gaudiis  inuideotes 
neqoaquam  per  hoc  sibi  ipsis  proficiunt.  Et  nar- 
rat  qoaliter  quidaro  iuuenis  miles  nomine  Acis, 
qnem  Galathea  Nimpba  pulcherrima  toto  corde 
peramauit,  cum  ipsi  sub  quadam  rupe  iuxta  Ittus 
maris  colloquium  adinuicem  habnerunt,  Poly- 
phemus gigas  concussa  rupe  magiiam  inde  par- 
tem super  caput  Acis  ab  alto  projiciens,  ipsum 
per  innidiam  interfecit.  £t  cum  ipse  super  hoc 
dkrtam  Galatbeam  rapcre  volnisset,  Neptunus 
gigantem  obsistens,  ipsam  inaiolatam  salua 
custodia  preseruauit.  Sed  et  dii  miserti  coipus 
Acis  defiincti  in  fbntem  aque  dulcissime  subito 
transmutarunt. 

TtriBB  ben  of  sucbe  mo  than  twelue. 

That  be  not  able  as  of  them  selue 

To  get  loue,  and  for  enoie 

Upon  all  other  tbei  aspie: 

And  for  them  lacketb,  that  thei  wolde, 

Thei  kepe  that  none  other  sbulde 

Touchend  of  loue  his  cause  spede: 

Wberof  a  great  ensample  I  rede, 

Whiche  mto  this  matter  accor^eth. 

As  Onid  in  his  boke  recordeth 

How  Polyphemus,  whilom  wrought 

When  that  he  Galathe  besought 

Of  loue,  whiche  be  maie  not  latche. 

That  made  him  for  to  watte  and  watche 

By  all  weyes  how  it  feide. 

Till  at  the  laste  he  luie%ve  and  herde, 

Howe  that  an  other  bad  leue 

To  looe  there,  as  he  mote  leue. 

As  for  to  speake  of  any  spede 

So  that  be  knewe  none  other  rede. 

But  for  to  waiten  vpon  alt. 

Till  be  maie  see  the  chance  fiUl, 

That  he  hir  looe  might  greue, 

Whiche  he  him  selfe  maie  notacheue. 

This  Galathe,  saith  the  poete, 
Abone  all  other  was  ynmete. 
Of  beantee,  that  men  than  knewe. 
And  had  a  lusty  lone  and  trewe, 
A  hachyler  in  his  degree,  ^ 

Right  soche  an  other  as  was  shee, 
On  whom  she  hatb  hir  hert  set. 
So  that  it  might  nought  bt  let 


For  yeft  ne  for  no  byhestiS, 
That  she  ne  was  all  at  his  he4t« 
This  yonge  knight  Acis  was  bote, 
Whiche  hir  ageiawarde  also  bote 
All  only  loueth,  and  no  mo. 
Herof  was  Polyphemus  wo. 
Through  pure  enuie,  and  ever  aspidti 
And  waiteth  vpon  euery  side. 
When  he  to  geder  might  sea 
This  youge  Acis  with  Qalathee^ 

So  longe  he  waiteth  to  and  firo^ 
Till  at  the  laste  he  founde  hem  two 
In  priue  place,  where  thei  stode 
To  speke  and  bane  hir  wordes  good* 
The  place,  where  as  he  them  sighei 
It  was  vnder  a  banke,  nighe 
The  gteat  see,  and  he  almue 
Stode  and  behelde  the  lusty  louei 
Whiche  ecbe  of  them  till  other  made, 
With  koodly  cbere  and  wordes  glade. 
That  all  his  hert  hath  sette  a  fiie 
Of  pure  enuie,  and  as  a  vire, 
Whiche  flieth  out  of  a  mighty  boweg 
Awey  he  fledde  for  a  throwe : 
As  he  that  was  for  loue  woode. 
Whan  that  he  sawe  howe  it  stoode^ 

This  Polypbeme  a  geant  was, 
And  whau  he  sawe  the  sooth  cas, 
Howe  Galathe  bim  hath  forsake. 
And  Acis  to  hir  loue  take, 
His  herte  maie  it  not  forbeare. 
That  he  ne  roreth  as  a  beare, 
And  as  it  were  a  wilde  beast, 
In  whom  no  reason  might  areste. 
He  ranne  Etbiia  the  hille  about. 
Where  neucr  yet  the  lire  was  out. 
Fulfilled  of  Borow  aud  great  disease 
That  he  sawe  Acis  well  at  ease: 
Till  at  the  last  he  him  bethought 
As  he,  whiche  all  enuie  sought,. 
And  touroeth  to  the  banke  ageine. 
Where  he  with  Galathe  hath  seine 
That  Acis,  whom  be  thought  greue 
Though  he  him  selfe  maie  not  relaoe. 

This  geaunt  with  his  rude  might, 
Part  of  the  banke  he  sbofe  downe  right. 
The  whiche  enen  rpon  Acis  fille : 
So  that  with  failyng  of  this  hille. 
This  Polyphemus  Acts  slough, 
Wherof  she  made  sorowe  enough. 
And  as  she  fledde  from  the  londe 
Neptonns  toke  hir  by  the  bonde. 
And  kepte  hir  in  so  faste  a  place. 
Fro  Polypheme,  and  his  menace, 
That  he  with  false  his  enuie 
Ne  might  atteine  hir  companie. 
This  Galathe,  of  whom  I  speke, 
That  of  hir  selfe  maie  not  be  wrekCf  - 
Without  any  semblant  feigned 
She  hath  her  looes  death  complained. 
And  with  hir  sorowe,  and  with  hir  wo 
She  hath  the  gods  moued  so, 
That  thei  of  pilee  and  of  grace 
Haue  Acis  in  the  same  place 
There  he  laie  dead,  in  to  a  well 
Transformed,  as  the  bokes  tell, 
With  fresshe  stremes,  and  with  clersy 
As  he  whilom  with  lustie  chere 
Was  fresshe,  his  loue  for  to  qoeme: 
And  with  this  rude  Polypbeme, 
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For  bis  eDnie,  aod  for  his  bate 
Tbei  were  wroth.    And  thus  algate 

My  aonoe,  tbou  might  Toderrtande, 
That  if  thou  wolte  id  grace  stande 
With  loiie»  thoti  must  lene  ceitiey 
And  as  thou  wilte  for  thy  partioy 
Tovarde  thy  lone  stande  fbee: 
So  most  thou  suflttr  a  nother  bee^ 
What  so  byfalle  Tpon  thy  chance. 
For  it  is  a  VDwise  vengeance^ 
Whiche  to  none  other  man  is  lefe* 
And  is  vnto  him  selfe  grelb. 

AMAHS. 

My  fader,  this  ensample  is  good. 
But  howe  so  euer  that  it  stoode 
With  Polyphemus  loue  as  tho^ 
It  shall  not  stande  with  me  so» 
To  worchen  any  felonie 
In  loue,  for  no  snche  enuie. 
For  thy  if  there  ought  eMes  bee, 
Kowe  asketh  foorth,  in  what  degree 
It  is,  and  I  me  shall  confesee 
With  shrifte  Tnto  your  bolynesse. 

Tita  sibi  solito  mentalia  gandta  liuor 

Dum  Tidet  alterius  daana  doloris  agit. 
Inuldus  obridet  hodie  lletus  alionim, 

Fletns  cui  proprios  cmstina  fata  parent. 
Sic  in  amore  pari  stat  sorte  iocosus  auiaotes» 

Cum  Tidit  illusos  inuidus  ille  quasi. 
Sic  licet  in  vacuum  speret  tamen  ipse  leuamen 

Alterius  casu  lapsus  et  ipse  simuL 

Hie  loquitur  confessor  de  secunda  specie  inuidie, 
que  gaudium  alterius  doloris  dicitur,  et  primo 
eiusdem  vicii  materiam  tractans  amaotis  con- 
scientiam  super  eodem  vlterius  inuestigat. 

Mt  good  Sonne  yet  there  is 
A  vice  reuers  vnto  this, 
Whiche  enuious  takeih  his  gladnes 
Of  that  be  seetfa  the  beuinesse 
Of  other  men.    For  his  welfare 
Is,  whan  he  wote  another  care. 
Of  that  an  other  bath  a  falle 
He  thynketh  him  selfe  arist  with  alL 
Snche  is  the  gladshippe  uf  enuie 
In  worldes  thing,  and  in  partie 
Full  ofle  tymes  eke  also 
In  loues  cause  it  slant  right  so. 
If  thou  my  sonne  haste  ioye  had, 
Whan  thou  an  other  sawe  vnglad 
Shriue  the  therof.    My  fader  yis, 
I  am  byknowen  vnto  you  this, 
Of  these  louers  that  louen  streite. 
And  for  that  point,  whiche  thei  coueite 
Ben  pursuantes  from  yere  to  yere 
In  loues  court,  when  I  maie  here, 
How  that  thei  clymbe  vpon  the  whele. 
And  whan  thei  wene  all  shall  be  wele, 
Tbei  ben  downe  throwe  at  laste 
Than  am  I  fbd'of  that  faste. 
And  laugh,  of  that  I  see  them  loure. 
And  thus  of  that  thei  brewe  soare 
I  drinke  swete,  and  am  well  eased 
Of  that  I  wote  thei  ben  diseased. 
But  this,  whiche  1  you  tell  here 
Is  onely  fur  my  ladie  dere, 
That  for  none  other,  that  I  knowe 
Me  recheth  not  who  ouertbrowe^ 


GOWERS  POBMS. 


Ne  who  that  stande  in  lone  rprigbL 
But  be  he  squier,  l>e  be  knight 
Whiche  to  my  ladye  warde  porsaetb. 
The  more  he  leseth  of  that  he  seweth. 
The  more  me  thinketk  that  I  wyime. 
And  am  the  more  glad  within. 
Of  that  I  wote  htm  sorowe  eoduie. 
For  euer  vpon  anche  auenture 
It  is  a  comforts  as  men  seine 
To  him,  the  whSdie  is  wo  beseine. 
To  sene  an  other  in  his  peine: 
So  that  thei  botbe  maie  complaine^ 
Where  1  my  selfe  maie  not  auaile. 
To  sene  an  other  mans  tranaiim 
I  am  right  glad  if  be  be  leCte. 
And  though  I  fare  not  the  bet» 
His  sorowe  ia  to  my  n  herte  a  game. 
Whan  that  I  knowe  it  is  the  same, 
Whiche  to  my  ladie  slant  inclined. 
And  hath  his  loue  not  termined, 
I  am  right  ioyfull  in  my  thotight: 
If  suche  enuie  greneth  onght. 
As  I  beknowe  me  culpable. 
Ye  that  be  wise  and  resonable 
My  fader  telleth  your  aduise. 

oonntssoK* 

My  sonne,  enuie  in  to  no  pri.st 
Of  suche  a  forme  I  vnderstonde 
Ke  might  by  no  reason  stoode. 
For  this  enuie  hath  suche  a  kinde. 
That  he  woll  set  him  selfe  behinde. 
To  hinder  with  a  nother  wtgbt, 
Aod  gladly  lese  his  owne  right, 
7'o  make  another  lese  his. 
And  for  to  knowe  howe  it  so  is 
A  tale  liche  to  his  matere 
1  thinke  telle,  if  thou  wilte  here. 
To  she  we  property  the  vice 
Of  this  enuie,  and  the  malice. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contra  itlom,  qnf 
sponte  sui  ipsius  detrimentum  in  alterius  penam 
maiorem  patitur,  £t  nanrat,  qnod  com  Jupiter 
angelnm  suum  in  forma  bominis,  vt  hominum 
condiciones  exploraret  ab  exeelso  in  terram  mi- 
sit,  contigit,  quod  ipse  angetus  duos  homines, 
quorum  vnos  cupidus  et  alter  inuidus  erst,  iti- 
nerando  spacio  quasi  vnius  diei  commitabatur. 
Et  cum  sero  factum  essel  Angelus  coram  noticie 
se  ipsum  tunc  manifestans  dixit,  quod  qnidquid 
alter  eorum  ab  ipso  donari  sibi  pecieret,  iHud 
stattm  obtioebit,  quod  et  socio  suo  secum  comi- 
laoti  affirmat  duplicandum.  Super  quo  cupidus 
impeditus  auaricia,  sperans  sibi  diuicias  carpere 
duplicalas  primo  petere  recusauit.  fiuod  cunr 
iuuidus  animi  oduertcret  naturam  sui  vicii  con- 
cemens  ita  ot  socios  suus  vtroqoe  Inmine  pri- 
uaretur,  se  ipsum  monoculum  fieri  constanter 
primus  ab  Angelo  postulabat.  Et  sic  vnius  in- 
uidia  alterius  auariciam  maculauiU 

Of  Jupiter  thus  I  fynde  ywrite. 
How  whilom  that  he  wolde  wite 
Upon  the  pleinles,  whiche  he  hetde 
Amonge  the  men,  howe  that  it  ferde^ 
As  of  her  wronge  rondicion 
To  do  iuslificacion. 
And  for  that  cause  downe  he  sent 
An  AuDgell|  whiche  abonte  went. 
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That  he  the  sooth  knowe  nuie. 

So  it  befell  vpon  a  daie, 
Thii  angell,  whiche  him  shold  eolbnne^ 
Was  clothed  in  a  maos  fonne^ 
And  oneitoke,  1  vndentonde, 
Tvo  men,  that  wenteo  oner  londe : 
Through  whiche  be  tfaoogfat  to  aspie 
His  cause,  and  goth  in  oompaole; 

This  Aungell  with  his  wordm  wise, 
Oppooeth  ham  in  soodry  wise, 
Nowe  lowde  wordes  and  now  softei 
That  made  hem  to  despnten  ofte : 
And  ecbe  of  bem  his  reason  faadde^ 
And  tiiuB  with  tales  he  hem  ladde 
With  good  eiaminaeion, 
T7II  he  knewe  the  eondtcion. 
What  men  thei  were  buthe  two : 
And  sawe  well  at  lasts  tho. 
That  one  of  hem  was  cooetous. 
And  bis  felowe  was  envious. 
And  thus,  whan  he  hath  knowiachyng 
Anone  he  feigned  departynge, 
And  saide  he  mote  algate  wende. 
But  berken  now  what  fell  at  ends. 
For  than  be  made  bem  Tndentonde, 
That  he  was  there  of  gods  sonde, 
Aad  sayd  them  for  tbe  kyndship. 
That  thei  bane  done  him  felowsfalp. 
He  wotde  do  solme  grace  againe. 
And  had  that  one  of  hem  shnld  saane. 
What  thy  nge  is  him  leuest  to  cmis^ 
And  be  it  sbaH  of  yefte  bane. 
And  ooer  that  eke  foorth  with  all 
He  saith,tbat  other  bane  shall 
The  double  of  that  his  felowe  azeth. 
And  thus  to  them  his  grace  he  tazeth. 

Hie  CGueious  was  wonder  gladde, 
And  to  that  other  man  he  badde. 
And  setth,  that  he  finte  axe  shalde. 
For  be  suppoieth,that  bewolde 
Make  his  ning  of  worides  good. 
For  than  be  knewe  well,  howe  it  stood. 
If  that  hym  selfe  by  double  weight 
Shall  after  take,  and  thus  by  sleight. 
Because  that  be  wolde  wynne. 
He  badde  bis  fetowe  firste  begynne. 

This  enuiotts,  though  it  be  late. 
Whan  that  be  mwe  be  mote  algata 
Make  bis  axinge  finte,  he  thought 
If  be  wonhip  or  profite  sougbte 
It  shall  be  double  to  his  feie, 
That  wolde  be  chese  in  no  manere. 
But  than  be  sbeweth  what  be  was 
Towarde  enoie,  and  in  this  cas 
Unto  this  angell  thua  he  mide, 
Aad  for  his  yefte  this  he  praide. 
To  make  hym  bljrode  on  bis  one  eie. 
So  that  bis  felowe  no  thynge  sie. 

This  woide  was  not  so  soone  spoke. 
That  bis  one  eie  anone  was  loke: 
And  his  felowe  foorth  with  also  ^ 

Was  blynde  on  both  hts  eies  two* 
Tho  was  that  other  glad  enough. 
That  one  wepte,  and  that  other  lough. 
He  set  his  one  eie  at  no  cost, 
Wherof  that  other  two  bath  lost. 
Of  thiike  eosample,  whiebe  fell  tho 
Men  tdl  nowe  full  ofle  so: 
Tbe  worlde  empeyreth  commonly. 
And  yet  wote  none  the  canst  whie. 


For  it  accordeth  nought  to  kynde 
Myn  owne  barme  lo  secho  and  iyude. 
Of  that  I  shall  my  brother  greue 
1  might  neuer  well  acheue. 

What  seist  thou  sonne  of  this  folie? 
My  father,  but  I  shulde  Jie 
Upon  the  point,  whiche  ye  haue  saide^ 
Yet  was  myn  bert  neuer  laide : 
Bat  in  this  wyse,  as  I  you  tolde, 
Buteuermore  if  that  ye  wolde  ■ 
Ought  els  to  my  shrih  wie 
Toucband  enuie,  1  wolde  praie. 

My  Sonne  that  shall  well  be  do. 
Ndw  barken  and  lay  tbyn  eare  to. 

Inuidie  pars  est  detractio  pessima,  pestem 
Suae  magis  inferaem  flatibus  oris  agit. 

Lingua  venenato  sermone  repercutit  auris. 
Sic  Tt  in  alterios  scandala  fema  volaL 

Morsibus  a  tergo,  quos  ioficit  ipsa  fideles, 

*    Vulneris  ignoti  ssepe  salute  carent. 

Sed  generosus  amor  linguam  oonseruat,  vt  eius 
Verbum,  quod  loquitur  nulla  sinistra  gerat. 


Hie  tractat  Confessor  de  tercia  specie  inaidie, 
detractio  dicitnr,  cuius  morsns  Tipereos 
sepe  fema  deplangit. 

TOUCHBVD  as  of  enuions  brood 

I  wote  not  one  of  all  good. 

Bol  netheles  sucbe  at  thei  bee. 

Yet  there  is  one,  and  that  is  bee, 

Whiche  cleped  is  Detraction, 

And  to  con6nne  his  action. 

He  hath  withholde  Maleboache, 

Whose  toage  notber  pill  ne  crouehe 

Male  hire,  so  that  he  pronounce 

A  pleine  good  worde  without  fnraaoe : 

Where  behynde  a  mans  backe 

For  though  he  preise,  he  fint  some  laeke^ 

Whiche  of  his  tale  is  ay  tbe  laste. 

That  all  the  price  shall  ouercaste. 

And  though  there  be  no  cause  whyt 

Yet  woU  he  iangle,  not  for  thy 

As  he  whiche  hath  the  herauldie 

Of  hem,  that  vsen  for  to  lie. 

For  as  the  nettle,  whiche  vp  rennetb^ 
The  feesshe  red  rose  brenneth. 
And  maketh  him  fade,  and  paleof  bewes 
Right  so  this  fals  enuious  hewe 
In  euery  place,  where  he  dwelleth. 
With  fals  wordes,  wbtche  he  telleUi, 
He  toumeth  pleasyng  into  blame. 
And  worship  into  worides  shame. 
Of  suche  lesynge,  as  he  compaseeth. 
Is  none  so  good,  that  he  ne  passeth, 
Betwene  his  tethe:  and  is  backbited. 
And  through  his  fals  tonge  endited. 

Like  to  the  Sharnebudes  kynde^ 
Of  whose  nature  this  I  fynde : 
That  in  the  hottest  of  the  daie, 
Whan  comen  is  the  mery  Male 
He  spret  his  winge,  and  Yp  he  fleetb. 
And  vnder  all  aboute  he  seeth 
Tbe  fayre  lustie  flonres  sprynge: 
But  therof  hath  he  no  lykynge. 
Where  he  seeth  of  any  beaste 
The  6]the,  there  be  maketh  his  feastsw 
And  there  vpon  he  woH  alighte. 
There  lyketh  him  none  other  sighte. 
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Right  so  this  iang:1er  enuioua^ 
Though  he  a  man  se  vertuouq 
And  ftill  of  good  condicion, 
Tberof  maketh  he  no  mencion: 
But  els  be  it  not  so  lite 
Wberof  that  he  maie  sette  a  wite, 
There  renneth  he  with  open  month 
Behynde  a  man,  and  maketh  it  couth. 
But  all  the  vertue»  whiche  he  can, 
That  woll  he  hide  of  euery  man. 
And  openly  the  vice  telle, 
As  he,  whiche  of  the  schole  of  helle 
Is  taught,  and  fostred  Tp  with  enuie. 
Of  hooseholde  and  ofcompanie 
Where  that  he  hath  his  propre  office 
To  sette  on  euery  man  a  yice, 
Howe  so  his  mouthe  be  comely 
His  worde  sitte  euermore  a  wrie. 
And  saith  the  worste  that  he  maie« 

And  in  this  wise  nowe  a  dale 
In  loues  court  a  man  maie  here 
Full  ofte  pleine  of  this  matere: 
That  many  enuious  tale  is  stered, 
Where  that  it  maie  not  be  answered. 
But  yet  fun  ofte  it  is  heleued. 
And  many  a  worthy  loue  is  greued 
Through  backbityng  of  fols  enuie. 

If  thou  haue  niade  soche  ianglarie 
In  loues  conrte  my  sonne  er  this, 
Shriue  the  therof.    My  father  yis. 
But  wite  ye  howe:  not  openly, 
But  otherwhile  prinely 
Whan  I  my  dere  lady  mete, 
And  thinkc  howe  that  I  am  not  metQ 
Unto  bir  highe  worthtnesse 
And  eke  I  see  the  besinesse 
Of  all  this  yonge  lustie  route, 
Whiche  all  date  preasen  hir  aboote. 
And  eche  of  them  his  tyme  awaitetb. 
And  eche  of  them  his  tale  afiaiteth 
All  to  deceiue  an  innocent, 
Whiche  woll  not  be  of  her  assent. 

And  for  men  saine  vnknowe  tnkiste, 
Hir  thome  she  holt  in  hir  fiste. 
So  close  within  hir  owne  honde» 
That  there  wynneth  no  man  londe: 
She  leueth  not  all  that  she  hereih: 
And  thus  ful  ofte  her  selfe  she  skieretbi 
And  is  all  ware  of  kad  i  vvibt. 
But  for  all  that  myn  hert  ariste. 
Whan  I  these  oommon  loners  see, 
That  wolde  not  holde  hem  to  thre ; 
But  well  nye  louen  oner  all. 
Myn  hert  is  enuious  with  all. 
And  euer  I  am  adradde  of  gile. 
In  aunter  if  with  any  wile 
Thei  might  hir  innocence  enchauntc. 
For  thy  my  wordes  ofte  I  hauote 
Behynden  hem,  so  as  I  dare, 
Wherof  my  ladie  maie  beware. 
I  say  what  euer  cometh  to  mouth. 
And  wers  I  wolde,  if  that  I  couth^ 
.For  whan  I  come  vnto  hir  speche. 
All  that  I  maie  enquere  and  seche 
Of  suche  dcceite,  I  telle  it  all : 
And  ay  the  worst  in  speciall. 
So  faine  I  wolde  that  she  wist, 
Howe  litell  thei  ben  for  to  trist, 
And  what  thei  wold,  and  what  thei  ipeot, 
So  as  thei  be  of  double  enteot. 


Thus  toward  hem,  that  trtcke  laene. 
My  wicked  worde  was  euer  grene. 

And  netbeles  the  sooth  to  telle. 
In  certaine  if  it  so  befelle, 
That  alder  trewest  man  ybore. 
To  ehese  amonge  a  thosand  score, 
Whiche  were  all  fully  for  to  trist, 
My  lady  loued,  and  I  it  wist. 
Yet  rather  than  lie  shuide  spede, 
I  wolde  suche  tales  sprede 
To  my  ladie,  if  that  I  might. 
That  I  shuld  all  his  loue  vnright. 
And  therto  wolde  I  do  my  peine. 
For  certes  though  I  shnlde  feine. 
And  telle,  that  was  neuer  thought. 
For  all  this  worlde  I  might  nonghi 
To  suffre  an  other  fully  wynne. 
There  as  1  am  yet  to  begyone. 
For  be  thei  good,  or  be  thei  had, 
I  wolde  none  my  lady  bad. 
And  that  me  maketh  fiill  ofte  aspie. 
And  vsen  wordes  of  enuie, 
And  for  to  make  them  beare  a  blame; 
And  that  is  but  of  tbiike  same. 
The  whiche  voto  my  ladie  drawe. 
For  euer  on  them  I  rounge  and  gnawe,. 
And  hynder  hem  all  that  euer  I  maie. 
And  that  is  sothly  for  to  saie, 
But  ohely  to  my  lady  selue, 
I  telle  it  nought  to.  x.  ne  twelue. 
Therof  I  woll  me  well  auise, 
To  speke  or  iangle  in  any  wise. 
That  toucheth  to  my  ladie  name. 
The  whiche  in  ernest  and  in  game 
I  wolde  sauen  to  my  deatb. 
For  me  had  leuer  to  lacke  breath. 
Than  speke  of  hir  name  amis. 

Nowe  haue  ye  heid  touebend  of  this 
My  fiither  in  Confession, 
And  therfore  of  detraction 
In  lone,  that  I  haue  mispoke, 
Tdle  howe  ye  will  it  shall  be  wroke, 
I  am  all  redy  for  to  bears 
My  peine,  and  also  to  forbeare 
What  thing  that  ye  woll  aUowe. 
For  who  is  bounden,  he  must  bowe. 
So  wolle  I  bowe  Tnto  your  hett. 
For  1  dare  make  this  behest. 
That  I  to  you  haue  notbhig  hid. 
But  tolde  right  as  H  is  betide. 
And  otherwise  of  no  mispechtf 
My  consdence  for  to  seche 
I  can  not  of  enuie  finde. 
That  I  mispoke  haue,  ought  behynde» 
Wherof  loue  ought  be  mispaide.'  - 
Nowe  haue  ye  herde,  and  I  haue  saide. 
What  woll  ye  fader,  that  1  do? 

My  Sonne  do  no  more  so. 
But  euer.kjQpe  thy  tonge  still, 
Thou  might  the  more  haue  tlty  will. 
For  as  thou  seyst  thy  seluen  here, 
Thy  Udy  is  of  soche  manere 
So  wise,  so  ware  in  all  thyng. 
It  nedeth  of  no  bakbttyng 
That  thou  thy  lady  mis  enfbrme« 
For  whan  she  knoweth  all  the  forme 
How  that  thy  selfie  art  enuious. 
Thou  shale  not  be  so  g^racious 
As  thou  parauenture  thuldest  be  ellea: 
There  wol  no  Ban  drinke  of  tfao  weUes^ 
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Whicbe  (as  he  wote}  \%  poyson  ynne; 
And  ofte  socfae  as  men  bci^ynQe 
Tovanles  other,  ^sucl/e  the!  finde. 
That  set  hem  ofte  fer  behynde. 
When  that  thei  wenen  be  before. 

My  good  Sonne  and  tbou  therfore 
Bewme,  and  leoe  thy  wicke  speche, 
Wherof  hath  fiillen  ofte  wreche 
To*  many  a  man  before  this  time! 
For  who  so  will  his  handes  Ihne, 
Thei  moste  be- the  more  vncletae; 
For  many  a  mote  shaft  be  seiie. 
That  won  not  cle«e  elles  thcrci 
And  that  shulde  euery  wis^  msn  fere. 
For  who  so  witl  aiRytheir  blame; 
He  aeketh  ofte  his  ovne  shame, 
Whiehe  els  might  be  right  stSll. 
For  thy  if  that  it  be  thy  will 
To  staade  vpon  amendement, 
A  tale  of  great  entendement 
I  thinke  telle  for  thy  sake, 
Wherof  thoa  might  ensamplt  tate. 

Hie  loqaitur  conftssor  contva  litoi  in  amori*  cnuMi' 
detmhentes,  qni  stfis  obloq|lBis  aKenm  solaeia 
peiturbant,  et  narmt  exemplum  de  Ceastkntia 
Tiberii  Rome  Intpemtoris  filia-onmiunt  virtntbm 
fiimosissima,  ob  eios  amorem  Sbldanua  ttmc 
Penie,  rt  cam  in  vzoiem  doeere  pAsMt,  christi- 
aoom  se  fieri  pit^mtsit,  coins-  aeoapta  caooione 
concilio  Pelagii  tnne  pape  dicta  ^ia  Tna  cum 
daobos  Caidimlibtis^  alHsque  Romie'  pifoctnbas 
in  Peisiam  marttagii  causa  nauiglo  honortfice 
destinata  foit,  quss  tamen  obkNinentinm  postsea- 
detnctiooibuft  ▼ariis  niodis  absque  sQi« culpa  do* 
loroia  fata  multiplieiter  pasm  est; 

A  WfMtTH Y  knight  in  CbHites  la«re  * 
Of  great  Rome*  9A  \9  the  stfire. 
The  sceptre  had  for  to  right-, 
Tibery  Oonstautin-  be  hi^t. 
Whoa  wife  was  clepad  ftalie; 
Bat  thei  to  gedef  of  pfogeni* 
No  childre  had  but  a  maide. 
And  she  the  god  so  ^KfS^.  apayde, 
Tibial  the  wide-worMesfamc 
%ake  woMhip  of  bllr  good 'names 
Coostatkce,  aa  the  Croaibe  aaHh» 
She  bight:  and  was  so  faH'Offaitb^ 
That  the  greatest  of  Baiteria' 
Of  hem,  whiehe  vse  marohandie 
She  hath  coanerted,  aa'tbcicemr 
To  hir  Tpoo  a  tyme  in  Rome» 
To  shcwen  tocfa  thing,  as  thei  brouKbSf 
Whiehe  worthely  of  hem  she  bo«igM« 
And  ooer  that  in-'Stiefae'a  wise 
She  hath  hem  with  hir  wosdes  wiva 
Of  Christcs  foith  so  tcA\  enfennad, 
That  thei  therto  ben  all  conformed^ 
So  that  baptisme  thei  raceiaeBi 
And  all  hir  fals  goddes  weyato. 

WiMn  tha  ben  of  the  feith  ceitaiae 
Thei  gone  to  Barbarie  ayeno^ 
And  there  the  Sondan  for  hem  sent, 
And  askeih  hem  to  what  entcnt 
Tkei  bane  her  flcit  foHh  fofiakei 

Attd  thei,  whicbe  had>Vndertake- 
Tbe  r^ght  feith  to  ksepeaadhoidcv.  . 
The  matter  of  her  Ule  tQWr^ 
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With  all  the  hole  circamstahce. 

And  when  the  Sondan  of  Constance 
(Upon  the  point  that  thei  answerde) 
The  beautee  and  the  grace  herde. 
As  he,  whiehe  than  was  to  wedde; 
In  all  hast  his  cause  speddc 
To  sende  for  the  manage: 
And  ferthermore  with  good 'courage 
He  saitb,  be  so  he  maie  hir  haue, 
That  Christ,  that  came  this  woride  to  saue, 
He  woU  beleue,  and  thus  recorded 
Thei  ben  on  either  side  accorded: 
And  there  vpon  to  make  an  ende 
The  Soudan  bis  hostage  sende 
To  Rome,  of  princes  sonnes  twelue, 
Wherof  the  fader  in  bim  seliie 
Was  gladde,  and  with  the  Pbpe  auised 
TWO  Cardinailes  he  bath  assised. 
With  other  lordes  many  mo« 
That  with  his  doughter  tbei  sfaiild  go. 
To  see  the  soudan  he  conaerted. 

Sualiteradueniente  Constantia  in  Bhrbariam mater 
soldani  huiusmodi  nuptias  perturbare  volen», 
filium  suuk  vna  cum  dicta  Constantia,  cardi- 
nalibusque  et  aliis  Romanis  prima  die  ad  con- 
uiuium  inuitauit;  Et  conuescentibus  illis  in 
mensa,  ipsum  soldanum  omnes  que  ibidem  pre- 
ter  Constantiam  Romanos  ab  insidiis  latitan* 
tibus  subdole  detractione  interfeci  procurauit, 
ipsamque  Constantiam  in  quadam  naui  absque 
gubemaculo  positam  per  altum  mare  ▼entonun 
flatibus  agitandam  in  ex  ilium  dirigi  solum  con* 
stituit. 

BcT  that,  whicbe  neuer  was  wel  berted, 

Enuie  tho  beganne  to  traustlle. 

In  disturbance  of  this  sposaile. 

So  priuely.  that  none- was  ware. 

The  mother  whicbe  the  souldan  bare. 

Was  than  aline,  and  thought  this 

Unto  hir  selfe:  If  it  so  is 

My  Sonne  hym  wedde  in  this  manere, 

Than  haue  I  lost  my  joyes  here. 

For  myn  estate  shall  so  be  lassed. 

Tbinkend  thus  she  bath  compassed 
By  sleigbty  howe  that  she  maie  begyle 
Hir  Sonne,  and  fille  within  a  while, 
Betweue  hem  two  whan  that  thei  were. 
She  feigned  wordes  in  his  eare. 
And  in  this  wise  gad  to  saie : 

My  Sonne,  I  am  by  double  waie 
With  all  myn  herte  gladde  arid  blithe. 
For  that  my  selfe  haue  ofle  sitbe 
Desyred,  thou  wolte  (a$  men  sayth) 
Receiue  and  take  a  newe  feith, 
Whiehe  shall  be  forthryngeof  thy  lil^. 
And  eke  so  worshipful!  a  wife, 
The  doughter  of  an  emperour 
To  wedde,  it  shall  be  great  honour. 
For  thy  my  sonne  1  you  beseche. 
That  I  suche  grace  might  areche. 
Whan  that  my  doughter  come  shall. 
That  I  maie  than  in  speciulf. 
So  as  me  tbynketh  houeste, 
By  thilke,  whicbe  the  firste  feste 
Shall  make  mtb  hir  welcommynge. 

The  Souldan  graunt^th  bit  askyng^. 
And  she  therof  was  glad  enough. 
For  voder  that  anone  she  drough. 
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With  fiilfe  wonlet  that  she  spake, 
Couin  of  deatbe  behynde  his  backe, 
And  tbenpon  bir  ordinance 
Sh«  made  so,  that  whan  Constance 
Was  cotiu-n  forth  with  the  RooiaineSy 
Of  clerkea  and  of  citezeins, 
A  riche  ieaste  she  hem  made; 
And  moste  whan  tbei  wereo  glade, 
With  false  couyn,  whiche  she  had 
Hir  close  ennie  tlio  she  sprad: 
And  all  fbo,  that  hadden  bee 
Or  in  apperte  or  in  priuee 
Of  counseile  to  the  niariage» 
She  slough  them  in  a  sodeiue  rage 
Endelonge  the  borde  as  tbei  ben  set. 
So  that  it  inyght'  not  be  lette. 
Hir  owne  sonne  was  not  quite, 
But  died  vpon  the  same  plite. 

But  what  the  higli  god  woU  spare. 
It  maie  not  for  the  perill  misfare. 
This  woithie  maiden,  whiche  was  there 
Stode  than,  as  who  saith,  dead  for  fere. 
To  see  the  feast^  hew  that  it  stode, 
Whiche  all  was  tourned  into  bloud. 
The  disshe  forth  with  the  cuppe  and  all 
Bcbled  tbei  weren  ouer  alt. 
She  sawe  hem  die  on  euery  side, 
No  wonder  though  she  wepte  and  cride, 
M akyng  many  a  wofiill  mone 
Whan  all  was  slaine  but  she  atone. 

This  olde  f^nde,  this  Sarazyn, 
Let  take  anone  this  Constantyn, 
With  all  the  good  she  theder  brought, 
And  hath  ordeined  as  she  thought 
A  naked  ship  without  stere. 
In  whiche  the  good,  and  hir  in  fere, 
Vitaled  full  for  yeres  fine, 
Where  that  the  wynde  it  wo'de  driue. 
She  put  vpon  the  waues  wilde. 


Qualiter  nauis  cum  Constantia  in  partes  Anglie, 
que  tunc  pagana  fuit  prope  Humber  sub  quo- 
dam  Castdlo  regis,  qui  tunc  Allee  vocabatur 
post  trJenninm  applicuit,  quam  quidam  miles 
nomine  Eida  dicti  castclii  tunc  custos  et  naui 
lete  suscipiens,  Txori  sue  Hermyngylde  in  cus- 
todiam  honoriOce  commendauit. 

Bcrr  he,  which  all  thlnges  maie  shilde 
Tbre  yere,  til  that  she  cometh  to  londe 
Hir  shippe  to  sterc  bath  take  on  honde: 
And  in  Northumberlonde  arriueth. 
And  happeth  than-,  that  she  dryneth 
Under  a  cattell  with  the  floodc^ 
Whiche  vpon  Humber  banke  stoode. 
And  was  the  kynges  owne  also. 
The  whiche  Allee  was  cleped  tho, 
A  Saxon,  and  a  worthy  knight. 
But  he  beleueth  not  aright. 

Of  this  caitell  was  castellayne, 
£lda  the  kynges  chamberfaine, 
A  knightly  man  after  his  lawe. 
And  whan  be  sawe  vpon  the  wawe 
The  ship  drinend  alone' so. 
He  bad  anone  men  sbnlden  go 
To  see,  what  it  be  token  maie. 
This  was  vpon  a  sommer  dale. 
The  shippe  was  loked,  and  she  founde. 

Elda  within  a  litteU  stounde 


It  wist,  and  with  liis  wife  anone 
Towarde  this  yonge  lady  gone/ 
Where.that  tbei  foude  greate  ricbaste. 
But  she  hir  wolde  not  confesse, 
Whan  tbei  hir  asken,  what  she  wa^       I 
And  netheles  vpon  the  cas 
Out  of  the  ship  with  great  worship 
Tbei  toke  hir  in  to  felowsbip. 
As  tbei  that  weren  of  hir  glade. 
But  she  no  maner  of  ioie  made : 
But  soroweth  sore,  of  that  she  funde 
No  christendome  in  thilke  londe: 
But  els  she  hath  all  hir  will 
And  thns  with  them  she  dwelleth  still. 
Dame  Hermegyld,  whiche  was  the  wife 
Of  Elda,  liche  hir  owne  life 
Constance  loueth,  and  it  fell  so, 
Spekende  all  dale  betwene  hem  two 
Through  grace  of  gods  purueiance 
This  nuiiden  taught  the  creanee 
Unto  this  wife  so  perfectly, 
Upon  a  daie  that  faste  by. 
In  presence  of  hir  husbonde. 
Where  tbei  go  walkende  on  the  stronde, 
A  biynde  man,  whiche  came  tber  ladde. 
Unto  this  wife  criende  he  badde 
With  both  his  hondes  vp,  and  pfaide 
To  hir,  and  in  thia  wise  he  iiatde : 

O  Hermeiryldey  whiche  Cbristea  feitb 
Enformed,  at  Constance  seith, 
Receioed  hast:  ycue  me  my  sight. 

Upon  this  uroide  hir  faerte  aflight, 
Thynkende  what  was  best  to  doone. 
Bat  netheles  she  beide  his  boone, 
And  saide,  in  tmste  of  Christes  lawe, 
Whiche  done  was  on  the  erosse  and  slawe. 
Thou  biynde  man  beholde  and  see. 

With  that  to  god  vpon  his  knee 
Tliankende  he  toke  his  sight  auoney 
Wherof  thei  meniaile  euery  chone, 
Bnt  Elda  wondreth  most  of  all 
Tliis  open  thynge  whiche  is  belalle, 
Concludeth  hym  by  suche  a  wey. 
That  he  the  feith  moatc  nedes  obey. 

Snaliter  quidam  iuoenis  miles  in  amorcm  Coo* 
stancie  exardescena,  pro  eo  qae  ipsa  sibi  con- 
sentire  noluit,  earn  de  morte  Henaegylde,  quam 
ipse  noctanter  interfecit,  verbis  detrmctoriis  ac- 
cusauit,  se(!  angelns  domini  ipsum  sic  detra- 
hentem  in  maxilla  snbito  percatiens,  non  solum 
pro  mendaci  oomprobauit,  sed  icto  mortali  post 
ipsius  confessionem  peuitus  interfecit. 

NoWE  liste  what  fell  vpon  this  thynge. 
This  Elda  foorthe  vnto  the  kynge, 
A  morowe  toke  his  wey  and  rode, 
And  Hermegylde  at  home  abode 
Forth  with  Constance  well  at  ease. 

Elda  whiche  thoogbt  his  kynge  to  pi 
As  he,  that  than  vnwedded  was. 
Of  Constante  all  the  pleine  cas, 
As  goodly  as  be  o«utb,  tolde. 

The  kyng  was  glad,  and  aaid  be  wolde 
Come  thither  in  sncbe  a  wise. 
That  he  hym  might  of  hir  anise. 

The  tyme  appointed  forth  withaU 
This  Elda  truste  in  specimll 
Upon  a  knight,  wiiom  fipm  childboda 
He  had  vpdrawe  into  Daobode 
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To  bym  he  tolde  all  that  he  thought : 
Wberof  that  after  him  forthought. 
And  Dcthelet  at  thiike  tide 
Doto  hit  wife  be  bad  bym  ride 
To  BMke  redy  all  thynge 
Ageiost  the  comynge  of  the  kynge. 
Aad  saithy  that  he  bym  tel/e  tofore 
Thinketh  lor  to  come,  and  bod  therfore. 
That  be  him  kepe,  and  tolde  bim  whan. 

This  knigbt  rode  forth  hi»wey  than. 
And  sotb  wai,  that  of  time  passed 
He  had  in  all  bis  witte  compassed, 
Hoire  be  Constance  might  wynne. 
But  be  sawe  tho  no  spede  therin, 
Wberof  bis  lust  beganne  to  bate. 
And  that  was  loue,  is  than  hate. 
Of  hir  honour  he  bad  enoie. 
So  that  Tpon  his  trecherie, 
A  lesinge  in  bis  herte  he  cast. 
Til  be  come  home,  be  bighett  fast. 
And  doth  bis  lady  to  vnderstande 
The  message  of  hir  husbaiide. 
And  tbenrpon  the  longe  daie 
Tbet  setten  thinges  in  arraie. 
That  all  was  as  it  shnlde  bee 
Of  euery  thing  in  bis  degree. 
And  whan  it  came  into  the  night. 
This  wife  hir  bath  to  bedde  dight. 
Where  that  this  maiden  with  hir  laie. 

This  false  knigbt  vpon  delaie 
Hath  taried  till  thei  were  aslepe, 
As  be  thai  woll  time  kepe 
His  deadly  werkes  to  fulfille. 
And  to  the  bedde  he  stalketh  stilte. 
Where  that  be  wist  was  the  wife, 
And  in  bis  hande  a  rasoar  knife 
He  bare,  with  whiche  hir  throte  he  cut. 
And  piioely  the  knife  he  pnt 
Under  that  diere  beddcs  side, 
Where  that  Constance  laie  beside. 

Elda  come  home  the  same  night : 
And  stille  with  a  preuie  light. 
As  be  that  wolde  not  awake 
His  wife,  he  bath  his  weye  take 
In  to  the  cbambre;  and  there  liggende 
He  Ibnde  his  deade  wife  bledende, 
Where  that  Constance  feste  by 
Was  falle  aslepe:  and  sodeiuly 
He  cried  aloode,  and  she  awoke 
And  foortb  withall  cast  a  loke. 
And  sawe  this  lady  blede  there 
Wberof  swonned  deade  for  feare 
She  was :  and  stille  as  any  stone 
She  laie,  and  Eida  therrpOn 
In  to  the  Castell  clepeth  out. 
And  vp  sterte  euery  man  about. 
In  to  the  chamhre  foortb  the)  went. 

But  be  whiche  all  Tntrouth  ment. 
This  fislse  knight  amonge  them  all, 
Upon  the  thing,  whiche  is  befall 
Seith:  that  GonsUnce  hath  do  this  dede, 
And  to  the  bedde  with  that  be  yede 
After  the  lalsehead  of  his  speche. 
And  made  him  there  for  to  seche. 
And  Ibnde  the  knife,  where  be  tt  laide: 
And  than  be  cried,  and  thus  he  saide: 

Lo  see  the  knife  all  blody  here, 
What  nedeth  more  in  this  matere 
To  aske?  and  thus  hir  innocence 
He  idaniidreth  there  in  andience 


With  false  wordes,  whiche  be  feigneth. 
But  yet  for  al^tbat  ener  be  pleinetb, 

Elda  no  fell  credence  toke. 
And  happed  that  there  lay  a  boke,  / 
Upon  the  whiche  whan  he  it  sighe. 
This  knight  hath  swore :  and  said  on  bighe. 
That  all  men  might  it  wite: 
Now  by  this  boke,  whiche  is  here  write, 
Constance  is  giltife  well  I  wote.  , 

With  that  the  hande  of  beuen  him  smote. 
In  token  of  that  be  bath  forswore 
There  he  botbe  bis  eyen  lore. 
Out  of  bis  head  the  same  stounde 
Thei  sterti  and  so  thei  were  founde. 

A  roiee  was  berde,  whan  that  thei  fel, 
Whiche  saide :  O  damned  man  to  bell, 
Lo  thus  bath  god  thy  sclaunder  wroke. 
That  thou  agein  Constance  hath  spoke, 
Beknowe  the  sothe  er  that  thou  die. 
And  he  tolde  out  his  felonie : 
And  starfe  forth  with  his  tale  anone. 
In  to  the  grounde,  where  al  gone 
This  dead  lady  was  begraoe. 

Elda,  whiche  thought  his  honour  sane. 
All  that  be  maie,  restreineth  sorowe. 

2ualiter  rex  Allee  ad  fidem  Cbristi  conuersus  bap« 
tismum  recepit:  et  Constantiam  super  hoc  leto 
animo  desposauit  quss-  tamen  qualis  vel  vnde 
fuit  alicui  nullo  modo  fatebatur,  Rt  cum  infra 
breue  postea  a  domino  suo  impregnata  fuisset, 
ipse  ad  debellandum  cum  scotis  iter  arripnit,  et 
ibidem  super  guerras  aliquandiu  pennansiu 

For  the  seconde  date  at  morowe 

The  kyng  came,  as  thei  were  accorded. 

And  whan  it  was  to  him  recorded. 

What  god  bath  wrought  vpon  this  chance. 

He  toke  it  in  to  remembrance. 

And  thoug;ht  more  than  he  saidc. 

For  all  his  hole  herte  he  laide 

Upon  Constance:  and  saide  he  shulde. 

For  lone  of  hir,  if  that  she  wolde, 

Baptisme  take,  and  Christes  faith 

Beleue :  and  ooer  that  be  sattb. 

He  wolde  hir  wedde:  and  vpon  this 

Assured  ecbe  to  other  is. 

And  for  to  make  shorte  tales. 
There  came  a  bisshop  out  of  wales 
Fro  Bangor:  and  Lucye  be  hight. 
Which  tliroughe  the  grace  of  god  almight. 
The  king,  with  many  other  mo. 
He  christined  :  and  betwene  hem  two 
He  hath  fulfilled  the  manage i 
But  for  no  lust,  ne  for  no  rage 
She  tolde  him  neuer  what  she  was. 

And  netheles  vpon  this  cas 
The  kinge  was  glad,  bowe  so  it  stode. 
For  well  be  wist  and  vnderstode. 
She  was  a  noble  creature. 

The  high  maker  of  nature 
Hir  bath  visited  in  a  throwe 
That  it  was  openliche  knowe. 
She  was  with  childe  by  the  kynge, 
Wberof  abooen  all  other  thynge 
He  thanked  god,  and  was  right  glad. 
And  fell  that  tyme  he  was  bestad 
Upon  a  werre,  and  taust  ride: 
And  while  be  sbuld  there  abide. 
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He  teV  ■'  tome  U  li^«  bu  si(e, 

Suche  U  he  knewe  of  huly  tife. 

Elda  forth  with  the  bitshop  eke. 
And  be  with  power  go  to  wka 
Ayeoe  the  Scottea  Tar  to  fonde 
Tile  werre,  whicbe  he  toke  on  hondf. 

Siuliter  re^ua  CoDitautia  inbntan  maiciilum 

quem  in  beptismo  Uauritium  vacant,   lege  ab- 

■ente  eniia  eit,  Sed  iniiida  Dtaterregn  Domilda 

■aper   iito   beta   coodoleiu,   mendacibui  regi 

*      certi6cauit,  quod  txoi  .    -  - 


OOWSK*^  PpEU^ 


loco  geniture  adoitncn  produii 
detraetoribui  adueriiu  Comtantiam  proc 
quod  ipn  in  nanein,  qua  priua  Ttneral, 
■d  exuium  mo  com  anb  paita  ramiHi 

The  trme  aette  of  klude  ii  ecMne, 
Tliia  ladf  bath  hiT  chamtirc  nouHf 
Aod  of  »  aonne  boine  full: 
Wheroftliat  abe  wu  ia]«ill. 
She  wai  deliuered  aanft  and  aoona. 

The 
Yafcl 
Jladtl 
WfthI 
Tbei) 
Tbntk 
Aodb 

WhicI 

The  kyogea  motbar  there  laie, 

Wtagce  right  name  waa  DomlUe, 

Wbkbe  after  Ul  the  cauie  spilde. 

For  be,  nrbiche  thanke  deaerue  wolde, 

Unto  thii  Wy  gotbe  and  tolde 

Of  bis  menage,  bowe  it  ferd^ ' 

And  lbs  with  ftigned  ioye  it  herdf. 

And  yafe  bim  yeftei  largely. 

But  in  the  nigbt  al  piiuely 

She  take  the  letten,  Whicbe  be  bad, 

Fra  point  to  point  ilnd  ouer  red, 

Aa  aba,  that  waa  tbiougb  ont  ^ntnie : 

And  let  do  write  other  newe 

In  atede  of  bem :  and  (tiui  iliei  ipeke. 

Prioia  liltera  in  cDnnendttioDen  CcHntfii 
ejHicopo  Regi  miaia  per  Domildam  in  c 
nnm  Uaata. 

That  tboo  with  vi  be  not  wroth, 
ThDngh  we  inche  thyog,  ai  i*  tbe  latb. 
UpotB  onr  trouth  ceitifle. 
Thy  wife,  whiche  ia  ofhirie. 
Of  ancbe  a  childe  detiuered  ia. 
Fro  kinde,  wbiche  aUnt  alJ  amii. 
Bat  for  it  (hulde  not  be  nie. 
We  bane  It  kepte  mt  of  tbe  waie 


Of  thiike,  w 
We  toke.  and  therto  we  be  iwore. 
That  none,  but  onely  Ihoo  and  wee 
Shall  knowc  af  thia  priutfee, 
BAori*  i»  batte,  and  thm  men  wene 
That  it  «M  barns  of  tfaa  qoeane, 


And  of  tbyne  OTBC  bodie  g«t^ 

But  thii  Ibyiige  loaie  not  b$  foryel^ 
That  tbou  ne  aende  v>  wordc  aoone 
What  ii  thy  will  thempon. 

Tbia  letter,  ai  thou  haite  b^i^C  ^''■■'fl 
Waa  coonterfete  in  nicbe  *  ifiae, 
That  no  man  ibulde  it  appcrR^ue, 
4nd  ibe,  whiche  thought  to  deceiw- 
It  leilh,  wherf  ihf  that' other  toke. 

Thi*  nwHanger,  whan  be  a^ok^ 
And  wilt  DOthynge  hoife  it  wai, 
Aroie  and  rode  the  great  pai 
4nd  take  hia  letters  t«  the  Innge. 
And  whan  be  lawe  tbii  vondre  tbyqpt, 
He  maketb  the  tnevanger  no  cberq : 
Bot  oatbele*  in  wiie  maoere 
He  wrote  againe,  and  yate  by^  eba^(<> 
That  thai  ne  luffre  not  at  l^r^ 
Hit  wife  lo  go,  bilt  kape  lur  ijdU, 
Tyll  tbei  bane  herde  mare  of  bii  nJjL 

Tbia  inenaiiger'wai  yeSJ^i 
But  with  hia  letter  nethele* 
Or  be  hym  left  or  be  hym  lothff, 
Id  all  baits  ageiue  be  gatti^ 
By  Knareibargh,  and  a*  b^  iTCtt, 
Unto  the  mother  bii  entent. 
Of  that  he  fande  towardc  th^  kynjn 
He  tolde,  and  ibe  ipoii  tbia  ttiyn>ra 
Seith,  thai  he  iholdp  abidie  al^  night: 
^nd  make  hym  feiile  and  cbere  alight. 
Feigned  ai  tbongb  the  coifde  him,  tl)ODkp. 
^t  he  with  itronge  wine  whicI)  he  droii^. 
Forth  with  Ilie  treuaile  of,  tb«  daip 
Waidronke:  ailep;  and  while  be  Ifje, 
She  hath  hii  letteii  oneruie. 
And  (bimed  in  an  olber  wsie: 
lliere  waa  a  newe  letter  wf  ite. 


WHicasbeiaith:  Ido.yw  f^r  to  wjtf. 

That  through  the  eouDtaile  of  you  two 

I  iCande  in  point  to  b$  Tado, 

A^  he.  whicbe  ia  a  kyfige  d^poied, 

Poreuery  man  it  hath  suppoiied 

Hu<r  that  my  wile  Coi^tniice  ii  li^e; 

Apd  if  that  I  feigne  any  dijljMf 

To  pnt  bir  out  if  coiqitaiiie, 

The  wonhippe  of  rov  rejalie 

[•  lore :  and  oner  thii  tbei  te|l, 

ihall  not  apionge,  hem  ''IT'! 
!D  any  herytpgci 


To  claii 


intake, 


But  all  ia  lorte,  if  ibe  abide. 
For  thy  to  lake  on  enery  lyde 
Towarde  the  nuicbefe  aa  it  i), 
I  chaige  you,  and  byd  thi). 
That  ye  tbe  lame  ahippe  vjlt^ijei 
Id  wbiche  that  she  toke  arriuaile^ 
Therin  and  putteth  botbc  (wo, 
Uir  lelfe  forth  wit]i  bjr  ck'ilde  also, 
Aod  10  fbrtb  brought  in  to  the  depc 
Retaketh  bir  tbe  lea  to  Iccpe.  ' 


elM 


That  ye  tfaii  thynge  no  lenger  lette^ 
So  that  your  life  be  not  forfeta. 
,    Aod  that  thi*  letter  counterfete 
Tlie  meiaangCT,  wbiche  wai  TQware, 
Upon  tbe  kyogei  balue  bare 
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And  wtere  he  lAiMk  ti  tiaih  Beikie. 

But  whan  that  tbei  haue  liede  take 
And  rad,  tbat  trriten  is  within, 
So  gnat  a  aoroWe  thei  beginne, 
Ai  tbei  hir  owne  mother  seien 
Brenae  in  a  6re  before  their  eien. 
There  was  we|fynge,  and  there  was  wo, 
But  finally  the  tHjrnge  is  do: 
Upon  the  sea  thei  haue  hir  bronght : 
But  she  the  baose  wi^  liongbt^ 
And  UiiiaV]|wn  the  tMie  thei  womie» 
This  lady  with  hir  yonge  sonne. 
And  than  hir  Eandes  to  the  heuieii 
She  straoght:  and  with  a  mildesteoeDt 
Kneicod  fpoh  hir  bare  knee 
She  nide:  O  high  ihaies^ee, 
Whiche  ^^est  the  point  of  enery  tionth: 
Take  of  thy  #ofaH  womain  roht^ : 
And  of  this  cUkK,  whiche  1  shall  kepe. 
And  with  that  ^oirae  she  gan  to  wepe 
Swooned  as  deadc,  and  there  she  laie. 
Bot  be,  whiche  all  ihynges  inaie, 
Conrfbrteth  hir,'  and  at  lasie 
She  loketbt  and  hir  elen  casie 
Upon  hir  chiUe,  and  saide  this: 

Of  me  no  maoer  charge  it  is 
What  sorowe'I  soJ^ns,  but  of  thee 
Me  tfainketh  it  is  great  pitee. 
For  if  I  steme;  thou  miftst  deie. 
So  mote  I  nedes  by  t^t  weie,    . 
For  raotbcriieedy  and  fbr  tenderneSy 
With  all  my  bole  besynes, 
Oideine  me  for  thilke  office, 
Am  she,  whiche  shall  be  thy  norice. 

Tbns  was  she  strengthed  for  to  stonde. 
And  tho  she  toke  hir  childe  in  boude 
ibid  yafe  it  souke,  and  euer  amonge 
She  wepte,  add  otherwbile  fbnge, 
To  rocke  with  hir  childe  asTepe 
And  thus  hir  owne  childe  to  kepe 
She  hath  Tnder  the  gods  core. 

SoaBter  nanis  Constancie  post  biennioiii  in  partes 
Hispanic  soperiorts  Inter  Sarazenos  iactabatur, 
a  qvoruib  manibas  deus  ipsam  consenians  gra- 
tioaisaime  liberaoit. 

AMD  so  fell  vpon  aaenture 
Whan  thilke  yere  bath  diade  his  ende, 
Hir  ship,  so  as  it  moste  wende, 
By  stroigth  of  wyifde,  which  god  hath  yeue, 
£stwarde  was  into  2i!paine  driue, 
Right  fost  vnder  a  caste]]  wall. 
Where  that  an  hethen  admirali 
Was  lorde:  and  he  a  stewaide  had 
One  TbelonB,  whiche  tf  I  v^s  bad, 
A  fids  knight,  and  a  renegat^. 
He  goth  to  loke,  in  what  estate 
The  ship  was  comen :  and  th6re  he'  fonde 
Forth  with  a  ehildfe  vpon  hir  houde 
This  lady  where  she  was  a  one. 
He  toke  good  hede  of' the  persbti, 
And  sawe  shcr  was  a  worthy  wight 
And  thoQgfat  he  wolde  ypon  the  night 
Demene  hir  at  his  owne  will: 
And  in  the  shin  be  ke|>te  hir  still, 
That  DO  man  sawe  hir  that  daie. 
At  gods  wille  afid  thus  she  laie 
Unkoowey  what  hir  shall  betide, 
Aad  fdl  so  that  by  nigbtes  tide, 


This  knight  without  folaosbip 
Hath  take  a  bote,  and  came  to  ship, 
And  thought  of  hir  his  laste  to  take. 
And  swore,  if  she  hym  daanger  make, 
That  certainly  she  shulde  deie^ 
She  sawe  there  was  none  other  weie. 
And  saide  heshulde  hir  well  comforte. 
That  he  fyrst  loke  out  at  porte, 
That  no  man  were  nigh  the  stede, 
Whiche  might  knowe  what  thei  dede. 
And  than  he  maie  do  what  he  wolde. 
He  was  right  glad,  that  she  so  tolde. 
And  to  the  porte  imone  be  forde : 

She  praieth  god,  and  he  hir  herde, 
And  sodeinly  he  was  out  throwe 
And  dreint,  and  tho  began  to  blowe 
Wynde  meoable  fro  the  londe 
And  thus  the  mighty  gods  honde 
Hir  hath  conoeighed,  and  defended: 
And  whan  thre  yere  ben  foil  dispended, 

Snaliter  Nauicula  Constancie  quodam  die  que 
altum  mare  ra^ns  inter  copiosam  nauium  mnl- 
titudinem  dilapsa  est,  quarum  Arceniilus  lib- 
manorum  consul,  dux,  et  capitaneus  ipsam  ig- 
notam  suscipiens  vsque  ad  Romam  secum  per- 
duxit,  vbi  equalem,  vtbri  sue  Eleiie  permahsu- 
mm  renerenter  associauit,  nee  non  et  eiusdem 
filium  Mauricium  in  omni  habundantia  quasi 
proprium  educanit. 


Hir  ship  was  driu^  vpon  a  daiie, 
Where  that  a  great  n^uie  late 
Of  shippes,  all  the  worlde  at  ones: 
And  as  god  wolde  for  the  nones 
Hir  ship  goth  in  amonge  hem  alT 
And  stynt  not,  er  it  be  bifall. 
And  hath  that  Tessell  vnder  fj^e, 
Whiche  maister  was  of  all  the  flete. 
But  there  it  resteth  and  abode, 
This  great  shyp  on  anker  rode: 
The  lorde  come  forth,  and  when  he  sigh 
That  other  ligge  oh*  horde  so  nighe : 
He  wondretb,  what  it  might  bee. 
And  bad  men  t6  go  in  and  see. 
This  lady  tho  was  crope  a  side, 
As  she  that  wolde  hir  st:loen  hide. 
For  she  ne  wist,  what  tbei  were. 
Tbei  sought  about,  and  fond  hir  there. 
And  broughten  vp  hir  childe  and  her. 
And  thervpon  this  lorde  to  sper 
Began,  fro  whens  that  she  came. 
And  what  she  was:  Suod  she,  I  am 
A  woman  wofully  bestaddc 
I  had  a  lorde,  and  thus  he  bad. 
That  1  forth  with  my  littell  sonne. 
Upon  the  wanes  sbulde  wonoe. 
But  why  the  cause  wote  I  nought. 
But  he  whiche  all  thynges  wrought. 
Yet  ay  I  thanke  hym  of  his  might,  , 
My  childe  and  me  so  kepte  vprigbt. 
That  we  be  saufe  bothe  two. 

This  lorde  hir  asketh  enermo   . 
Howe  shebeleueth,  and  she  seith: 
I  leue  and  trust  in  Christes  feitb, 
Whiche  died  vpon  the  roode  tre^ 

What  is  thy  name  tho  quod  he? 
My  name  is  Coust,  she  hym  saide. 
But  furthermore  for  nought  he  praide 
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Of  hir  estate  (o  knowe  plame, 
She  wolde  hym  Dothyngi'  els  bailie* 
But  of  hir  oame,  whiche  she  feigned. 
All  other  tbynges  she  restreigned. 
That  o  worde  more  she  ne  tolde. 

This  lorde  than  asketh  if  she  Wolde 
With  hym  abide  in  com{>anie. 
And  saide,  he  came  from  Barbarie 
To  Rome  warde,  and  home  he  went. 

Tbo  she  supposeth  what  it  nient. 
And  saith,  she  wolde  with  hym  wende. 
And  dwell  vnto  hir  lines  ende. 
Be  so  it  be  to  his  pleasance. 
And  thus  vpon  her  aqueintanoe 
lie  tolde  hir  plainly  as  it  stode, 
Of  Rome  bowe  that  the  gentill  blode 
In 'Barbarie  was  betraied. 
And  thenipon  he  hath  assaied 
By  warre,  and  take  suche  vengeance. 
That  none  of  thilke  allyance, 
By  whom  the  treson  was  compassed^ 
Is  from  the  swerde  aliue  passed. 
But  of  Constance  bowe  it  was. 
That  couthe  he  knowe  by  no  cas. 
Where  she  became,  so  as  he  seide. 
Hir  ere  vnto  his  worde  she  leide. 
But  fort  her  made  she  no  chere. 
And  netheleji  in  this  mattere 
.    It  hapned  that  ilke  tyme  so. 

This  lorde,  with  whome  she  shulde  go. 
Of  Rome  was  the  senatour, 
And  of  hir  father  the  emperour, 
His  brother  doughter  hath  to  wife: 
Whiche  hath  hir  firther  eke  on  Hue, 
And  was  Salustes  cleped  tbo. 
His  wife  Eleine  hight  also : 
To  whom  Constance  was  cosine. 

Thus  to  the  seke  a  medicine 
Hath  god  ordeined  of  his  grace. 
That  fortbe  in  tbe  same  place 
This  senatour  his  trouth  plight, 
'  For  euer,  while  he  lyue  might, 
To  kepe  hir  in  worship,  and  in  we)th« 
Be  so  that  god  woll  giue  hir  helth. 

This  lady,  whiche  fortune  hym  sende^ 
And  thus  by  shippe  forth  sailende, 
Hir  and  hit  childe  to  Rome  be  brought. 
And  to  bis  wife  tho  he  besought, 
To  take  hir  in  to  companie. 
And  she,  whiche  couth  of  curtesie 
All  that  a  good  wife  sbulde  conne, 
Was  inly  gladde,  that  he  hath  wonne 
'The  felowship  of  so  good  one. 
'  This  emperours  doughter  Custe, 
Forthwith  the  doughter  of  Saluste 
Was  kept,  but  no  man  redely 
Knewe,  what  she  was:  and  not  for  tby, 
Thei  tboughten  well  she  had  bee 
In  hir  estate  of  high  degree. 
And  euery  life  hir  loueth  wele. 


finaliter  rex  AUee  inita  pace  cum  Scottis  a  guerris 
rediens,  etnon  inuenta  vxore  sua  causam  exilii 
diligencim  perscnitans,  cum  matrem  suam  Do- 
niildam  indeculpabilem  sciuisset,  ipsam  in  igne 
proiciens  conburi  fecit. 

Kows  berke  tbilke  vnstable  whele, 
Whiche  euer  tometh,  wente  aboute, 
Tke  kynge  Alle,  while  be  was  out 
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(As  thou  tofore  hatt  heide  the  cas} 

Decerned  through  his  modre  was. 

But  whan  that  he  come  home  agayne. 

He  axetb  of  his  cbamberlaync. 

And  of  tbe  bisshdp  eke  also, 

Where  thei  tbe  quene  bad  do. 

And  thei  answerde :  there  he  bad» 

And  haue  hym  tbilke  letter  rad, 

Whiche  he  them  sent  for  warrant. 

And  tolde  hym  playnly  as  it  stante. 

And  saine,  it  thought  hem  great  pitee. 

To  see  a  worthy  one  ni  shee 

With  suche  a  child^,  as  there  was  bore 

So  sodeinly  to  be  forlore. 

He  asketh  bem,  what  cbilde  it  were. 

And  thei  him  saide,  that  no  whei« 

In  all  tbe  worlde,  though  men  it  sought, , 

Was  neuer  woman,  that  forth  brought 

A  fairer  childe,  than  it  was  one. 

And  than  he  axeth  hem  anone. 
Why  thei  ne  hadden  writen  so. 
Thei  tuMen,  so  thei  hadden  do. 

He  saide  nay.    Thei  saideii  yis. 
Tbe  letter  shewed,  radde  it  is. 
Whiche  thei  Ibrsoken  eoery  delfr 
Tho  was  it  vnderstonde  wele, 
That  there  is  treason  in  the  thynge. 
The  messenger  tofore  the  kynge 
Was  brought,  and  sodenly  opposed. 
And  no  tbjrnge  hath  yet  supposed 
But  all  well,  began  to  saie, 
That  be  no  where  vpon  the  waie 
Ahod,  but  onely  in  a  stedc, 
And  cause  why,  that  be  so  dede 
Was,  as  be  went  to  and  fro, 
At  Knaresburgh  by  nightes  two 
The  kynges  mpder  made  hym  dwell. 
And  when  the  kynge  it  herde  tell. 
Within  his  berte  be  wiste  alsfaste 
The  treson,  whiche  his  mother  caste : 
And  thought  he  wolde  not  abide: 
But  foorth  rygbt  in  the  same  tide 
He  toke  his  hori,  and  Tode  anone. 
With  hym  there  ride  many  one 
To  Knaresbui7(h,  and  forth  thei  wente. 
And  lych  the  fyre,  whiche  tbonder  hente. 
In  suche  a  rage,  as  seith  the  boke. 
His  mother  sodeneche  he  toke 
And  saide  vnto  hir  in  this  wise: 

O  beast  df  hell  in  what  gise 
Hast  thou  deserued  for  to  deie. 
That  hast  so  falsely  put  a  wele 
With  reason  of  thy  backbitynge. 
The  trewest,  at  my  knowlechynge 
Of  wines,  and  the  most  honest? 
But  I  woll  make  this  behest 
It  shall  be  venged  er  I  go. 
And  lete  a  fyre  do  make  tho. 
And  bad  men  for  to  caste  hir  inne. 
But  6rBte  she  tolde  out  all  tbe  sinne. 
And  did  hem  all  for  to  wite, 
Howe  she  the  letters  had  write 
Fro  point  to  point,  as  it  was  wrought. 
And  tho  she  was  to  death  brought, 
And  brent  tofore  hir  aonnes  eie: 
Wherof  these  other,  whiche  it  sie. 
And  herden  bowe  tbe  cause  stode 
Seine,  that  the  iudgeroent  is  good. 
Of  that  hir  sonne  hir  hath  so  semed: 
For  she  it  had  wele  deserued. 
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Thrpoifli  treson  of  hir  iklw  tonge, 
Which  through  the  londe  was  after  aonge, 
Constance  and  euery  wight  compleioeth. 
Bat  he,  whom  all  wo  dystreineth. 
This  sorovfuU  kynge  was  so  bestadde. 
That  he  shall  oeuer  more  be  gladde: 
He,  seith  eftsones  for  to  wedde. 
Till  that  he  wiste  how  that  she  spedde, 
Whiche  had  hen  his  firste  wife. 
And  that  his  yooge  vnlusty  life 
Ha  driaeth  foorth  so  as  he  maie. 

Snaliter  post  lapsum.  xii.  anooram  rex  Allee  ah- 
flolacionis  causa  Romam  proBctens,  vxorem 
snam  Constaociam  vna  cum  filiosnodiuinapro- 
uidencia  ibidem  letus  inuenit. 

Till  it  befell  vpon  a  daie. 
Whan  he  his  warres  had  acheued, 
And  thought  he  wolde  he  releued 
Of  sonle  hele  Tpon  the  feith, 
Whiche  be  hath  take,  than  he  seith. 
That  he  to  Rome  in  pilgremage 
Wolde  goe,  where  Pope  was  Pelage, 
To  take  his  absolncioo. 
And  Tpon  this  condicion 
He  made  Edwyn  his  Icutenant, 
Whiche  hdre  was  apparant. 
That  he  the  londe  in  his  absence 
Shall  rewle,  and  thus  by  prouidence 
Of  all  thynges  well  begonne 
He  toke  his  leue  and  forthe  is  gone. 

Elda,  whiche  tho  was  with  hem  there, 
Er  thei  fiilliche  at  Rome  were, 
Was  sent  tolbre  to  purueie. 
And  be  his  guide  vpon  the  wete 
In  hdpe  to  ben  his  heibegeour 
Hath  axed,  who  was  Senatour, 
That  he  is  name  might  kenne. 

Of  Capadoce^  he  saide,  Arcenne 
He  bight:  and  was  a  wurthie  knight. 

To  him  goth  Elda  tho  forth  right,   . 
And  tolde  him  of  his  lorde  tidinge 
And  prnid,  that  for  his  comynge 
He  wolde  assigoe  him  herbeigage. 
And  he  so  did  of  good  courage. 

Whan  aU  is  do,  that  was  to  doone. 
The  kynge  him  seife  came  after  soone. 

This  Senatour  whan  that  he  come 
To  Coste,  and  to  bis  wife  at  home. 
Hath  tolde,  howe  suche  a  kyng  Allee 
Of  great  army  to  the  Citee 
Was  come,  and  Coste  vpon  his  tale 
With  hert  dose,  and  colour  pale, 
A  swonne  felle,  and  he  memailetbi 
So  aodeoly  what  thyng  hir  eyJeth, 
And  caught  hir  vp,  and  whan  she  woke. 
She  sigbeth  with  a  pitous  loke 
And  feigneth  sekenesse  of  the  see. 
Bot  it  was  for  the  kynge  Allee : 
For  ioye,  whiche  was  in  hir  thought. 
That  god  him  hath  to  towne  brought. 

This  kinge  hath  spoke  with  the  Pope, 
And  tolde  all  that  be  couthe  grope. 
What  greueth  in  his  conscience. 
And  than  he  thought  in  reuerence 
Of  bis  estate,  er  that  he  went. 
To  make  a  feast,  and  thus  he  sent 
Unto  the  Senatour,  to  come 
Upon  the  morowe,  and  other  some, 


To  sitte  with  him  at  mete. 

This  tale  hath  Custe  not  foryete, 
Bat  to  Moris,  hir  sonoe  tolde. 
That  he  vpon  the  morowe  shulde 
In  all  that  euer  he  couth  and  might, 
Be  present  in  the  kynges  sight. 
So  that  the  kynge  him  ofte  sieii 

Moris  tofore  the  kynges  eie 
Upon  the  morowe,  where  he  sat. 
Fall  ofte  stode,  and  vpon  that 
The  kynge  his  chere  vpon  him  caste. 
And  in  his  Hce  him  thought  als  faste 
He  sawe  his  owne  wife  Constance. 
For  nature,  as  in  resemblance 
Of  face,  him  liketh  so  to  dothe. 
That  thei  were  of  a  suita  both. 

The  kyng  was  mooed  in  his  thought 
Of  that  he  seetb,  and  knoweth  it  nought. 
ThiM  childe  he  loueth  kyndely  : 
And  yet  he  wote  no  cause  why, 
Bot  wel  he  sigh  and  Tnderstode, 
That  be  towarde  Arcenne  stode, 
And  axeth  him  anone  right  there, 
Yf  that  this  childe  his  sonne  were. 

He  saide  yc,  so  I  him  calle. 
And  wolde  it  were  so  byfeHe. 
But  it  is  all  in  other  wise. 

And  tho  began  he  to  deuise. 
How  he  the  childes  mother  fonde. 
Upon  the  sea  from  euery  londe 
Within  a  ship  was  starles. 
And  how  this  lady  lielpeles 
Forth  with  hir  childe  he  hath  forth  drawe. 
The  kynge  hath  Tndei-stande  his  sawe: 
The  childes  name  and  axeth  tho. 
And  what  the  mother  bight  also, 
That  he  him  wolde  telle  he  praide. 

Moris  this  childe  is  bote  he  saide, 
His  mother  hat  Custe,  and  this 
I  not  what  roaner  name  it  is. 

But  Allee  wist  wel  enough, 
Wherof  somdele  smilend  be  loogh. 
For  Custe  in  Savon  is  to  saine 
Constance  vpon  the  worde  Romain. 

But  who  that  couthe  specific, 
What  tlx>  fell  in  his  fantasie. 
And  how  his  witte  ahoute  renneth 
Upon  the  loue,  in  whiche  he  brennethi 
It  ware  a  wonder  for  to  here. 
F(ir  he  was  neither  there  ne  here, 
But  clene  out  of  him  selfe  awey. 
That  he  not  what  to  thinke  or  sey. 
So  faine  be  wolde  it  were  shee, 
Wherof  his  hertes  priuitee 
Bygan  the  warre  of  ye  and  nsye. 
The  whiche  in  suche  bataisce  laye. 
That  contenance  for  a  throwe 
He  loste,  till  he  might  knowe 
Thesoth:  bnt  in  his  memorie 
The  man,  whiche  lieth  in  pnrgatorie, 
Desireth  not  the  heu^n  more. 
That  he  ne  longeth  also  sore 
To  witte,  what  him  shall  betide. 

And  when  the  hordes  were  aside. 
And  euery  man  was  rise  aboate 
The  kynge  hath  weiued  all  the  route 
And  with  the  Senatour  alone 
He  spake,  and  praid  him  of  a  bone. 
To  see  this  Custe  where  she  dwellath 
At  home  with  him,  so  as  he  telleth. 


1   • 

[ 


S6 


GOW£2t'3  POEMS. 


Tbe  SeoatoaV  was  wel  apaide. 

This  thing  no  lenger  wui  d«Iaid. 
To  see  this  C^te  goth  -the  kynge. 
And  she  was  warned  of  the  thjrnge : 
And  with  Heine  foorth  she  came 
Ayene  tbe  kynge,. and  he  tho  name 
Good  hede:  and  whan  he  sigh  his  wife, 
Anone  with  all  hishertes  life 
He  caught  hir  in  his  armes,  and  kiste 
Was  nener  wight  that  sigiie  ne  «riste 
A  man  that  more  ioyemade, 
Wherof  thei.wenen  all  gladde, 
Whiche  herd  tell  of  this  chance* 

This  kyng  tho  with  his  wife  Constance, 
VThiche  had  a  great  part  of  bis  wiile, 
In  Rome  for  a  tyme  stiUe 
Abode,  and  made  him  well  at  ease, 
Sut  so  yet  touth  he  neuer  please ' 
Kis  wife,  that  she  wolde  him  seine 
Of  hir  estate  the  trouthe  pleine, 
Of  what  countre  that  she  was  bore, 
Ne  what  she  was,  and  yet  thevfore 
With  all  his  wit  he  hath  done  seke. 

Thus  as  thei  lay  in  bedde,  and  speke, 
She  praith  him,  and  counsetleth  both. 
That  for  the  worship  of  hem  both. 
So  as  hir  thought  it  were  honettt. 
He  wolde  an  bononrable  feste 
Make  (er  he  went)  in  that  pitee, 
Where  the  Emperoor  him  selfe  shall  bee. 

He  gmunted  ail  that  she  him  praide. 
Bat  as  men  in  that  time  saide, 
Thiike  Empcrour  from  that  daie. 
That  firste  his  doughter  went  a  waie, 
He  was  than  after  neuer  glad, 
But  what  that  any  man  bim  bad 
Of  grace,  for  his  doughter  sake, 
That  grace  wolde  he  nought  forsake* 
And  thus  fnl  great  almesse  he  dode 
Wherof  he  hjul  iliany  a  bede. 

Sttaliter  Constaotia,  quB  antea  per  tolum  tempiis 
exilii  sui  penes  omnes  incognitam  se  celauit, 
tunc  demum  patri  sue  imperatori  se  ipsam  per 
omnia  manifestauit,  quod  cum  rex  AUee  sci- 
uis&et,  vna  cum  vniuersa  Romanonmi  miilti- 
tudine  inestimabili  gaudio  admirantes  onnctipo- 
tentem  laudarUnt* 

•This  Emperour  out  of  tbe  towne, 
Within  a  ten  mile  enniroune. 
Where  as  it  thought  him  for  the  beste, 
Hath  sondry  places  for  to  rette. 
And  as  feilune  uolde  tho, 
He  was  dwellend  at  one  of  tho. 

The  kynge  Al^ee  foorth  with  thassent 
Of  Cnste  his  wife,  hath  tbidcr  tent 
Morice  his  sonne,  as  be  was  taught 
ToThemperour,  and  he  goth  straaght. 
And  in  his  father  halue  he  sought. 
As  he  whiche  his  lordship  sought. 
That  of  his  high  worthines 
He  wolde  do  so  great  mekenes, 
His  ownc  towne  to  come  and  see, 
And  yeuc  a  tyme  in  the  citte. 
So  that  his  fader  might  him  gete, 
That  he  wolde  ones  with  bim'ete. 

•This  lorde  hath  grannted  bis  rsqueste, 
And  whan  the  daie  was  of  the  feeste, 


In  worship  of  (he  Emperour, 
The  kynge,  and  eke  tbe  Sena(our« 
Foorth  with  her  wiues  hot  he  two, 
With  many  a  lofde  and  lady  mo. 
On  hors  riden  .him  ageing. 
Till  it  befell  vpon  a  plpine 
Thei  sigh,  where  he  was  comend. 

With  that  Constance  anone  preye|id 
Spake  to  hir  lorde,  that  he  abide, 
So  that  I  maie  tofore  ride. 
To  ben  vpon  his  hien  venu 
The  firste,  whtcbe  shall  him  salu. 
And  thus  after  hir  lordes  graunt, 
JUpao  a  muk  mfMU  Mohbmt 
JFooKth  with  a.fewe  node  iAum  queue. 
Thei  wondfed,  •wtuMt.ihe  wolde  mane. 
And  riden  after  airaAe  pas. 
But  whan  this  lady  oomen  was 
To  thempcrour,  in  his  presence, 
She  saide  aloude  in  audience: 

My  lorde  my 'father  wel  you  bee^ 
And  of  this  tyme  that  I  see 
Your  honour,  and  3*oar  good  hele, 
Wbiche  is  the  helpe  of  my  qu$rde. 
1  thanke  rnto  the  gods  might 

For  ioye  his  herte  was  aflight 
Of  that  she  tolde  in  remembrance: 
And  whan  he  wiste,  it  was  Constance, 
Was  neuer  fether  halfe  so  blithe, 
Wepeode  he  kiste  hir  ofte  sithe. 
So  was  his  heYte  all  ouercomc.     " 
For  though  bis  mother  were  come 
Fro  death  to  lyfe  out  of  tbe  graue. 
He  myght  no  more  wonder  haue 
Than  he  hath,  whan  that  he  hir  sighe 
With  that  bir  owne  lorde  £ome  nighe, 
And  is  to  themper6ur  obeied. 

And  whan  the  fortune  is  bewreied. 
How  that  Constance  is  come  aboute. 
So  harde  an  herte  was  none  oute. 
That  he  for  pitee  tho  ne  Wepte. 

Arccnius,  whiche  hir  fonde  and  keptc, 
Was  than  gladde  of  that  is  fait. 
So  that  with  ioye  amonge  hem  all 
Thei  riden  in  at  Rome  gate. 

This  Emperour  thought  all  to  Iat6 
Till  that  the  Pope  were  come. 
And  of  tho  lordes  sende  some, 
to  praie  him,  that  he  woll  haste. 
Aud  be  cam  foorth  in  all  haste. 
And  whan  that  he  this  tale  herde, 
How  wonderly  this  chauuce  ferde. 
He  thanked  god  of  his  myracle, 
To  whose  might  maie  be  none  obstacI(P. 

The  kynge  a  noble  feaste  hem  ma^e : 
And  thus  thei  were  ^\t  gladde. 

A  parlement  er  that  thei  went, 
Thei  setten  Tuto  this  entcnt,   ' 
To  put  Bome  in  full  eqicire. 
That  Moris  was  apparant  bcire. 
And  sbulde  abide  with  he(n  stilfe. 
For  suche  was  all  the  londes  wille.  * 

Qualiter  Mauricips  cum  imperatore,  vt  heres  im- 
perii remansit,  ot  rex  Allee  et  ConsUnt;a  in 
Angliam  rcgressi  sunt. 

WflAH  eueiy  thynge  was  fully  spoke. 
Of  sorowe  and  queint  was  all  the  smoke. 
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Tbo  toke  hb  leue  AUee  the  kyqge, 
And  with  liiU  many  a  riche  tbyuge, 
Wbicbe  themperovr  hyin  bad  yeae, 
He  bath  a  glad  life  for  to  liue. 
For  be  Constance  bath  in  bis  boodOy 
Wbicbe  was  the  oomforte  of  bis  londe. 
for  whan  that  be  come  home  a^ine^ 
Tkefe  it  no  tonge  that  might  seine^ 
What  ioye  was  that  ilke  stounde. 
Of  that  he  bath  bis  qqeoe  Ibunde: 
Wbicbe  first  was  sent  of  goddes  sonde* 
Whan  she  was  drynen  vpon  the  stronde, 
By  whoaie  tbe  ioysbilege  of  synne 
Was  Itsftc,  and  Christes  feifii  came  'uum 
To  hem,  that  wbtloise  were  blyode. 
But  be,  wbicbe  byndietb  eoery  kynde, 

Qotliter  ick  AMe  i«  Angiia  iMMtlMBainas  honuine 
camis  nacihaeiomm  sabMBS,  natore  debitum 
persoloit,  post  .ooins  «bi(tiiai  CosMtaaieia  cmn 
patre  soo  Roaeae  toaostnbt 


AUD  for  no  golde  maie  be  forboagbt. 

The  death  comend  €x  lie  bMOi^gbt 

Toke  with  this  kypge  saobe  acq^iontMioe, 

That  he  with  9SX  bia  rateiMoe 

Ne  m^bt  not  defeode  bis  ]ile. 

And  thus  be  partetb  from  bis  vile, 

Wbidie  than  made  sowwe  enangii. 

Aiid  tberupon  bir  bcite  drpmbe 

To  lene  Engfoad  for  aver, 

And  go  where  die  bad  fener 

To  Rome,  whens  (btit  abe  oiiiw. 

And  thos  gf  aQ  tbe  Joode  sbe  name 

Hir  lene,  and  gotb  to  Bone  vgeloe. 
And  after  that  the  bakes  seine, 
Sbe  was  not  tbef!p  but  atbiowe 
Whan  death  of  kyocte  bath  oveitbrowe 
Hir  worthy  fiithcr,  wbicbe  men  saide 
That  betwene  hir  armcs  deide. 
And  afterwarde  tbe  yere  saenUe 
The  god  of  bir  btfkb  m«ie  on  ends. 
And  fro  this  varices  fiiyrie 
Hath  take  bir  into  conpaoia. 

Moris  bir  sonne  was  ooroned*. 
Wbicbe  so  fexfortb  was  •bandoantl 
To  Christes  feith,  that  maa  bya  oalle 
Koris  the  cbhslnest  of  alL 

And  thus  the  wbele  mevyoge  of  love 
Was  at  last  set  tboue. 
And  so,  as  thou  h9tU  bei40  tofoftt 
Tbe  fisls  tnnges  were  lore, 
Whicbe  rpon  lone  wolfk  U^* 
For  thy  toocbeod  of  Uus  ennie 
Whicbe  kmgeth  vnta  hakbit^yagfi 
Be  ware  tbon  mikie  so  layoge 
fai  faindiynge  of  an  dh^r  wigbt* 
And  if  thoo  woUf  b«  taught  aright. 
What  miscbiefe  bakbityng  doolb 
By  other  weie  a  tal^  sooth 
Ko«re  might  tbo«  here  aexlp  savend* 
Whicbe  to  this  fioe  if  aeoiniead. 

Hie  ponit  CoofesBorexemphim  contra  istos  detrac 
tores,  qni. in  alterins  vituperiam  mendacia  con* 
fingente«  diffiimaclonem  fieri  procurant.  £t 
narrat  qualitcr  Perseus,  Pbiltppi  regis  Mace- 
donii  fflitts  Demetrio  fratrL  suo  ob  eius  probita- 
tem  innidensy  ooraposito  detractionis  meodacio 
ipewD  apod  patrem  sunm  mortaliter  accusauit, 


dioens  ipse  non  solum  p^vetp^  sed  et  totmn 
Macec(onii  regnom  Booanis  bostibasi^  dilorie 
vendidisset.  quern  super  hoc  iadicinm  prodb^ 
oens,  testibus^ae  iadicibus  auio  soberaatis^ 
quamvis  fiidsissiffle  morte  condempoataneuicit, 
quo  defonoto  eciam  et  pater  infirm  breae  poslea 
mortuQs  est.  £t  sic  JPerseo  suocessiue  r^gnaate 
deus  buiusmodi  detmciionis  iauidiam  abborrsns 
ipsam  cum  vniuersa  suoram  pi^aetanMft  mal- 
titudine  extra  Dauibii  fluiaiumab  Aemifo'tuiic 
Romanorom  Consale,  eoentii  beWoo  inteitfeci 
fortunauit.  ^  Ita  qaod  ab  iUo  die  Marriisain  po- 
testas  penitos  detructa  Romano  Iwipecio  etibitt- 
gata  deseruioity  et  aius  detraction  qaam 
alium  conspiraueroty  in  sui  i^ius 
tionem  pro  perpetuo  diuolgala  ooMMtit. 

In  a  cronike,  as  thou  shalt  witte 
A  f?reat  ensample  I  finde  writte, 
Wbicbe  1  shall  tell  vpon  this  thynge. 

Pbilyp  of  Macedony  tbe  kyog^ 
Two  sonnes  bad  by  bis  wife. 
Whose  fome  yet  in  Grece  is  rife: 
Demetrius  tbe  firste  brother 
Was  bote,  and  Perseus  that  other. 
-  Demetrius  men  saiden  tbo 
The  better  knight  was  of  the  two. 
To  whom  the  laode  was  attendant. 
As  be  wbicbe  heiie  was  apparant 
To  regne  after  bis  fathers  daie. 

But  that  tbynge,  whicbe  no  water  maie 
Suencbe  in  this  worlde,  but  ener  brennetb* 
Into  bis  brothers  berte  it  renoetb. 
The  proud  enuie  of  that  he  sigbe 
His  brother  sbulde  clyme  on  bigbe. 
And  be  to  bym  mote  than  obeie. 
That  mate  he  suffer  by  no  weie> 
With  strength  durst  he  no  tbynge  fonde: 
So  toke  be  lesynge  vpon  hon<ie. 
Wban  he  sygb  tyme,  and  spake  therto. 
For  it  befell  that  tyme  so, 
His  father  great  warres  bad 
With  Rome,  whicbe  he  streite  Tad 
Through  mighty  honde  of  his  manbod. 
As  be  whicbe  hath  enough  knighthod. 
And  ofte  hem  had  sore  greued : 
But  er  tbe  warn  were  acbeued. 
As  he  was  vpon  ordinance 
At  home  in  Grece,  it  fell  par  chance 
Demetrius,  wbiche  oft$  aboute 
Rydeod  was,  stodc  that  tyme  out. 
So  that  this  Peise  in  bis  si>sence, 
Wbicbe  bare  tbe  tonge  of  pestilence. 
With  fids  wordes,  whicbe  be  feigneth, 
Upon  bis  owne  brother  pleineth 
In  priuitee  behynde  his  bake. 
And  to  bis  father  thus  be  spsike : 

My  dere  father  I  am  holde 
By  wey  of  kynde,  as  reason  wolde, 
That  I  firo  you  shall  notbynge  bide, 
Wbiche  myght  tome  in  any  side 
Of  your  estate  into  greuance. 
For  thy  mine  hertes  obeisance 
Toward  you  I  thinke  kepe. 
For  it  is  good  ye  take  kepe 
Upon  a  tbynge,  wbicbe  is  me  toldCf 
My  brother  bath  vs  all  solde 
To  hem  of  Rome :  and  you  alsa 
For  than  thei  bebote  bym  so. 
That  he  with  them  shall  regne  in  pes : 
Thus  bath  he  caste  for  bis  encres, 
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That  your  estate  shall  go  to  nought. 
And  thus  to  prone  shall  be  brought 
So  ferforth,  that  I  vndertake 
It  shall  not  wel  mow  be  forsake. 

The  kjmgre  vpon  his  tale  answerde 
And  said:  If  this  thing,  whiche  he  herde 
Be  sooth,  and  maie  be  broagbt  to  prouc: 
It  shall  not  be  to  his  behoue, 
Whiche  so  bath  sbapen  ts  the  werate. 
For  he  hjrm  selfe  shall  be  the  ferste 
That  shall  be  dede,  if  that  1  maie. 

Thus  afterwarde  vpon  a  dale. 
Whan  that  Demetrius  was  come, 
Anone  his  father  hath  hym  nome 
And  bad  to  his  brother  Perse, 
That  he  his  tale  shall  reherse 
Of  thilke  treason,  whiche  he  tolde. 

And  he  whiche  all  vntrouth  wolde, 
Counseileth,  that  so  high  a  nede 
Be  treted,  where  as  it  maie  spede, 
In  common  place  of  iudgsment 
The  kynge  therto  yafe  his  assent. 

'  Demetrius  was  put  in  holde, 
Wherof  that  Perseus  was  bolde. 
Thus  stode  the  trouth  vnder  the  chai^ge, 
And  the  ialsehead  gotb  at  large, 
Whiche  through  behest  hath  ouercome 
Hie  greattest  of  the  lordes  somcy 
That  priueliche  of  his  accorde 
Tbei  stande,  as  witnesse  of  recorde. 

The  iudge  was  made  fauourable: 
Thus  was  the  lawe  deceiuable. 
So  ferforth  that  the  trouth  fonde 
Rescous  none:  and  thus  the  londe 
Forth  with  the  kynge  deceiued  were. 
The  giltclcs  was  dampned  there. 
And  deyde  rpon  accusement 
But  suche  a  false  conspirement 
Though  it  be  priue  for  a  throwe, 
God  wotde  not  it  were  vnknowe: 
And  this  was  afterwarde  well  proued 
In  him,  whiche  hath  the  death  controued 
Of  that  his  brother  was  so  slayne. 

This  Perseus  was  wondne  fayne> 
As  he,  that  was  heire  apparant 
Upon  the  reigne  expectaont, 
wherof  he  waxe  so  proude  and  veine, 
That  he  his  iather  in  disdeigne 
Hath  take :  and  sette  at  none  accompte. 
As  he,  whiche  thought  him  to  surmount: 
That  where  he  was  first  debonaire, 
He  was  tho  rebelle  and  contraire. 
And  not  as  heire,  but  as  a  kynge 
He  toke  ypon  him  in  all  thinge. 
Of  malice  and  of  tyrannic 
In  contempte  of  Regalie 
,  LjTuende  his  iather:  and  so  wrought, 
That  whan  the  father  him  bethought, 
And  sighe  to  whether  side  it  d rough, 
Anone  he  wiste  well  enough, 
Hone  Perse  after  his  false  tonge 
Hath  so  thenuious  belies  ronge. 
That  he  hath  slayne  his  owne  brother, 
VTlierof  as  than  he  knewe  none  other. 
But  sodeinly  the  iudge  he  nome, 
Vhiche  corrupte  satte  Tpon  the  dome 
In  buche  wise,  and  hath  him  pressed 
That  he  the  sooth  him  hath  confessed 
Of  all  that  bath  be  spoke  and  do. 

More  sory,  than  tb^  kynge  was  tho. 


Was  neuer  man  ypon  this  molde. 
And  thought  in  certaine,  that  he  wold 
Vengeance  take  vpon  this  wronge. 

But  the  other  partie  was  so  stronge, 
That  for  the  lawe  of  no  statute 
There  maie  no  right  be  execute : 
And  vpon  this  diuision 
The  londe  was  toumed  yp  so  downe: 
Wherof  his  herte  is  so  distraught. 
That  he  for  pure  sorowe  hath  caught 
The  maladie,  of  whiche  nature 
Is  queint  in  euery  creature. 

And  whan  this  kyng  was  passed  thtis. 
This  false  tonged  Perseus 
The  regiment  hath  vnderfonge. 

But  there  maie  nothyng  stande  longe, 
Whiche  is  not  ypon  trouth  grounded. 
For  god,  whiche  al  thyng  hath  bounded. 
And  signe  the  falsehead  of  liis  gyle. 
Hath  set  him  but  a  litell  while. 
That  he  shall  reigne  vpon  depose. 
For  sodeinly  right  as  he  rose. 
So  sodeinly  downe  he  felle. 

In  thilke  tyme  so  it  befelle. 
This  newe  kynge,  of  newe  pride 
With  strength  shope  him  for  to  ride: 
And  saide  he  wolde  to  Rome  fast, 
Wherof  he  made  a  besie  haste, 
And  hath  assembled  him  an  hotte 
In  all  that  euer  he  might  moete. 
What  man  that  might  wepen  beare. 
Of  all  he  wolde  none  forbeare: 
So  that  it  might  not  be  nombred 
The  fblke,  whiche  after  were  encombred 
Throughe  him,  that  god  wolde  ooertbrow. 

Anon  it  was  at  Rome  knowe 
The  pompe,  whiche  that  Perse  lad  9 
And  the  Romaines  that  tyme  had 
A  consull,  whiche  was  cleped  thus 
By  name,  Paulus  Emilius. 
A  noble,  a  worthy  knight  withal. 
And  he,  whiche  chefie  was  of  hem  all. 
This  werre  on  honde  hath  vndertake. 

And  whan  he  shulde  his  leaue  take 
Of  a  yonge  dough ter,  whiche  was  his, 
She  wepte:  and  he  what  cause  it  is 
Hir  asketh :  and  she  him  answerde. 
That  Perseus  is  deade:  and  he  it  herde: 
And  wondreth  what  she  meane  wolde. 
And  she  vpon  childehode  him  tolde. 
That  Perse  hir  litell  hounde  is  deade. 

With  that  he  puUeth  vp  his  head. 
And  made  right  a  glad  visage, 
And  said,  howe  that  was  a  presage 
Touchende  to  that  other  Perse, 
Of  that  fortune  him  shnlde  adoertc. 

He  saith  for  suche  a  prenoStike   • 
Most  of  an  hounde  was  to  him  like. 
For  as  it  is  an  boundes  kinde. 
To  berke'vpon  a  man  behynde. 
Right  so  bebintde  his  brothers  backe 
(With  false  wordes,  whiche  he  spake) 
He  hath  do  slayne,  and  that  is  routh. 

But  he,  whiche  hateth  all  vntrouth. 
The  high  god  it  shall  redresse. 
For  so  my.doughter  propbetesse 
Forth  with  hir  litell  boundes  dethe 
Betokeneth :  and  thus  forth  he  geth 
Comforted  of  this  euidence, 
With  the  Romaines  in  his  defence. 
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Ageyfie  tiie  Grekei  that  ben  coiDiiieBde« 

This  Peneua  as  nought  teenda 
Thit  miscbefe,  wbiche  that  hini'abode» 
With  all  bw  laoltltude  rode, 
Aod  prided  him  Tpoo  thU  thyng. 
Of  that  he  was  become  a  kyog: 
And  howe  he  had  his  feigue  gete» 
That  he  bath  all  the  right  foryete, 
Whiche  longetb  ynto  gouemance, 

Wheiof  throagh  goddes  ordinance 
It  felle  vpoo  the  wynter  tide. 
That  with  bis  bo9te  he  shulde  ride 
Oocr  Danabie  tbilke  6oode, 
Wbiche  all  be  firosten  than  stoode 
So  harde,  that  he  wende  wele   • 
To  pasM,  bat  the  blinde  wh«le, 
Whiche  toometh  oftet  er  men  be  ware, 
Thilke  ice,  whiobe  that  the  bortmen  bare 
To  biake,  lo  that  a  great  partie 
Was  dietnt  of  the  chtualriey 
The  reiewarde  it  loke  awei^ 
Came  none  of  hem  to  londe  drey. 

Fralus  this  worthy  knight  Romain, 
By  his  aspye  it  herde  saine, 
^id  hatteth  bim  all  that  be  male, 
So  that  vpoo  that  other  dale 
He  came,  where  he  this  hoske  behelde, 
And  that  was  in  a  large  felde, 
Where  the  baaers  ben  displaied. 

He  bath  anone  his  men  arraide. 
And  whan  that  he  was  enbatailcd. 
He  rotb,  and  hath  the  felde  assailed, 
Aod  slough,  and  toke  all  that  he  fbnde: 
Wherof  the  Macedonia  londe, 
Whiche  through  king  Aiisander  honored 
Longe  tyme  stode :  Was  tbo  deuoured. 
To  Perse  aod  all  that  infortune 
Thd  wite,  so  that  the  commune 
Of  all  the  londe  his  heire  exile: 
And  he  dispelled  for  the  while, 
Diagnised  in  a  poore  wede 
To  Rome  gotb:  and  there  for  nede 
The  craAe,  whiche  thilke  tyme  was 
To  worken  in  laton,  and  in  bras. 
He  lemetb  for  bis  sustenance 
Sucbe  was  the  sonnes  pumeyance. 
And  of  bis  father  it  is  saide. 
In  strtmge  prison  that  be  was  leide 
In  Albe,  where  that  he  was  deade 
For  hooger  aod  defaulte  of  breade. 

The  bonnde  was  token  and  propbeciey 
That  licbe  an  hounde  he  sholde  die, 
Wbiche  licbe  was  of  condicion, 
Whao  he  with  his  detraction 
Barke  on  his  brother  so  behinde. 

CONFESSOR. 

Lo  what  profite  a  man  maie  finde, 
Whiche  byndre  woll  an  other  wight. 
For  thy  with  all  thyn  hole  might 
My  aoone,  eschewe  thilke  vice. 

AMAlll. 

My  father  elles  were  I  nice. 
For  ye  therfore  so  well  haoe  spoke, 
That  it  is  in  myn  berte  loke 
Aod  eiier  shall:  but  of  cnuie. 
If  tberv  be  more  in  bis  bailie 
Towanles  looe,  saie  me  what 

if  y  aoone  as  gyle  voder  the  hat 


With  sleit^htes  of  a  Tregetour 
Is  bid,  enaie  of  suche  colour 
Hath  yet  the  fourthe  deceiuant, 
The  whiche  is  cleped  fals  Semblant: 
Wherof  the  mater,  and  the  forme    ' 
Nowe  herken,  and  I  the  shall  enforme. 

Nil  bilinguis  aget,  nisi  dopio  concinat  ore, 

Dumque  diem  loquitur  nox  sua  rota  tegit. 
Vultus  habet  lucem,  tenebras  mens^  sermo  salatem 

Actus  sed  morbum  dat  suus  esse  grauem.    ' 
Pax  tibi  quamspoiidet,magi»est  prognostica  gnerrs 

Commoda  si  dederit,  disce  sub  esse  dolum. 
Suod  patet  esse  fides  in  eo  firaus  estque  politi 

Principium  pacti  finis  habere  negat, 
O  quem  condicio  talis  defbnnat  amautem 

Qui  magis  apparens  est  in  amore  nihiL 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  super  qoarta  specie  innidie, 
que   Dissimulacio  dicitur,  cuius  vultus  quanto 

*  .maioris  amicicie  apparenciam  ostendit,  tanto 
subtilioris  doli  iallacias  ad  decipiendum  mens 
maginatnr. 

Of  fals  Semblant  I  shall  tell, 

Aboue  all  other  it  is  the  well. 

Out  of  the  whiche  deceite  floweth. 

There  is  no  man  so  wise,  that  knoweth,. 

Of  thilke  floode,  whiche  is  the  tide, 

Ne  howe  he  shulde  hyni  seluen  g^ide 

To  take  saufe  passage  there: 

Aod  yet  the  wynde  to  mans  ere 

Is  softe,  and  as  it  semeth  oute. 

It  maketh  clere  weder  all  aboute. 

But  though  it  seme,  it  is  not  so. . 

For  fals  Semblant  hath  eoer  mo 

Of  his  counsaile  in  companie 

The  derke  vntrewe  hypocrisie. 

Whose  worde  disoordetb  to  his  thought 

For  thy  thei  ben  to  gyder  brought 

Of  one  cooine,  of  one  housholde, 

As  it  shall  after  this  be  tolde. 

Of  fals  semblant  it  nedeth  nought 

To  tell  of  olde  ensamples  ought. 

For  all  daie  in  experience 

A  man  maie  see  thilke  euidence 

Of  fayre  wordes,  whiche  he  hereth : 

But  yet  the  barge  enoie  stereth. 

And  halt  it  eoer  fro  the  loude, 

Whiche  fals  Semblant  with  ore  in  honde 

It  roweth,  and  woll  not  arrioe 

But  let  it  on  the  waues  driue 

In  great  tempest,  and  great  debate, 

Wherof  that  lone  and  his  estate 

Empeiretb:  And  therfore  I  rede 

My  Sonne  that  thou  flee  and  drede 

This  vice:  and  what  that  other  seyn 

Let  thy  semblant  be  trewe  and  plein. 

For  fals  Semblant  is  tbilke  vice, 
Whiche  neuer  was  without  office. 
Where  that  enuie  tbioketh  to  gile 
He  shall  be  for  that  iike  while 
Of  priue  counsayle  messagere. 
For  whan  his  semblant  is  moste  clere, 
Than  is  he  moste  derke  in  his  thought: 
Though  men  him  se  thei  know  him  nought, 
But  as  it  sheweth  in  the  glas 
Tbynge,  whiche  therin  neuer  was : 
So  sheweth  it  in  his  visage, 
That  neuer  was  in  his  courage. 


Thus  doth  be  all  hk  tb^mg  b^  ileigfat 
Now  leie  thy  conscienoe  in  weight 
My  good  Sonne,  and  rfwkn  the  here. 
If  thou  were  ever  coftoOMi^ 
•To  inls  SemUaat  in  any  wise. 

For  ongbt  I  can  me  yet  naiflb 
My  good  father  certes  no. 
If  I  for  ioue  bane  don  §o» 
Nowe  asketh,  I  wolde  praie  yow«i 
•  For  elles  1  wot  neuer  howe 
>  Of  ikls  lemblant  that  I  bane  gylt. 
My  Sonne  and  setbin  that  thoo  wil^ 
That  I  shall  aske,  gab  nought. 
But  tell,  if  euer  was  thy  thought 
With  hl9  semblantand  GouerHirei 
To  witte  of  any  creature, 
Howe  that  he  was  with  loua  ladd* 
So  were  he  8orie»  were  he  gladde. 
Whan  that  thou  wistest  howe  it  were 
All  that  he  ruuneth  in  thine  ere. 
Thou  toldest  iborth  in  other  place 
To  setteo  hym  fro  loues  grace 
'  Of  what  woman  thai  the  best  liste. 
There  as  no  man  his  opunseyll  wist 
But  thou,  by  whome  he  was  deoeiiMd 
Of  Ioue,  and  from  his  pwrpose  weiued. 
And  thoughtett  thast  his  di«lurbatice 
Thyn  owne  cause  tbaMe  aoaoce, 
A>  who  saith,  I  ata  fa  selee. 
There  may  no  mans  prinetee 
Ben  heled  halue  so  well  a%myn. 
Arte  thou  my  sonae  of  sudie  engyn 
Telle  on?  My  good  fiuhernaie, 
As  for  the  more  parte  I  asie. 
But  of  some  dele  I  am  beknowe. 
That  I  maie  stonde  in  thilke  rowe 
Amonge  hem,  that  saundres  Tse, 
I  woll  not  me  therof  excuse* 
That  I  with  Mieha  colour  ne  iteine. 
Whan  I  my  best  semblaDt  fdne 
To  my  felowe,  tyll  that  1  wote 
All  his  counseile  bothe  colde  and  hote. 
For  by  that  cauae  I  make  hym  ehere, 
Till  I  his  Ioue  knowe  and  here. 
And  if  so  .be  myn  herte  soiicheth. 
That  ought  vnto  my  lady  toneheth 
Of  Ioue,  that  hft  woU  me  tell, 
Anone  I  renne  vnto  the  well, 
And  caste  water  in  the  fyre. 
So  t^at  his  carte  amyd  the  myre. 
By  that  I  haue  his  counsaile  knowe 
Full  ofte  sitb  I  ouerthrowe^ 
Whan  that  he  weneth  bast  to  stonde. 
But  this  I  do  you  vudentonde, 
Jf  that  a  man  Ioue  die?  where. 
So  that  my  lady  be  noi^bttbere^ 
And  he  me  tell,  I  will  it  bidb, 
There  shall  no  woide  escape  aside* 
For  with  disceite  of  no  semblant 
To  hym  breke  I  no  couenant. 
Me  lyketb  not  in  other  pkee 
To  let  no  man  of  bis  graee 
Ne  for  to  be  inquisitife 
To  knowe  an  other  maas  life. 
Where  that  he  Ioue,  or  Ioue  nought, 
That  toucbeth  nothing  to  my  thought. 
But  all  it  passeth  through  myn  eare. 
Right  as  a  thynge  that  neuer  were^ 
And  is  foryete,  and  laide  beside. 
But  if  it  touche.0D  any  aide 
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I  My  ladie,  aa  I  hau«  er  *|tokto, 

I  Myn  eares  ben  noufht  than  lokM. 

For  eerttfs  wMui  thftt  betltte, 

My  wyll,  myn  herte,  tod  all  my  wltte 

Ben  fully  sette  to  herken  *ad  ap^ 

What  any  man  woll  sgiake  of  bar. 

Thus  haue  I  fieigaed  conpaaite 
Full  ofte,  for  I  wMit  ftspie 
What  thynge  it  li|  that  any  «mb 
Tell  of  my  w«ttby  ladv  ean. 
And  for  two  causes  I  dh  this : 
The  firste  cauafe  wbtrof  is^ 
If  that  I  might  herken  and  i^^ 
That  any  man  of  hh*  diislpeke : 
I  woll  excuse  hir  so  fcllyy 
That  whan  she  wict  iMetty, 
Myn  hope  t^tuMe  ht  the  mart 
To  haue  hir  thtfnke  fbr  (Mi#r  ttorlu 
That  other  cause,  I  you  aisttra^ 
Is,  why  that  I  by  conerttti^ 
Haue  feigned  semblaflt  otflfe  tytt* 
To  them  that  pansu  all  deie  byn^. 
And  ben  loners  as  whil  tt  I. 

For  this  I  wene  tnntlVi 
That  there  is  of  hen  aU  none, 
That  thei  ne  louen  ederychoiie 
My  ladie.    For  sotih^ikhe  1  teoe. 
And  durst  setten  it  in  prewi, 
Is  none  so  wise,  that  shulde  ast^rt*. 
But  he  were  lusClaa  fn  hii  herte. 
For  why,  and  he  my  tedy  sie, 
Hir  visage,  and  hir  goodly  eie, 
But  he  hir  loued,  er  he  went. 
And  for.  that  suche  ii  myn  eatiUt 
That  is  the  cfluae  of  myn  eapie, 
Why  that  I  feigne  compmite. 
And  make  felowe  Oder  all. 
For  gladly  wolde  I  knowett  tfl, 
And  hokie  me  couerte  atwale^ 
That  I  full  ofte  ye  or  mde 
Ke  lyst  answere  in  any  Wrse, 
But  feignyng  aeoriMaat  ae  the  wife: 
And  herken  tales  tin  I  kiio#e. 
Mj  ladies  loners  all  aroWe. 
And  whan  I  here,  howe  thei  wronffht: 
I  fiire  as  though  1  herde  nougfali 
And  as  I  no  worde  rnder^iode. 
But  that  is  notbynge  for  her  good. 
For  leuetb  well,  and  sooth  is  this, 
That  whan  1  knowe  all  howe  it  ie, 
I  woll  butfbrthren  hem  elite, 
But  all  the  werste  I  can  endite» 
I  tell  it  vnto  my  lady  plat, 
For  fixrtberjmg  of  myn  oWM  estate^ : 
And  byndre  them  all  that  (maie. 
But  for  all  that  yet  dare  1  sale, 
I  finde  Tnto  my  self^  no  bote, 
All  though  myn  herte  nedea  fbettf 
Through  strength  of  kroe  alt  that  I  htxe 
Discouer  vnto  my  ladie  dere. 
For  in  good  feith  I  have  no  mi^t 
To  hele  fin>  that  sweete  wight. 
If  that  it  toucbeth  hir  any  thyng. 
But  this  wote  well  the  hevten  kyng. 
That  sithen  first  the  woride  began 
Unto  none  other  strange  rttan 
Ne  feigned  1  semblant  ne  chere^ 
To  wite  or  aske  of  bis  niatere, 
Though  that  he  loueth;  x.  or  twelne. 
Whan  it  was  nought  my  ladies  sehie. 
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Bol  if  be  wolde  askft  9^y  F«de 
AloDlicbe  of  hi«  owat  l«edO» 
Ud«e  h«  with  otbe^  toncib  iSevd«: 
Hk  tales  with  myn  eaf^  I  hegdt. 
But  to  myn  beite  came  \f,  nougbti, 
Xe  sanke  do  depper  in  n^  %>QgMi 
fiat  beide  counsaile,  as  1  iw«  b«i«» 
And  tolde  It  neoer  in  oibflT^bMlfo 
Bat  let  it  passen,  as  it  cmgkg. 

Nowe  father  saie,  i^»t  i^thy-dpfl^^. 
And  faowe  thou  wolt,  thM  I  h»  petne4 
For  soche  semblai)^  a»  I  haiw  liiiyied^ 
My  sonne^  if  roMQA  ^  inUl  poised* 
There  male  no  Tertne  be  ▼qpfeuwdi 
Ke  Tiee  nime  be  sette  in.  priee. 

Per  thy  my  sooset  il  thpa  be  wiie» 
Do  DO  Tiaer  rnm  tky  6ice» 
WMcbe  as  woll  nol;  tbyn  beiie  embnpa. 
For  if  thou  do,  within  a  thfowe. 
lb  other  men  it  sball  be  hoomcu 
So  miirfat  then  lisbt&y.  fall,  in  b|fMne» 
Aod  lese  a  great,  pMle.oCtiiy  nwic» 

And  netheles  in  this  degrae 
Full  ofte  tyme  thon  aigfal  «ee» 
Of  sucbe  men,  as  QO»e  a  daie 
This  vice  setten  in  aaniei 
1  spefce  it  for  no  mans  blamet 
Bot  for  to  wame  thib  Uie  saiuft* 

My  Sonne  as  1  male  her*  taUw. 
lo  enery  placs  where  iwalh^ 
I  oot,  if  ii  hciso  or  noD0» 
Bat  it  is  maoy  daifw  pJf^/t» 
That  I  first  berde  tell«.thi» 
Howe  false  Semblant  faat^  be»  ei)4  ift^ 
Most  commonly  foopi  y^ne  Ui  yi^ 
With  them  that  dweUe  amooge  ▼«  be^. 
Of  fuche  as  we  Lnml^BindW  calt 
For  thei  ben  tbe  sliest  ofiaU* 
So  as  men  saine  in  tQWM.aboatt 
To  leigne  and  shove  thyng  wiUi^ilt^ 
Wfaiche  is  reners  to  that  wilhilh 
Wherof  that  tbei  fuU.o|t«^  wj^mMb 
Whan  thei  by  reafon  sM^  hf^ 
Tbei  bcatba  last»  and  yet)th<d.cb^P»: 
And  we  the  ftrtfta,  aodiy^  be^.o(k. 
We  gone,  there  as  we  shiiMw  findf , 
Tbe  profite  of  our  owi»«1q9^ 

Thus  gone  thei  (roe  vilhwt,  bo«((p» 
To  done  her  profite  all  at  laiige; 
And  other  men  beafe  aU  the  ehaigyi 
Of  Uimbaides  vnto  this  cfmm 
(Wbiche  all  londe^.ooftiMeiiQWy: 
Maie  false  Semblant  ia  tiWall- 
fie  Itkened:  for  thei  oner  aM» 
Where  that  tbei  think*  for  to  di«eUe» 
Amoo^e  them  lelfe,  so  as  tb^i.ts^e. 
Fmte  ben  enformedibxto  Jeia^ 
A  crafte,  wbiche  cleped.i»,F«9Cfr«b 

For  if  Facrere  come^W^ 
Than  afterwarde.l|eR  sta«t  o«.d0<^ 
To  Toide  with  a  subtile  hq/M^ 
The  best  goodes  of  the.londew 
And  birynge  chaffe,  an4  take  cpmc^ 
Where  as  Fscrere  goth  befo^Qe» 
In  all  his  weye  he  fi»t  bq  leUe 
That  dore  can  none  vssher  sbette* 
In  wfaicbe  he  list  to  take  entie. 

And  thus  the  counsaile.ox)it,secre. 
Of  enery  thyng  F»ciere,kno,wetb, 
Wbiche  in  to  jtn«)«e,plac.«  h^  blov^. 


yrhere  as  be  wote  it  msia  meet  greoe^^ 
And  thus  Facrere  makieth  belene^ 

3o  that  fbll  ofte  be  haih  ^eeeittsd, 

Br  that  he  maie  ben  af^^voeiii^ 
[Thus  is  this  vice  foe  to.dred«k 
b  Fur  who  these  olde  bokearede 

Of  suche  ensamples  aa  wet  a«e^ 
;  Him  ought  be  the  mow  wai*9 

Of  all  tho  that  feigne  chere, 

Wherof  thou  sbalte  a  tain  here. 

'  liic  pontt  Confessor  exemplom  contra  istos,  qai 
sub  dissimulate  beneuolentie  speculo  alios  in 
amore  defrapdant  £t  narrat  qualiter  Hercules 
cum  ipse  quoddam  fjuuium  cuius  vada  non 
nouit,  com  Detaoyra  transmeare  proposuit,  su- 
pemeniens  Nessus  gygas.ob  amicitiam  HercuKs* 
vt  dixit,  Deianyram  in  Tinas  sues  sdacipiens, 
trans  ripam  saluo  perduxit*  £t  statim.  cum  ad 
litus  peruenisset  quam  cito  currere  potoit,  ip- 
sam  tanquam  propriam  in  preiudicium  Herculis 
asportare  fugiens.  cooabatur.  Per  quod'  non 
solum  ipsi  sed  etiam  Hercoli  mortis  eaentum 
fortune  postmodnm  causanit.. 

Of  fals  semblant,  wbiche  i*  beleof^, 
Ful  many  a  worthy  wight  is  greiiedt 
And  was  longe  tjrme  or  we  wer,  bor%« 
,T{o  tbe  my  sonne  I  will  therfoxe 
A  tale  tell,  of  fills  Semblant, 
Wbiche  falsetb  many  a  coueaant» 
Aod  many  a  Iraude  of  fals  counsalle 
There  be  hongend  vpou  his  seile« 
And  that  aboughten^gilteles 
^tb  Deianyre,  and  Uercules« 
The  wbiche  in  greate  disease  fell 
Through  fals  Semblant*  as  1  shall  tell. 

Whan  Hercules  within  a  throwo 
Al  onely  hath  his  herte  throwe 
Upon  this  faire  Deiaoyre^ 
It  fell  him  on  a  daie  desire. 
Upon  a  riuer  as  he  stode, 
That  passe  he  wolde  ouejr  the  flpode 
Without  bote,  and  with  him.led^ 
His  lone,  but  he  was.iu  drsde 
For  tendresse  of  that,8weete  wig|it. 
Fpr  he  knewe  not  thefootdeiangl^t. 
.    There  was  a  geant  than  nigh, 
Wbiche  Nessus  bight:  and  .whan  be  sigh 
Thh  Hercules  and  Beiaoyre, 
Vfitbin  his  berte  he  gfui  conspire. 
As  he,  wbiche  through  his,trecberie, 
Hath  Hercules  in  great.enuie« 
'Wbiche  be  bare  in  his  hertf  loke: 
And  than  be  thought  it  shall  h9  wroke» 
Bf  t  he  ne  duiste  netheles 
Ayene  this  worthye  Hercules 
Fall  in  debate,  as  for  to  feigh.^, 
B9t  feigned  Semblant  aU  by  sj^igbt 
Of  frendship,  and  of  all  good»' 
And  Cometh,  wbete  t^  tbei  bothsto^c, 
Apd  maketh  hem  all  tbe  chere  be  can. 
And  saitb,  that  as.herowDQ  man^ 
He  is  all  ledy  for  to  do 
What  tbyng  he  maie :  and  it  fel  so,. 
1  bat  thei  vpon  his  Semblant  .triste. 
Did  asken  him,  if  that  he  wiste 
What  thyng  hem  were  beste  to  doonCj 
Sq  that  tbei  mighten  saufe  an4  bouac. 
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The  water  pa$ie,  he  and  ibee. 

And  whan  Nessas  the  prioetee 
Knewe  of  her  berte,  what  it  ment, 
Ab  he,  that  was  of  double  eotent, 
He  made  hem  right  a  glad  visage. 
And  whan  he  herde  of  the  passage 
Of  him  and  hi r,  he  thought  gtle. 
And  feigneth  Semblant  for  a  while. 
To  done  hem  plesance  gnd  sernise. 
But  he  thought  all  an  other  wise. 

This  Nessus  with  his  wordes  slie 
Yafe  suche  counseile  tofore  her  eie, 
Whiche  semed  outwarde  profitable. 
And  was  within  deceiuable. 
He  bad  hem  of  the  stremes  depe 
That  thei  beware,  and  take  kepe, 
So  as  thei  knowe  not  the  passe. 

But  for  to  beipe  in  suche  a  cas 
He  saith  him  lelfe,  that  for  her  ease. 
He  wolde,  if  that  it  mighte  hem  plcsise. 
The  passa^  of  the  water  take. 
And  for  this  ladie  rndertake, 
To  beare  hir  to  that  other  stronde. 
And  saufe  to  sette  hir  vp  a  londe. 
And  Hercalea  maie  than  also 
The  weye  kaowe,  howe  he  shall  go. 

And  tberto  thei  accorden  alL 
But  what  as  after  shall  befall. 
Well  paid  was  Hercules  of  this. 
And  this  Geant  also  gladde  is. 
And  toke  this  ladie  vp  alofle, 
And  set  hir  on  his  shulder  softe: 
And  in  the  floode  began  to  wade, 
As  be,  wbiche  no  grutchynge  made. 
And  bare  hir  oner  saufe  and  sounde. 
But  whan  he  stode  on  drie  grounde. 
And  Hercules  was  ferre  behinde, 
He  set  bis  trouth  all  out  of  minde.- 
Who  so  therof  be  lefe  or  loth, 
With  Deianyre  forth  he  goth. 
As  he  that  thought  to  disseucr 
The  companie  of  hem  for  eucr. 

Whan  Hercules  therof  toke  hede, 
As  faste  as  euer  he  might  hym  spede, 
He  hieth  after  in  a  throwe : 
And  hapneth  that  he  had  a  bowe. 
The  whiche  in  all  hast  he  bende. 
As  he  that  wolde  an  arowe  sende, 
Wbiche  he  tofore  had  enuenymcd. 
He  hath  so  well  his  shotte  tymed. 
That  he  hym  through  the  body  smette. 
And  thus  the  false  wight  be  lette. 

But  liste  nowe,  suche  a  felonie. 
When  Nessus  wist  he  shulde  die. 
He  toke  to  Deianyre  his  sherte, 
Whiche  with  the  bloud  was  of  his  hert 
Through  out  distetned  oner  all, 
And  tolde  howe  she  it  kepe  shall. 
And  prioHy  to  this  entent : 
That  if  hir  lorde  his  herte  went 
To  looe  in  any  other  place. 
This  shert  he  saith  hath  suche  a  grace, 
That  if  she  maie  so  mochel  make, 
That  he  the  sherte  vpon  hym  take. 
He  shall  all  other  lette  in  vaine 
And  tourae  vnto  hir  loue  againe. 

Who  was  tho  glad  but  I>ianyre  ? 
Hir  thought  hir  herte  was  on  a  fire. 
Till  it  was  in  hir  cofer  loke: 
So  that  no  worde  therof  was  ipoke. 


The  dales  gone,  the  yeres  passes 
The  hertes  waxen  lasse  and  lasse 
Of  hem,  that  be  to  loue  vntrewe. 
This  Hercules  with  hert  newe. 
His  loue  hath  set  on  Eolen: 
And  therof  speken  ail- men. 

This  Eolen,  this  faire  maide 
Was  (as  men  thiike  tyroe  saide) 
The  kyngcs  dougbter  of  Enrice, 
And  she  made  Hercules  so  nice 
Upon  hir  loue,  and  so  assote. 
That  he  hym  clotheth  in  hir  cote  ; 
And  she  in  his  was  cladfie  full  ofte. 
And  thus  feblesse  is  set  alofte, 
And  strengthe  was  put  vnder  foote. 
There  can  no  man  therof  do  boute. 
Whan  Deianyre  hath  herd  this  spache. 
There  was  no  soruwe  for  to  seche. 
Of  other  heipe  wote  she  none. 
But  goth  vnto  her  coufer  anone, 
With  wepend  eye,  and  wofiill  berte. 
She  uike  out  thiike  vnhappie  sherte. 
As  she  that  wend  wel  to  do. 
And  brought  hir  werke  about  to. 
That  Hercules  this  shert  on  dede. 
To  suche  entent,  as  she  was  bede 
Of  Nessus,  so  as  1  saide  er; 
But  therof  was  she  nought  the  ner: 
As  no  fortune  maie  he  weyned, 
With  false  Semblant  she  was  deceined. 

Than  whan  she  wende  best  baue  wonne. 
She  lost  all  that  she  hath  begonne. 
For  thiike  sherte  vnto  the  bone 
His  body  sette  a  fire  anone. 
And  cleueth  so,  it  mate  not  twynne. 
For  the  veoym,  that  was  therin. 
And  he  than  as  a  wiMe  man. 
Unto  the  high  woodde  he  ranne. 
And  as  the  clerke  Ouide  telleth. 
The  great  trees  to  grounde  he  felleth. 
With  strength  of  his  owne  might. 
And  made  an  huge  Are  vpright. 
And  lepte  hym  selfe  thenn  at  ones. 
And  brent  him  selfe  both  flesshe  and  bones. 
Whiche  thyng  cam  through  fidse  semblant. 
That  iais  Nessus  the  Geant 
Made  vnto  hiroy  and  to  his  wife, 
Wherof  that  he  hath  loste  his  life: 
And  she  sory  for  euermo. 

For  thy  my  sonne  er  the  be  wo 

I  rede,  be  wel  ware  therfore. 

For  whan  so  great  a  man  was  lore^ 

It  ought  to  yeue  a  great  conceite 

To  wame  all  other  of  suche  deceite. 
Greunt  mercy  father,  1  am  a-are 

So  fer,  that  I  no  more  dare 

Of  fals  Semblant  take  acqueintauce. 

But  rather  I  wol  do  penance: 

That  1  baue  feigned  chore  er  this. 

Nowe  asketh  forth,  wbot  so  there  is. 

Of  that  belongeth  to  my  shrifte. 
My  Sonne  yet  there  is  the  fifte, 

Whiche  is  conceiued  of  enuie. 

And  cleped  is  Snpplantarie: 

Through  whose  compassement  and  gile 

Fol  many  hath  loste  his  while 

In  loue,  as  wel  as  other  wise. 

Here  after  as  1  shall  denise. 

Inuidus  alterius  est  supplantator  honoris 
Et  toa  quo  Tertat  calminn  subtns  9jnU 
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L^opus  occuttam,  quasi  qnse  latet  angois  in  herba, 
iuod  €acit,  et  subtta  sorte  nociuus  adest. 

SiC  subtilis  amana  aliam  supplaotat  amaotero, 
£t  capitocculte,  quod  n«quit  ipse  palam 

Sspeqiie  Mpplantana  in  plaotam  plantat  amuris, 
Chtod  putat  in  propriia  alter  habere  bonis. 

Hie  tracUt  Confessor  de  quinta  specie  Inuidie, 
quae  sopplanUtto  dicitur,  cuius  cultor  prius- 
quam  percipiatur  ali«ne  dignitatis  et  officii 
multotiens  intni.sor  exi&tens. 

Thx  rice  of  supplantaclon, 
With  many  a  fUs  collacion, 
Whicbe  he  conspireth  all  vnknowe. 
Fall  ofte  tyme  bath  ouerthrowe 
The  arorship  of  another  man : 
Sfj  vel  no  life  awaite  can 
Ayene  his  sleight  for  to  caste, 
Tiat  he  his  purpose  at  the  laste 
Ne  bath,  er  that  it  be  witbset. 
Bat  moste  of  all  his  hert  is  set 
In  court,  rpon  these  great  offices 
Of  dignitees  and  benefices. 
Thus  goth  he  with  his  sleighte  abont 
To  hyoder,  and  shone  another  out. 
And  stooden  with  his  slighe  coonpas. 
la  stede  there  another  was. 
Aad  so  to  set  him  selfe  ynne 
He  recketh  not  be  so  he  wynne. 
Of  that  another  man  shall  lese. 
And  thos  full  ofte  cbalke  for  chese 
He  chaogeth  with  full  litell  coste, 
Wberof  another  hath  the  loste, 
Aad  he  the  profile  shall  receiue. 
For  his  fbrtone  is  to  deceiue, 
Aad  for  to  change  vpoo  tlie  whele 
H;s  Wo  with  other  mens  wele. 
Of  that  another  man  aoaleth 
Hb  owne  astate  thus  he  vp  haleth, 
And  taketh  the  byrde  to  his  beyete, 
Where  other  men  the  busshes  bete. 
My  Sonne  and  in  the  same  wise 
There  be  louers  of  sucbe  emprise. 
That  shapen  hem  to  be  relieued. 
Where  it  is  wronge,  to  be  acheoed. 
For  (t  is  other  mans  right, 
l^liicbe  he  hath  take  daie  and  nigfit 
To  kepe  for  his  owne  store, 
Toward  him  selfe  for  enennore. 

And  is  bis  proper  by  the  lawe, 
W'biche  thyng  that  askcth  no  felawe. 

If  looe  holde  his  cooenannt: 

But  thei  that  worchen  by  supplant 

Yet  wolden  suche  a  man  supplant. 

And  take  a  part  of  thilke  plant, 

Whiche  he  halh  for  him  selfe  set. 

And  so  fo]  ofte  is  all  mknet 

That  some  man  weneth  be  right  ftste. 

For  Supplant  with  his  slye  cast 

Fall  ofte  hapueth  for  to  mowe 

Thyng,  whiche  anotfier  man  hath  sowa, 

Aad  mak^h  common  of  propretee 

With  sleight,  and  with  su^tiltee. 

As  men  maie  sen  from  yere  to  yere. 

Thus  daimetb  he  the  bote  to  stere. 

Of  whiche  another  maister  is. 
For  thy  my  tonne  if  thou  er  thii 

Htste  ben  of  snche  profession, 

Ditcoiier  thy  Conftifioii 


Hast  thou  supplanted  any  man  ? 

For  ought  that  1  you  telle  can 
Myn  holy  father  as  of  dede, 
I  am  withouten  any  drede. 
And  gilteles:  but  of  my  thought 
My  conscience  excuse  I  nought 

For  were  it  wronge  or  .wer  it  right. 
Me  liketh  no  thyng  but  might 
That  I  ne  arolde  longe  er  this 
Of  other  mans  loue  I  wis. 
By  wey  of  supplanlacion 
Haue  made  appropriacion, 
And  holde  that  I  neuer  nought, 
Thoughe  it  another  man  forthougbt. 

And  all  this  speke  I  but  of  on)p. 
For  whom  I  lete  all  other  gone. 
But  hir  I  maie  not  onerpasse^ 
That  1  ne  mote  alwey  compasse, 
Me  rought  not  by  what  queintise. 
So  that  I  might  in  any  wise  •; 

Fro  suche,  that  my  ladie  serue 
Hir  hert  make  for  to  swerue  * 

Without  any  parte  of  loue. 
For  by  the  goddes  all  aboue  ' 

I  wolde  it  might  so  befall. 
That  1  alone  shuld  hem  all 
Supplant,  and  welde  hir  at  my  will. 
And  that  thynge  maie  I  nought  fulfill. 
But  if  I  sbdlde  strengthe  make: 
And  that  dare  I  nought  vndertake. 
Though  I  were  as  was  Alisander. 
For  therof  might  rise  a  sklamler. 
And  certes  that  shall  I  do  neuer. 
For  in  good  feith  yet  had  I  leuer 
In  my  simplesse  for  to  die, 
Thau  worche  suche  supplantarie. 

Of  other  wise  I  woll  not  saie,  M 

That  if  1  fonde  a  sikcr  waie, 
I  wolde  as  for  conclusion 
Worche  after  supplantacion. 
So  hyghe  a  loue  for  to  winne. 

No  we  father,  if  that  this  be  siune, 
I  am  redy  to  redresse  > 

The  gylt,  of  whiche  I  me  confesse. 

My  good  Sonne  as  of  supplant 
The  dare  not  drede  tant  ne  quant* 
As  for  no  thynge  that  I  haue  herde, 
But  onely  that  thou  haste  misferde 
Thiukend:  and  that  me  liketh  nought. 
For  god  beholt  a  mans  thought 

And  if  thou  vnderstode  in  sooth, 
In  looes  cause  what  it  dooth, 
A  man  to  ben  a  sopplantour, 
Tboa  woldest  for  thyn  owne  honour 
By  double  waie  take  kepe. 

Fyrste  for  thyn  owne  estate  to  kepe 
To  be  thy  selfe  so  well  be  thought, 
*Tl>at  thou  supplanted  were  nought. 

And  eke  for  worship  of  thy  name, . 
Towardes  other  do  the  same: 
And  snffre  euery  man  bane  his. 
But  netbeles  it  was  and  is, 
That  in  awaite  at  all  assaies 
Supplant  of  loue  in  our  waies. 
The  leef  full  ofte  for  the  leuer 
Forsaketh,  and  so  it  hath  done  eoer. 
Ensample  I  fynde  thenrpon. 

Soaliter  Agamemnon  de  amore  Bresseide  Achil- 
lem,  et  Diomedes  de  amore  Crisekle  Troilum 
tupplantauit,  • 


Si 

At  troie  howe  that 

Supplanted  the  wortbit  kDight 

Achilles,  for  that  sweete  wight 

Whiche  named  was  Bri8Seid«» 

And  also  of  Crisekb^ 
WbomeTroilus  to  louecbes^ 
Supplanted  hath 


Soaliter  Ajnphitriam  socium  suom  Getam  qui 
Alcmenam  peramauit,  seipsuiii  loco  alterins 
.  cautelosa  sapplantacions  sabstitnit. 

Of  Geta  and  Amphitnone» 

That  whilom  were  both  at  one 

Of  frendship  and  of  compaoie^ 

I  rede  howe  that  Supplantarie 

In  lone,  as  it  betid  tho, 

Begyled  hath  one  of  ben  twow 

For  this  Geta,  that  I  of  meney  . 

To  whom  the  lusty  &ire  Alemene 

Assured  was  by  waie  of-lonsy 

Whan  he  beste  wende  hand  be^«  ab^ne^ 

And  stkeraste  of  that  he  had> 

Cupido  BO  the  cause  lad, 

That  while  he  was  out  of  the  weie> 

Amphitrion  hir  loue  aweie 

Hath  take,  and  in  tbia  feme  be  wrought. 

By  night  vnto  tbe  obambrt  be  sought. 
Where  that  she  lay :  and  with  »  wile 
He  counterfeteth  for  the  while 
The  voice  of  Geet,  in  siiobe  a  wise, 
That  made  hir  of  hir-bedde  arisa, 
Wenende  that  it  were  he« 
And  lete  hym  in :  and  wbae  tbei  be 
To  gyder  a  bedde  in  armes  laste^ 
This  Geta  cam  than  at  laste 
Unto  the  dore,  and  saide  viido. 
And  she  answerd,  and  bad  hjrm  go. 
And  saide,  howe  that  a  bed.alhwartne 
Hir  lieie  lay  naked  in  hiraime. 
She  wende,  that  it  were  sooth. 

Lo  what  supplant  of  leiie  doeih^ 
This  Geta  foorth  beiaped  went^ 
And  yet  ne  wyst  be,  whaA  it  ment 
Amphitrion  hym  hath  supplanted 
With  sleif^t  of  loue^  and  hir  enchanted. 
And  thus  put  eupry  man  oat  othd^. 
The  ship  of  loue  hath  loal  his  rother> 
So  that  he  can  ne-reaaen  stere* 
And  for  to  speke  of  thie  oMtteie 
Touchende  lone,  and  his  supplnnnt, 
A  tale,  whichf  is  accordant 
Unto  thine  eare  I  thynkeenfiMiQCb 
Nowe  herken,  fof  this  is  thefome* 

Hie  in  amorif  oanaa contra frandamdetinetioniB 
ponit  Confessor  exemplMD^  £t  nanrntde  quo* 
dam  Romani  imperatens  filioi  qni  pwhitotes 
armomm  super  omnia  e»eic«ieefcetana»  nesoi- 
ente  patre  vltra  mart  in  paites  Peiaia  ad  deaeiw 
uiendum  Soldano  super  gnenrae  cum'sole  milile 
tanquam  socio  su/o  ignotus  se  transtnUti  Bt'Cnm 
ipsius  milicie  fama  snper  alios  ibidem  celsior 
accreuisset,  contigit,  vt  in  quodam  beNe  contra 
Caliphum  Egypti  tnito^  soldanus  asagitta  mor* 
taliter  vulneratna  priusquamoMreratur  qneo* 
dam  annlum  filie  sue  aecretissinua'itto  nobiJi 
Romane  tradidit  dicens,  qualiter  filiasuasnb 
pateme  benedietionis  vinculo  adiurata  est,  quod 
qnicumque  dictum  anulum  ei  afferret,  ipium  in 
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coniagam  pre  omnibus  msctpareC  iMrncto  ao- 
tern  Soldeno  versos  ciuitntem,  que  Kayre  dicitor, 
itinemntss,  iste  Rominns  commititont  sno  hu> 
iu8  misterii  secretnm  reinianitt  qui  noctanter  a 
bursa  domitii  sui  enuhim  ftirCo  suAptens,  bee 
que  audinit  vsui  proprio  felsiMima  supplnnm- 
Clone  applicuit,  et  sic  serous  pro  domioo  dea- 
ponsata  sibi  Sold^ni  fiiiai  ooronatusi  Peraie  res«> 
nauit. 

• 

Of  thilke  citee  chiefe  of  all, 

Whiche  men  the  noble  Rome  call, 

Er  it  was  set  to  Christes  feith. 

There  was,  as  the  cronike  saith. 

An  emper^ur,  the  whiche  it  lad 

In  pece,  that  he  no  warres  had. 

There  was  no  tbynge  diiobeisant, 

Whiche  was  to  Rome  apertenant. 

But  all  was  toumed  in  to  reste. 

To  some  it  thought  hem  for  the  beste. 

To  some  it  thought  nothynge  so. 

And  that  was  onely  vnto  tho. 

Whose  hette  stoode  vpon  knighthode : 

But  most  of  all  his  manhode. 

The  worthic  sonne  of  the  emperour, 

Whiche  wolde  ben  a  waniour. 

As  he  that  was  chiualrous^ 

Of  worldes  feme  and  de^rous: 

Began  bis  fether  to  besecbe. 

That  he  the  warres  might  seche 

In  strange  marches  for  to  ride. 
His  fether  saide  he  shulde  abide. 

And  wolde  graunt  hym  no  lene. 

Bnt  he  whiche  wolde  nought  beleue. 

A  knight  of  his,  to  whom  be  trist. 

Right  euen  as  he  thought  and  list, 

He  toke  and  tolde  hym  his  courage 

That  he  purposetb  a  viage. 

If  that  fortune  with  hym  stonde. 
He  sayde,  that  he  wdde  fonde 

The  great  sea  to  passe  vnkuowe. 

And  there  abide  for  a  throwe 

Upon  the  warres  to  trauaile. 
And  to  this  point  without  feile 

This  knight  whan  be  hath  herde  his  lord^ 

Is  swore,  and  stant  of  bis  acoorde. 

As  thei  that  bothe  yonge  were: 

So  that  in  preuie  counsaile  there 

Thei  ben  assented  for  to  wende. 

And  thervpon  to  nuke  ^n  ende. 

Treasure  enough  with  hem  tbei  token. 
And  whan  the  tyme  is  best  tbei  loken. 

That  sodenliche  in  a  galeie 

Fro  Rome  londe  thei  wente  their  weic^ 

And  londed  vpon  that  other  side. 

The  worlde  fell  so  that  ilke  tide^ 

Whiche  euer  his  bappes  hath  diuerse, 

The  great  Soldan  than  of  Perse 

Ayene  the  Caliphe  of  Egypte 

A  warre,  whiche  that  hym  beclipte  ■ 

Hath  in  a  marche  costeaunt: 

And  he  whiche  was  a  porsiuaut 

Worshippe  of  armes  to  atteyne, 

This  Romaine  anone  let  ordeine. 

That  he  was  redie  euery  dele. 

And  whan  be  was  arraied  wele 

Of  etiery  thyng,  whiche  hym  belongeth, 

Straught  vnto  Kajre  his  weie  he  fongrib : 

Where  he  the  Soldan  than  fonde. 

And  asketh,  that  within  his  ionde 
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He  might  hyni  for  the  warre  serae. 
As  be  whicbe  woU  bis  thUoke  descrue. 

The  Souldaa  was  right  glad  witball. 
And  well  tbe  more  inspeiiiall, 
Whan  t^at  he  wist  he  was  Romaine, 
But  whftt  he  was  elleft  incertaine,   » 
That  might  he  wite  by  no  waie. 
And  tbda  tbe  knight,  of  whome  I  saie, 
Towarde  tbe  Souldan  is  belefte : 
And  Id  the  marches  nowe  and  efte, 
Wheie  that  the  dedely  wanes  were. 
He  wroDght  sucbe  koighthode  there, 
That  eaery  man  s}Mike  of  him  good« 
And  tbiike  tyme  so  it  stoode. 
This  m^fatie  Soldan  by  his  wife 
A  doughter  hath,  that  in  this  life 
Men  saide  there  was  none  so  feire. 
She  shulde  ben  hir  fathers  heire. 
And  was  of  yeres  ripe  enough. 
Hir  beaatee  many  an  hert  drough 
To  bowe  to  that  ilke  lawe, 
Fro  whicbe  no  life  male  be  withdrawe, 
And  that  is  lone,  whose  nature 
Set  life  and  death  in  n  venture 
Of  hem,  thatknighthode  vndertake. 

This  Instie  peine  hath  ouertake 
The  hert  of  this  Romain  so  sore. 
That  to  knighthode  more  and  more 
Prowesse  atiauotetb  his  courage : 
liche  to  tbe  lion  in  his  rage. 
Fro  whom  that  all  bestes  flee, 
Soche  was  this  knight  in  his  degree. 
Where  he  was  armed  in  the  felde, 
Ther  dost  none  abide  his  sbelde. 
Great  price  Tpon  the  warres  he  had. 
But  she,  whiche  all  tbe  chance  lad 
Foitmie  shope  the  marches  so, 
That  by  thassent  of  botbe  two 
The  Soldan  and  the  Caliphe  eke, 
Batail  rpoo  a  daie  thei  seke : 
Whiche  was  in  soche  a  wise  set. 
That  lenger  shulde  it  not  be  let. 
Thei  made  hem  stronge  on  every  side, 
And  whao  it  drough  towarde  the  tide. 
That  the  bataill  sbiiMe  be. 
The  Soldan  in  great  prioetee 
A  gohle  ringe  ^his  doughter  toke, 
And  made  hir  swere  vpon  a  boke. 
And  eke  rpon  the  go(£  all : 
That  if  fortune  to  befisll, 
In  tbe  bataille  that  he  deie. 
That  he  shall  tbiike  man  obeie. 
And  take  him  to  hir  bonsbonde, 
Whicbe  thilke  same  ringe  to  honde 
Hir  sholde  bryng  after  bis  deth. 

llib  bath  she  swore,  and  forth  he  getb. 
With  all  the  power  of  his  tonde 
Unto  the  marche,  where  be  foode 
His  eonemie  full  enbatailed. 

The  Soldan  hath  the  felde  assailed. 
Thei  that  ben  bardie  soone  assemblen, 
Wherof  the  diedfuU  bertes  tremblen. 
That  one  sleeth,  and  that  other  steruetb. 
Bat  abonen  all  his  price  deserueth 
This  knightly  Romain,  where  he  rode 
His  deddy  swcrde  no  man  abode, 
Ayene  the  whicbe  was  no  defence. 
Egypte  fledde  in  his  presence. 
And  thei  of  Perse  Tpon  the  chacs 
Porsnen,  hot  I  not  what  grace 
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Befell,  an  arowe  out  of  a  bowe 
All  sodenly  within  a  throwe 
The  Soldan  smote,  and  there  be  Uie. 
The  chas  is  left  for  thilke  daie. 
And  he  was  bore  in  to  a  tent. 

The  Soldan  sighe  how  that  It  went. 
And  that  he  shulde  algates  die: 
And  to  this  knight  of  Romanie 
As  Tnto  him  whom  he  most  triste. 
His  dooghtcrs  ringe,  that  none  it  wiste. 
He  toke,  and  tolde  him  all  the  cas. 
Upon  hir  othe  vhat  token  it  wasy 
Of  that  she  shulde  ben  his  wife. 

Whan  this  was  saide,  the  hertes  life 
Of  this  Soldan  departeth  soone : 
And  thervpon,  as  was  to  doooe. 
The  dede  body  well  and  fiiire 
Tbei  carie  till  thei  come  at  Kaire : 
There  he  was  wortheliche  begraue. 

The  lordes,  whiche  as  wolden  saue 
The  reigne,  whiche  was  desolate. 
To  bryng  it  in  to  good  astate, 
A  parlemeut  tbei  set  anone. 

Nowe  herken  what  fell  thervpon. 
This  yooge  lorde  this  ^orthie  knight 
Of  Rome,  vpon  the  same  night; 
That  thei  a  morowe  trete  sholde. 
Unto  his  bachiler  he  tolde 
His  counseill,  and  the  riugc  with  all    ' 
He  sheweth,  throogh  whiche  he  shall 
He  seith,  tbe  kynges  doughter  wedde. 
For  so  the  ringe  was  leide  to  wedde 
He  tolde,  in  to  hir  fathers  honde. 
That  with  what  man  that  she  it  fonde. 
She  shulde  him  take  vnto  hir  lordi?. 
And  thus,  he  seith,  stent  of  recoide. 
But  no  man  wote  who  bath  this  ridge. 

This  bachelere  vpon  this  thyoge 
His  ere  and  his  entent  laide, 
And  thought  more,  than  he  saide. 
And  fciGrneth  tvith  a  fals  visage. 
That  he  was  glad :  but  his  courage 
Was  all  set  in  a  nother  wise. 

These  olde  philosophers  wise 
Tbei  writen  vpon  thilke  while. 
That  he  roaie  best  a  man  begilc, 
In  whom  the  man  hath  most  credence. 

And  this  befell  in  euidence 
Toward  this  yonge  lord  of  Rome. 
His  bachiler,  whiche  had  tome. 
Whan  that  his  lorde  by  night  slepte. 
This  ringe,  the  whiche  bis  maister  kepte. 
Out  of  his  purs  aweie  he  dede. 
And  put  another  In  the  stede. 

A  morow  whan  the  court  is  set, 
Tbe  yonge  ladie  was  forth  fet. 
To  whome  the  lordes  done  homage. 
And  after  that  of  mariage 
Thei  treaten,  and  asken  of  hir  wille. 
Rut  she  whicbe  thought  to  fulfille 
Hir  faders  best  in  this  roattere, 
Saide  openly,  that  men  male  here 
The  charge,  whiche  hir  fader  bad. 

Tho  was  this  lorde  of  Rome  glad. 
And  drough  toward  his  purs  an  >ne. 
But  all  for  nought,  it  was  a  gone. 
His  bachiler  it  hath  forth  drawe. 
And  asketh  thervpon  the  lawe : 
That  she  him  holde  couenant. 
The  token  was  so  suffisant. 
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That  it  ne  might  be  forsake. 

And  oetbeles  his  lorde  hath  take 
Soarelle  ayene  his  owne  man. 
fiat  for  nothyng  that  ener  he  can. 
He  might  as  than  nought  be  herde : 
So  that  his  claime  is  vnanswerde. 
And  he  hath  of  his  purpos  £uled. 

This  bachtler  was  tbo  counsailed 
And  wedded,  and  of  tbilke  empire 
He  was  cronned  lord  and  sire. 
And  all  the  lond  him  hath  receiued : 
Wherof  his  lorde,  whiche  wasdeceiued 
A  seknes,  er  the  third  morowe^ 
Conceiued  hath  of  dedly  sorowei 
And  as  he  lay  vpon  his  death. 
There  while  him  lasteth  speche  and  biethi 
He  send  for  the  worthiest 
Of  all  the  londe,  and  eke  the  best. 
And  tolde  hem  all  the  sooth  tho 
That  he  was  sonne  and  heire  also 
Of  themperoar  of  great  Rome: 
And  howe  that  tfaei  to  gyder  come 
This  knight,  and  he,  right  as  it  was 
He  tolde  hem  all  the  plaine  cas. 

And  for  that  he  his  coonseil  tolde. 
That  other  hath  all  that  hewolde. 
And  he  hath  foiled  of  his  mede. 
As  for  the  good,  he  taketh  none  hede^ 
He  saith,  but  ondy  of  the  loue. 
Of  whiche  he  wend  bane  be  aboue. 
And  thenrp^n  by  letter  write 
He  doth  his  foder  for  to  wite, 
Of  all  the  matter  howe  it  stoode. 
And  than  with  an  hertely  mode 
Unto  the  lordes  he  besought. 
To  telle  his  lady  howe  he  bought 
Hir  loue,  of  whiche  another  gladdeth| 
And  with  that  worde  bis  hewe  fodeth. 
And  saide,  a  dieu  my  ladye  swecte, 
Th^  life  hath  loste  his  kindely  bete. 
And  he  laye  still  as  any  stone, 
Wherof  was  sory  many  one : 
But  none  of  all  so  as  she. 

This  fals  knight  in  his  degree 
Aiested  was,,  and  put  in  hohle. 
For  openly  whan  it  was  tolde 
Of  the  treason,  whiche  is  befall. 
Throughout  the  londe  thet  saideu  %N| 
If  it  be  sooth,  that  men  suppose. 
His  owne  Tn^uth  him  shall  depose. 
And  for  to  secbe  an  euidence 
With  honour,  and  great  reuerence, 
Wherof  thei  mighten  knowe  an  ende. 
To  themperour  anon  Ibei  sende 
The  letter,  whiche  his  Sonne  wrote. 

And  whan  that  he  the  sooth  wotc. 
To  tell  his  soiowe  is  endeles. 
But  yet  in  haste  netheles 
Upon  the  tale,  whiche  he  herde 
His  steward  in  to  Perse  feide. 
With  many  a  worthy  Romaine  eke^ 
His  liege  traitor  for  to  seke. 

And  whan  thei  tbyder  come  were. 
This  knight  him  bath  confessid  there, 
Howe  folsely  that  he  hath  hym  bore  s 
Wherof  his  worthie  lorde  was'  lore. 
Tho  saiden  some,  he  shulde  deie  a 
But  yet  thei  founden  suche  a  weie. 
That  he  shall  not  be  dede  in  Perse* 
And  khu  tbe  tkiUet  be*  diuerse. 


Be  cause  that  he  was  coronM« 
Of  that  the  londe  was  habaudoned 
To  hym,  all  though  it  were  ▼nrigh't. 
There  is  no  peine  for  him  dight. 
But  to  this  point  and  to  this  ende 
Thei  graunten  wel,  that  he  shall  wende 
With  the  Romayns  to  Rome  agei|ie« 
And  thus  aoorded  foil  and  pleine. 
The  quieke  body  with  the  dede 
With  leue  Uke,  forth  thei  lede. 
Where  that  Supplant  hitth  his  Jnise, 
Wherof  that  thou  the  might  autse 
Upon  this  informacion, 
Toucbend  of  supplantacion, 
That  thou  my  sonne  do  not  so. 

And  for  to  take  hede  also 
What  supplant  dooth  in  other  haloe. 
There  is  no  man  can  finde  a  salue 
Pleinly  to  helen  suche  a  sore. 
It  hath  and  shall  ben  euermore. 
Whan  pride  is  with  emiie  Joynt, 
He  sufTreth  no  man  in  good  poynt, 
Where  that  he  maie  his  honour  let 
And  thervpon  if  I  shall  set 
Ensample  in  holy  churche  I  fynde, 
How  that  supplant  is  not  behynde, 
God  wote  if  that  it  nowe  be  so. 

For  in  Cronike  of  tyme  a  go 
I  fynde  a  tale  concordable 
Of  Supplaunt,  whiche  is  no  foble 
In  the  maner  a»  I  shall  telle. 
So  as  whylom  the  thynges  felle. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contm  Ittos  in 
causa  dignitatis  adqnirende  supplantatores.  tit 
narrat  qualiter  papa  Bonifocios  predecessorem 
suum  Celestinum  apapatu  oontractata  circnnv- 
uencione  fraudolenter  snpplantanh,  Sed  qui 
potentcs  a  sede  deponit  hutusmodi  snpplanta* 
cionis  fraudem  non  snstinens,  ipsum  sic  in  sub* 
lime  exaltatum  postea  in  profundi  careens  mi- 
seriam  proiic},feme  que  siti  crucian,  nee  non  et 
ab  hnius  vite  gaudiis  dolorote  morte  supplania* 
ri  permisit. 

At  Rome  as  it  hath  ofte  fall, 
The  viker  genensll  of  all, 
Of  hem  that  leuen  Christes  foith, 
His  laste  daie,  whiche  none  with  scith, 
Hath  shette,  as  to  the  worides  eie  s 
Whos  name,  if  I  shall  specific. 
He  bight  Pope  Nicolas. 
And  thus  whan  that  he  passed  was. 
The  Cardinals,  that  wolden  saue 
The  forme  of  lawe  in  the  conclaoe, 
Gon  for  to  chese  a  newe  Pope. 
And  after  that  thei  couthe  grope 
Hath  eche  of  hem  saide  his  entente 
Till  at  laste  thei  assent 
Upon  an  holy  clerke  reclnse, 
Whiche  fnll  was  of  gostly  Ycrtuw. 

His  pacience,  and  his  simplesse 
Hath  set  hym  in  to  highe  noblesse. 
Thus  was  he  Pope  canonised 
With  great  honour,  and  intronised. 
And  vpon  chance,  as  it  is  falle. 
His  name  Celestin  men  calle« 
Whiche  notified  was  by  bull 
To  holy  churche  -.and  to  the  fidt 
In  all  tondes  magnified. 

Bui  eiiery  worship  ia  emiied; 
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And  tb«t  wasthiike  tfme  sene. 

For  whan  this  Pope,  of  whome  I  mene, 

Waa  choae^  and  other  set  be  side, 

A  caidioall  was  thilke  tide, 
Wbicfae  the  papate  hath  longe  desyred. 
And  theirpon  gretJy  conspired. 
But  whan  he  sigh»  fortune  is  faiied. 
For  wfaiche  lougetime  he  hath  traoailed: 
That  iike  fyre»  which  Ethna  brenoeth, 
Throogb  out  his  wofall  herte  renneth : 
Wfaiche  is  resembled  to  enuie, 
Wheraf  Supplant  and  trecberie 
Exigendred  is.    And  netheles 
He  leigneth  toue,  he  feigneth  pes, 
Outwarde  he  dooth  the  reuerence : 
But  all  within  his  conscience. 
Through  fids  ymaginacion. 
He  tfaooght  Supplantacion. 
And  thervpoD  a  wonder  wile 
He  wrought.    For  at  thilke  while 
It  fell  so,  that  of  his  linage 
He  had  a  Clergon  yonge  of  age. 
Whom  be  hath  in  his  chamber  afiaited. 
This  Cardinall  his  time  bath  waited. 
And  with  his  wordes  slie  and  qiieint. 
The  whiche  he  couth  wisely  peint. 
He  shope  this  clerfce  of  whiche  I  tell, 
Towarde  the  pope  for  to  dwell : 
So  that  within  his  chamber  a  nigbt 
He  laie :  and  was  a  priuie  wight 
Towarde  the  pope  on  nigfates  tide. 
May  no  man  flee,  that  shall  be  tide. 

This  Cardinall,  whiche  thought  gile^ 
Upon  a  date,  whan  he  hath  while. 
This  yonge  clerke  vnto  him  toke. 
And  madie  hym  swere  ^pon  a  boke. 
And  tokie  him  what  his  will  was : 
And  fooith  with  all  a  TVompe  of  bras 
He  bath  hym  take,  and  bad  him  this, 

Tbon  Shalt,  hesaicle,  whan  time  is 
Awaite,  and  uke  right  good  kqie. 
Whan  that  the  Pope  is  fast  a  slepe. 
And  that  none  other  man  be  nie: 
And  than  that  thou  be  so  slie 
Through  out  the  Trompe  in  to  his  ere. 
Fro  heuen  as  though  a  voice  it  were. 
To  sowoe  of  suche  prolacion. 
That  he  his  meditacion 
Thcrof  maie  make,  and  vuderitonde. 
As  though  it  were  of  gods  sonde. 

And  in  this  wise  thou  sbalt  seie. 
That  be  do  thilke  estate  aweie 
Of  Pope,  of  wbiche  he  stant  honoored. 
So  shall  his  soule  be  socoured 
Of  thilke  worshippe  at  the  last 
In  heuen,  whiche  shall  euer  last. 

This  clerke,  whan  he  hath  herd  the  foime. 
How  be  the  Pope  shuld  enforme : 
Toke  of  the  Caridinall  his  leue. 
And  gotb  hym  home,  till  it  was  eue,    - 
And  prittdy  the  trompe  he  bedde 
Tyll  that  the  P(^  was  a  bedde. 
And  at  the  midnight,  whan  he  knewe 
The  Pope  slepte,  than  be  Uewe 
Within  his  Trompe  through  the  wall. 
And  tolde,  in  wfaatmanerhe  shall 
Bis  papacie  leoe,  and  take 
His  firste  estate.    And  thus  awake 
This  hoky  Pope  he  made  tbrief ; 
MTberof  diners  fiuitasies 


Upon  his  great  holinesse, 
Within  his  herte  he  gan  impfesiev 
The  Pope  full  of  Innooence 
Conceiueth  ih  his  conscience. 
That  it  is  gods  will,  he  cese. 
But  in  what  wise  he  maie  relese 
His  hie  estate,  that  wote  he  nought. 

And  thus  within  him  selfe  he  thought. 
He  bare  it  still  in  his  memorie. 
Till  he  cam  to  the  consistorie. 
And  there  in  presence  of  hem  all 
He  asketh :  if  it  so  befisll. 
That  any  Pope  cesse  wolde, 
Howe  that  tbe  lawe  it  snfier  sholde. 

Thei  aetten  all  still,  and  herde. 
Was  none,  whiche  to  the  pointe  answeide. 
For  to  what  purpos  that  it  ment. 
There  was  no  man  knewe  his  entent. 
But  onely  he,  whiche  shop  the  gile. 

This  Cardinall  the  same  while 
All  openly  with  wordes  pleine 
Seith :  if  the  Pope  woll  ordeine. 
That  there  be  suche  a  lawe  wrought : 
Than  might  he  cesse,  and  elles  nought. 

And  as  he  saide,  doone  it  was. 
The  Pope  anone  vpon  the  ctt 
Of  his  papall  auctoritee 
Hath  made  and  yone  the  decree* 
And  whan  the  lawe  was  confermed 
In  due  forme,  and  all  afiermed. 
This  innocent,  whiche  was  deceiued, 
His  papacie  anone  hath  wetued. 
Renounced  and  resigned  eke. 
That  other  was  nothynge  to  seke* 
But  rndemeth  suche  a  iape 
He  hath  so  for  hym  selfe  shape, 
.  That  howe  as  euer  it  hym  beseme. 
The  miter,  with  the  diademe  , 

He  hath  through  supplantacion : 
And  in  his  confirmacion. 
Upon  the  fortune  of  his  grace. 
His  name  was  deped  Bonifece. 

Under*  the  viser  of  enuie 
Lo  thus  was  hid  the  trecberie, 
Whiche  hath  begiled  many  one. 
But  suche  couosaill  there  mate  be  none^ 
Whiche  treason,  whan  it  is  contipired. 
That  it  nis  like  the  sparke  fired 
Up  in  thy  roofe,  whiche  for  a  throwe 
Lieth  hid,  til  whan  the  windes  Uowe 
It  blaseth  out  on  enery  side. 

This  Boniface,  whiche  can  nought  hide 
The  trecberie  of  his  supplant. 
Hath  openly  made  bis  auant, 
Howe  he  the  papacie  hath  wonne. 
But  thing  which  is.  with  wrong  begonne, 
Maie  neuer  stoode  yvel  at  ende. 
Where  pride  shall  the  howe  bende 
He  sheteth  ful  oat  of  the  weye. 
And  thus  the  pope,  of  whom  I  seye: 
Whan  that  he  stoode  on  highe  the  whelSf 
He  can  not  snffer  bsrm  selfc  be  wele. 
Enuie,  whiche  is  loueles, 
And  pride,  whiche  is  laweles. 
With  suche  tempestes  made  hym  ene. 
That  charitee  gotb  out  of  herre: 
So  that  vpon  misgouernance, 
Ageynst  Lewi«  tbe  kynge  of  France 
He  toke  quarell  of  his  oultrage. 
And  saide^  he  jhidd  done  homege 
1 
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Unto  the  cfaurche  bodiljr* 

But  he  that  wist  no  tbjrof  why 
He  shalde  do  lo  great  seruice. 
After  the  woride  io  sucbe  a  wise. 
Withstood  the  wronge  of  that  demaund. 
For  nought  the  pope  maie  commaund 
The  kynge  woU  not  the  pope  obeye. 

This  pope  tho  by  all  weye. 
That  he  maie  worche  of  Tiolence, 
Hath  sent  the  bulle  of  his  sentence. 
With  cursinge,  and  eoterdite. 

The  kynge  vpon  this  wrongful!  plite. 
To  kepe  his  reigne  from  seruage, 
Counsailed  was  of  his  baronage, 
That  might  with  might  shal  be  with  itonde. 
Thus  was  the  cause  take  on  honde. 
And  saiden,  that  the  papacie 
Thei  wolde  honouie  and  magnifie 
In  all  that  eoer  is  ^iritualK 
.But  the  like  pride  temporaU 
Of  Boniftce  in  his  persone, 
Ayene  that  iike  wronge  done 
Thei  wolden  stonde  in  debate. 
And  thus  the  man,  and  nought  the  state 
The  frenche  shopen  by  her  might 
To  greeue :  And  fel  there  was  a  knighty 
Sire  Ouillam  de  Langaret, 
Wbicbe  was  vpon  this  cause  set : 
And  thenrpon  he  toke  a  route 
Of  men  of  anpes,  and  rode  oute. 
So  longe,  and  in  a  waite  be  laie. 
That  he  aspied  vpon  a  daie 
The  pope  was  at  Auignon, 
And  shi^lde  ride  out  of  the  towne. 
Unto  Poursorge,  the  whiche  is 
A  castell  in  Prouince  of  his. 

Upon  the  weye  and  as  he  rode, 
This  knight,  whiche  houed  and  abode 
Embuished  rpon  horsbake. 
All  sodenliche  vpon  hyn>  brake. 
And  hath  hym  by  the  bridell  sesed. 
And  said:  O  thou,  whiche  hast  disesed 
The  court  of  France  by  thy  wronge. 
Thou  shalt  singe  a  newe  songe. 
Thyn  enterdite,  and  thy  setitence 
Ayen  thyn  owne  conscience 
Here  after  thou  shalt  fele  and  grope. 

We  plaine  nought  ageyne  the  pope 
Forthilke  name  is  honourable. 
But  thou,  whiche  haste  be  deceiuable. 
And  trecberous  in  all  thy  werke. 
Thou  Boniface,  thou  proude  clerke, 
Misleder  of  the  papacie, 
Thy  fain  bodie  shall  abie 
And  suffer,  that  it  hath  desenied. 

Lo  thus  this  supplantor  was  serued. 
,  For  thei  him  ladde  in  to  France, 
And  setten  hym  to  his  penance. 
Within  a  toure  in  harde  bomlesj 
Whece  he  for  honger  both  his  hondet 
£ate  of:  And  died,  god  wote  howe: 
Of  whom  the  writyng  is  yet  nowe 
Regestred  as  a  man  maie  here, 
Whiche  ipeketh  and  saith  in  this  manere. 

Thy  entree  like  a  fox  was  stigh. 
Thy  reign^  also  with  pride  on  high 
Was  liche  the  lion  in  his  rage : 
But  at  the  laste  of  thy  passage 
Thy  death  was  to  the  houndes  like. 

Sucbe  it  the  letter  of  hit  Cronike 


Proclaimed  in  the  court  of  Rome ; 
Wberof  the  wise  ensample  nome.    - 
And  yet  as  ferfbrth  as  I  dare, 
I  rede  all  other  men  beware. 
And  that  thei  loke  well  algate. 
That  none  his  owne  estate  translate 
Of  holy  chnrche  in  no  degree 
By  fraude  ne  subtilttee. 

For  tbilke  honour,  whiche  Aaron  toke,  • 
Shall  none  recetue,  as  seith  the  boke, 
But,  he  becleped,  as  he  was. 

What  shall  I  thhiken  in  this  cai 
Of  that  I  here  nowe  a  daie  ? 
I  not:  but  he  whiche  can  and  maie 
By  reason  both  and  by  nature 
The  belpe  of  euery  mans  cure, 
He  kepe  Symon  fro  the  folde. 

Nota  de  prophecia  Joachim  abbatift 

For  Joachim,  thilke  abbot  tolde, 
Howe  sucbe  dales  shnlden  fall, 
That  comonlicbe  in  places  all 
The  chapmen  of  suche  mercerie 
With  fraude,  and  with  supplantarie 
So  many  shulden  by  and  selle. 
That  he  ne  maie  for  shame  telle 
So  fbule  a  sinne  in  mans  ere : 
But  god  forbede,  that  it  were 
In  our  daies,  that  he  seith. 

For  if  the  clerke  beware  his  feith 
In  bapmanhode  at  sucbe  a  fetre 
The  remenant  mote  nodes  empeire 
Of  all  that  to  the  worlde  belongetb. 
For  whan  that  holy  churebe  wrongeth 
I  not  what  other  thyng  shall  right* 

And  aetheles  at  mana  sight 
Enuie  for  to  be  preferred 
Hath  conscience  so  differred. 
That  no  man  lokcth  to  the  vice, 
Whiche  is  the  moder  of  malice,. 
And  that  is  thilke  fels  enuie : 
Which  caoseth  many  a  trecberie. 
For  where  he  maie  another  see. 
That  is  more  gracious  than  hee : 
It  shall  not  stonden  in  his  might. 
But  if  he  hinder  snche  a  wight : 
And  that  is  well  nighe  ouer  all. 
This  vice  is  nowe  so  generall. 

Qualiter  Joab  princeps  militie  Dauid  inuidie  cau- 
sa Abner  subdole  interfecit.  Et  qualiter  etiam 
Achitofell  ob  hoc,  quod  Cusi  in  Consilio  Abso- 
lon  preferebatur,  accensus  inoidia  laqneo  se  sua- 
pendit. 

Enuie  thilke  vn  bap  hi  drougb. 
Whan  Joab  by  deceipt  slough 
Abner,  for  drede  he  shulde  bee 
With  kynge  Dauid  suche  as  was  hee« 

And  thn)ugh  enuie  also  it  felle 
Of  thilke  fais  Achitofelle. 
For  his  counseil  was  not  achened 
But  that  he  sawe  Cusy  beleued 
With  Absolon,  and  hym  forsake. 
He  hynge  hym  selfe  vpon  a  stake. 

Seuecke  witnesseth  openly 
Howe  that  enuie  properly 
Is  of  the  court  the  comon  wencfac^ 
And  halt  taueme  for  to  schcnce 
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That  drinke,  which  maketh  the  hert  brenne, 

And  doth  the  wit  abtrat  renoe 

By  enery  wey  to  compane, 

Howe  that  he  might  all  other  passe, 

As  he  whiche  thnragfa  VDkyndsbip 

Eouieth  every  ielaaship. 

So  that  thoa  might  well  knowe  and  %;e. 

There  is  no  vice  soche  as  hee. 

FiTflte  towarde  god  abhominable, 
Aad  to  mankynde  vnprofitable. 

And  that  by  wordes  bat  a  fewe 
I  shall  by  reason  prone  and  shewe. 

InaidiB  stimnlas  sine  causa  ledit  abortus. 
Nam  sine  temtaote  crimine  crimen  habet. 

Non  est  huios  opus  tentare  Cupidinis  archum, 
Damque  facies  Veneris  Ethnica  flamma  vorat. 

Absque  rubore  gense  pallor  quas  fiiscus  obombrat. 
Frigida  naturae  caetera  membra  docent. 

Hie  deacribit  Confessor  natnram  iouidie  tarn  in 
amore  quam  aliter  secundum  proprietatem  vitii* 

Ejiuis  if  that  I  shall  descriae. 
He  is  not  shapely  for  tu  wiue 
In  erth  amonge  the  women  here. 
For  there  is  in  hym  no  mattere, 
Wherof  he  mi^ht  do  plesance. 

Firsts  for  his  heuy  cootenance^ 
Of  that  he  semeth  ener  rnglad. 
He  is  not  able  to  be  had. 
And  eke  he  brenneth  so  within. 
That  kinde  maie  no  pro6te  wione, 
Wherof  he  sfaulde  his  loue  please. 
For  thilke  blood,  whiche  shuld  bane  ease, 
To  regue  amonge  the  moiste  veines 
Is  drie  of  thilke  rnkindely  peines. 
Through  whiche  enuie  is  fired  aie. 

And  this  by  reason  proue  I  maie, 
That  towarde  loue  Enuie  is  nought. 
And  otherwise  if  it  be  sought 
Upon  what  syde  as  ener  it  &11 
It  is  the  wertt  vice  of  all : 
Whiche  of  him  selfe  bath  most  malice. 
For  Toderstoiide  that  euery  vice 
Some  cause  hatb,  wherof  it  gruwetb : 
But  of  enuie  no  man  knoweSi 
Fro  whens  he  cam,  but  out  of  hell,  - 

For  thns  the  wise  derkes  tell, 
That  no  spirite  but  of  malice 
By  wey  of  kynde  vpon  a  vice 
Is  tempted,  and  by  sucbe  a  waie: 
Enuie  hatb  kynde  put  a  waie. 
And  of  malice  bath  his  sturryng, 
Wherof  he  maketh  his  bakbityng,^ 
And  is  him  selfe  therof  diseased. 
So  maie  there  be  no  krnde  pleased. 
For  ay  the  more  that  he  enuieth. 
The  more  ayene  him  selfe  he  plietlu 
Thus  stant  Enuie  in  good  espeire 
To  ben  him  selfe  the  diuds  heire, 
As  he  whiche  is  the  nexte  liche, 
•  And  forthest  from  the  heoen  riche. 
For  there  maie  he  neuer  wonne. 

For  thy  my  good  dere  sonne. 
If  thou  wolt  fynde  a  sike^  weie 
To  loue:  put  enuie  aweie. 

Myn  holy  fiider  reason  wolde. 
That  I  this  vice  eschewe  sholde : 

But  yet  to  strength  my  courage, 
If  that  ye  wolde  in  anantage 


Therof  set  a  recouere. 

It  were  to  me  a  great  desire, 

That  I  this  viee  might  flee. 

Nowe  ynderstonde  qiy  sonne,  and  see. 
There  is  phisike  for  the  seke, 
And  Tcrtoes  for  the  vices  eke. 
Who  that  the  vices  wolde  eschewe. 
He  mot  by  reason  than  aewe 
The  vertues.    For  by  thilke  weie 
He  maie  the  vices  done  aweie. 
For  thei  to  geder  maie  not  dwell. 
For  as  the  water  of  the  well 
Of  fire  abateth  the  malice ; 
Right  so  vertu  fordooth  the  vice. 

Ayene  Enuie  is  Charitee, 
Whiche  is  the  moder  of  pitee. 
That  maketh  a  mans  herte  tender^ 
That  it  maie  no  malice  engender,  l 

In  hym,  that  is  inclined  therto. 
For  his  courage  is  tempred  so, 
That  though  he  might  him  selfe  releoe. 
Yet  wolde  he  not  another  greue : 
But  rather  for  to  do  plesance. 
He  bereth  him  sdfe  the  grenance, 
So  faioe  he  wolde  an  other  ease. 
Wherof  my  sonne  for  thyn  ease 
Nowe  herken  a  tale,  whiche  I  rede. 
And  vnderstonde  it  well  I  rede. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  de  virtute  Cha- 
ritatis  contra  Iiiuidiam,  Et  narrat  de  Constan- 
tino Elene  filio,  qui  cum  Imperii  Romani  digni- 
tatem obtinuertt,  a  morbo  lepra  infectus  medi- 
ci  pro  sanitate  recuperanda,  ipaum  in  sanguine 
puerorum  masculorum  balneare  proposuerant, 
sed  cum  inuuroera  multitodo  matrum  cum  filiis 
buiusmodi  medicina  causa  in  circuitu  palacii  af« 

.  fiiisset,  Imperatorqoe  eomm  gemitus  et  clamo- 
res  percepisset,  charitate  motus  ingemissens  sic 
ait.  O  vere  est  ipse  dominns,  qui  se  facit 
seruum  pietatis.  Et  his  dictts  statum  suuoi 
cuntipotentis  medele  committens,  sui  ipsius 
morbum  potius  qtuun  infentium  mortem  beni- 
guius  elegit,  vnde  ipse  qui  antea  paganus  et  le- 
prosus  eztiterat,  ex  vnda  baptismatis  renatus, 
vtriusque  materie  tam  corporis  quam  anima 
diuino  miraculo  consecutns  est  salutem. 

Amonob  the  bokes  of  Latine 
I  fynde  it  write  of  Constantine 
The  worthy  emperoor  of  Rome^ 
Suche  inlbrtuncs  to  him  come* 

Whap  he  was  in  his  lustiaage . 
The  lepre  caught  in  his  visage. 
And  so  forth  ouer  all  oboute. 
That  he  ne  might  riden  out. 
So  left  he  both  shelde  and  spare, 
As  he  that  might  hym  not  bestere. 
And  helde  hym  in  his  chamber  close. 
Through  all  the  worlde  the  fame  arose: 

The  great  derkes  were  assent. 
And  come  at  his  comnunndement 
To  trete  vpon  this  lordes  hele. 
So  longe  thei  to  geder  dele, 
That  thei  vpon  this  medicine 
Appointen  hem,  and  detennine. 
That  in  tbe  maner  as  it  stoode, 
They  wolde  hym  bath  in  cbildes  blood 
Within  seuen  winter  age. 
For  as  thei  saien,  that  shulde  assuage 
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The  lq>re,  and  all  the  Tiolence, 
Whiche  that  thei  knowe  of  accidencey 
'  And  not  by  wey  of  kynde  is  fall, 
'  And  therto  tbei  acorden  all 
Am  for  fynalt  conclusion. 
And  tolden  her  opinion 
To  tbemperour:  And  he  anone 
His  counsaile  toke,  and  therrpon 
With  letters,  and  with  scales  out 
Thei  send  in  eaery  londe  aboat 
The  yonge  children  ibrto  seche: 
Whose  bloode,  tbei  said,  shulde  be  leche 
For  themperours  maladie. 

There  was  enough  to  wepe  and  crie 
Amonge  the  moders,  whan  thet  herde 
Howe  wofulUy  this  cause  ferde. 
3ut  netheles  thei  mot  bowe. 
And  thus  women  there  come  enowe 
With  children  soukend  on  the  tete. 
Ther  were  many  teres  lete. 

Bat  were  hem  liefe,  or  were  hem  loth 
The  women  and  the  children  both 
In  to  the  palais  forth  he  brouf^t. 
With  many  a  sorie  hertes  thought 
Of  hem  whiche  of  her  body  bore 
The  children  had:  and  so  foiiore 
Within  a  while  shulde  see. 
The  moders  wepe  in  her  degree. 
And  many  of  hem  a  swonne  falL 
.  The  yo0ge  babies  crieden  all. 
This  noise  arose,  this  lorde  it  herde. 
And  loked  out,  and  how  it  ferde 
He  sawe :  and  as  who  saide  abniide» 
Out  of  his  slepe,  and  thus  be  saide. 

,  O  thon  dittine  pumeance, 
Whiche  euery  man  in  the  balance 
Of  kynde  hast  formed  to  be  liche. 
The  pore  is  bore  as  is  the  riche, 
*  And  dieCh  in  the  same  wise. 

Upon  the  foole  vpon  the  wise 
Sefcenes  and  heie  enter  commune, 
"Mme  none  eschewe  that  fortune, 
Whiche  kjmde  hath  in  hir  lawe  setto 
Hir  strengthe  and  beautee  ben  besette 
To  euery  man  a  liche  ft«e. 
That  she  preferreth  no  degree. 
As  in  the  disponoion 
Of  bodily  complection. 

And  cdce  of  soule  reasonable. 
The  poore  childe  is  bore  as  able 
To  yertne,  as  the  kynges  sonne. 
For  euery  man  his  owne  wonne. 
After  the  lustes  of  his  assaie. 
The  vice  or  Tertue  chese  maie. 
Thus  stande  all  men  franchised 
But  in  estate  thei  ben  deuised, 
T^  some  worship  and  richesse. 
To  some  pouertee  and  distresse. 
One  lordeikh,  an  other  serueth. 
But  yet  as  euery  man  detemeth 
The  worlde  yeneth  not  his  yefkes  here. 

But  certes  he  hath  great  matere 
To  be  of  good  condicion, 
Whiche  hath  in  his  sobiection 
The  men,  that  ben  of  his  semblance. 

And  eke  he  toke  his  remembmnce, 
Howe  he  that  made  lawe  of  kynde, 
Wolde  euery  man  to  lawe  bynde. 
And  bad  a  man,  suche  ashe  wolde 
To  Wd  him  felfey  rifpht  such  ho  ihokto 


Towarde  an  other  doooe  also. 

And  thus  this  worthie  lorde  as  tho 
Set  in  balance  his  owne  estate. 
And  with  him  selfe  stode  in  debate^ 
And  thought  how  it  was  not  good 
To  see  so  mochell  mans  blood 
Be  spilte,  by  cause  of  him  alone. 

He  sawe  also  the  great  mone. 
Of  that  the  mothers  were  vngladde 
And  of  the  wo  the  children  made: 
Wherof  that  his  herte  tendreth. 
And  such  pitee  within  engendreth. 
That  him  was  leuer  for  to'  chese 
His  owne  bodie  for  to  lese. 
That  see  so  great  a  mourdre  wrought 
Upon  the  bloud,  whiche  grlteth  nought 

This  for  the  pitee,  whiche  he  toke, 
All  other  leches  he  forsoke. 
And  pot  him  out  of  auentnre 
Alooly  to  gods  cure, 
And  saith,  who  that  woll  maister  bee. 
He  mote  be  seruant  to  pitee. 
So  ferforth  he  was  ouercome 
With  charitee,  that  he  hath  nome 
His  counsaile,  and  his  officers, 
And  bad  vuto  his  treasourers, 
That  thei  his  treasour  all  about 
Depatte  amonge  the  poore  route 
Of  women,  aud  of  children  both, 
Wherof  thei  might  hem  fede  and  doth. 
And  saufeiy  toumen  home  ageyne. 
Without  losse  of  any  greine. 

Through  charitee  thus  he  diqteodeth 
His  good,  wherof  he  amendeth 
The  poore  people,  and  coontreuaileth 
The  harme,  that  he  hem  so  trauaileth. 

And  thus  the  wofull  nightes  sorowe 
To  ioye  is  torned  on  the  morowe. 

All  was  tbankjmge,  all  was  blissyng, 
Whiche  erst  was  wepyng  and  cursyng. 

These  women  gone  home  glad  euough, 
Echone  for  ioie  on  other  lough. 
And  praide  for  this  lordes  hele, 
Whiche  hath  released  the  quarele. 
And  hath  his  owne  will  forsake 
In  charitee  for  gods  sake. 

But  nowe  hereafter  tboa  shalt  here 
What  god  hath  wrought  in  this  matere. 
As  he  that  doothe  all  equitee 
To  htm  that  wrought  charitee, 
He  was  ayenewarde  charitous, 
And  to  pitee  he  was  pitous. 
For  it  was  neuer  knowe  yet. 
That  charitee  goth  vnaquit 

The  night  whan  he  was  laide  to  slepc 
The  high  god,  whiche  wold  him  kepe. 
Saint  Petre  and  saint  Poule  him  sende. 
By  whom  he  wolde  his  lepre  amende. 
Thei  two  to  him  slepende  appere 
Fro  god,  and  said  in  thiamanere: 

O  Constautin,  for  thou  hast  serued 
Pitee,  thou  bast  pitee  deserued. 
For  thy  tliou  shalte  suche  pitee  bane. 
That  god  through  pitee  woll  the  saue. 
Thou  sbalte  so  double  hele  fynde. 
Fyrste  for  thy  bodilycbe  kynde. 
And  for  thy  wofull  soule  also. 
Thou  shalt  be  hole  of  both  two. 
And  for  thou  shalt  not  tbe  despeirci 
Thy  lepre  shall  no  mof«  empeire. 
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Till  tboa  wilta  tende  thervpon 

Unto  the  moiiDt  of  Celion, 

Where  Syluester  and  bis  cler^e 

To  gjder  dwellen  io  companie 

Fordrede  of  the,  wbiche  many  a  dale 

Hast  ben  a  fb  to  Cbristei  laie, 

And  hast  destroied,  to  mochell  shame 

The  precbours  of  bis  holy  name. 

But  now  thou  hast  somdde  appeased 

Tliy  god,  and  with  good  decle  pleased, 

Tnat  thou  thy  pitee  hast  bewared 

Upon  the  blwKi,  wbiche  thoo  hast  spared. 

For  thy  to  thy  saluacion 

Tbou  shall  bane  Informacion 

Such  as  Siluester  shall  the  teche. 

The  nedeth  of  none  other  leche. 

This  Emperonr  wbiche  all  this  herde, 
Graunt  mercy  lorde  he  ans'werde: 
I  woll  do  so  as  ye  me  saie. 
Bat  of  one  thynge  I  wold  praie, 
What  shall  I  tell  vnto  Syluester 
Of  your  name  or  of  your  ester  ? 

And  thei  him  tolde  what  thei  hight. 
And  forth  with  all  out  of  his  sight 
Thei  passen  vp  in  to  the  heoen. 
And  he  awoke  out  of  his  sweuen, 
And  clepetb,  and  men  come  anonr, 
And  tolde  bis  dreme:  and  thervpon 
la  suche  a  wise  as  he  hem  telleth, 
The  mount,  where  Syluester  dweUeth 
Thei  haoe  in  all  baste  sought. 
And  foanden  he  was,  and  with  her  brought 
To  themperoor,  wbiche  to  hym  tolde 
His  sweuen,  and  elles  what  he  wolde. 

And  whan  Silaester  bath  herde  the  king. 
He  was  right  ioyfult  of  this  thyng, 
And  hym  began  with  all  his  witte 
To  tecben  Tpon  holy  writte. 

First  how  manlcynde  was  forlorv, 
And  bowe  the  high  god  therfore 
His  Sonne  sende  from  abone, 
Wbiche  borne  was  for  mans  lone. 

And  after  of  his  owne  cboys 
He  toke  bis  death  ypon  the  croys. 

And  hosre  in  graue  be  was  beloke. 
And  how  that  be  bath  belle  broke. 
And  toke  hem  out,  that  were  hym  leue. 
And  for  to  make  ts  full  beleue, 
That  he  was  very  gods  sonne, 
Ayene  the  kynde  dS  mans  wonne. 
Fro  death  he  rose  the  thirde  daie. 
And  wban  he  wolde,  as  he  well  maie 
He  stighe  vp  to  his  fttther  eoen, 
With  flessbe  and  bloud  into  the  heauen. 

And  right  so  in  the  same  forme. 
In  flessbe  and  bloud  he  shall  i^orme. 
Whan  time  cometb,  the  qnicke  and  dede. 
At  thiike  wofull  daie  of  drede. 
Where  enery  man  shall  take  his  dome. 
As  well  the  maister  as  the  grome. 

The  mighty  kynges  retenne  • 
Tliat  daie  maie  stande  of  no  value 
With  worldly  strengthe  to  defende. 
For  euery  mote  maie  than  entende 
To  stande  vpon  his  owne  dedes. 
And  leue  all  other  mens  nedes. 

That  daie  maie  no  coonsaile  auaile, 
The  pledour  and  the  plee  shall  faile. 
The  sentence  of  that  y Ike  daie 

ue  none  appele  sett«  in  delaie. 


There  maie  no  golde  the  tudge  plie. 
That  he  ne  shall  the  sooth  trie. 
And  setten  euery  man  vpright, 
As  well  the  plowe  man  as  the  knight. 

The  lewd^  man,  the  great  clerke 
Shall  stonde  vpon  his  owne  werke. 
And  suche  as  be  is  founde  tho, 
Suche  shall  he  bee  for  euermo : 
There  maie  no  peine  be  released, 
There  maie  no  ioye  ben  encreased. 
But  endeles  as  thei  haue  do. 
He  shall  rcceiue  one  of  two. 

Thus  Sylnestre  with  his  sawe 
The  grounde  of  all  the  newe  lawe. 
With  great  deuocion  he  prcacheth, 
Fro  point  to  point  and  plainly  teachetb 
Unto  this  heathen  emperour. 
And  saith :  the  high  creatour 
Hath  vnderfonge  his  charitee. 
Of  that  he  wrought  suche  pitee. 
Whan  he  the  children  had  on  honde. 

Thus  whan  this  lorde  hath  vnderstonda 
Of  all  this  thynge,  howe  that  it  ferde: 
Unto  Syluestre  he  than  answerde 
With  all  his  holle  herte,  and  seith : 
That  he  is  redy  to  the  feith. 
And  so  the  vessel  I,  whiche  for  blooda 
Was  made,  Syluestre,  there  it  stoode 
With  cleane  water  of  the  welle 
In  all  haste  he  let  do  felle,. 
And  set  Constantine  therinn^ 
All  naked  Tpto  the  chinne: 
And  in  the  while  it  was  begonne 
A  light,  as  though  it  were  a  sonna 
Fro  heauen  into  the  place  come 
Where  that  he  toke  his  christendoma: 
And  euer  amonge  the  holy  tales. 
Like  as  thei  weren  flsslies  scales 
Thei  fellen  firom  hym  nowe  and  efte,   . 
Tyll  that  there  was  nothynge  belefte 
Of  all  this  great  maladie. 
For  he  that  wolde  hym  purifle. 
The  high  god  bath  made  hym  clene. 
So  that  there  lefle  notbyng  sene. 

He  hath  hym  densed  both  two, 
The  body  and  the  soule  also, 

Tho  knewe  this  emperour  in  dede. 
That  Christes  feith  was  for  to  drede: 
And  sende  anone  his  letters  out. 
And  let  do  crien  all  aboute 
Upon  peine  of  death,  that  no  man  weyoe 
That  he  baptisme  ne  receyue. 

After  his  mother  queene  Eleyne 
He  sende,  and  so  betwene  hem  tweyn^ 
They  treaten  that  the  citee  all 
Was  christned,  and  she  foorth  with  all* 

This  emperour,  which  hele  hath  found. 
Within  Rome  anone  let  founde 
Two  churches,  whiche  he  did  make 
For  Peter  and  for  Poules  sake. 
Of  whome  he  had  a  vision. 
And  yafe  therto  possession 
Of  lordeshippe,  and  of  worldes  good. 
But  howe  so  that  his  wille  was  good 
'Towarde  the  Pope  and  his  franchise. 
Yet  hath  it  proued  otherwise 
To  see  the  worchyng  of  the  dede. 
For  in  cronike  thus  I  rede, 
Anone  as  he  hath  made  the  yefte 
A  voice  was  herde  on  highe  the  lefte , 
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Of  whiche  all  Rome  was  adradde. 
And  said,  this  daie  Tenim  is  sbadde 
In  holy  cburche  of  temporal!, 
Whiche  medleth  with  the  spirituall: 
And  howe  it  staot  of  that  degree, 
Yet  maie  a  man  the  soothe  see. 
God  maie  amende  it  whan  he  wtUe, 
I  can  therto  none  other  skille. 
fiat  for  to  go  there  I  began, 
Howe  charitee  maie  heipe  a  man 
To  bothe  worldes  1  haue  saide. 
And  if  thou  haue  an  eare  laide 
My  Sonne,  thou  might  rnderstonde, 
If  charitee  be  take  on  honde, 
There  folo^eth  ^fj^r  mochel  grace. 
For  thy  if  that  thou  wilt  purchace, 
Howe  that  thou  might  enuie  flecy 
Acqueint  the  with  charitee, 
Whiche  is  the  vertue  soueraine. 

My  father  I  shall  do  my  paine. 
For  this  ensample  whiche  ye  tolde 
With  all  myn  herte  I  haue  witholde: 
So  that  I  shall  for  euermore 
Eschewe  eooie  well  the  more. 

And  that  I  haue  er  this  misdo, 
Yeue  me  my  penance  er  I  go. 
And  ouer  that  ^  my  matere 
Of  shrifte,  while  ye  sitten  here 
In  priuetee  betwene  va  tweye 
Nowe  aske,  what  there  is  1  prey^ 


CONFBSSOH* 

My  good  Sonne,  and  for  thy  lose 
I  wolle  the  telle,  what  is  more: 
So  that  thou  shalte  the  vices  koowe? 
For  whan  the!  bee  to  the  full  knowe, 
Thon  might  hem  we]  the  better  eschue. 
And  for  this  cause  I  thinke  sewe 
The  forme  bothe  and  the  matere, 
As  nowe  sewende  thou  shalte  here, 
Whiche  vice  slant  nexte  after  this. 

And  whan  thon  wost>  howe  that  it  is, 
As  thon  shalt  here  my  deuise 
Thou  might  thy  seUe  better  anise. 

Explicit  Liber  secundus. 


GOW£R*S  POEMS. 


Ira  suis  paribus  est  par  ftiriis  Acherontis, 

Suo  furor  ad  tempus  nil  pietatis  habet, 
Ira  melancolicos  animos  perturbat,  vt  cquo 

lure  sui  pondus  nulla  statera  tenet. 
Omnibus  in  causis  grauat  ira  inter  amantes 

Ilia  magis  facili  sorte  grauamen  agit. 
Est  vbi  vir  discors  leuiterque  repugnat  amori, 

Saspe  loco  ludi  fletus  ad  ora  venit. 


super 


Hie  in  tertio  libro  tractat  super  quiooue  speciebus 
ire,  quarum  prima  melancolia  dicitur,   cuius 
▼itium  Confessor  primo  describens  amanti,  — 
eodem  consequenter  oppouit. 

JNCIPJT  USER  TERTIUS. 

If  thou  the  vices  liste  to  know 
My  Sonne,  it  hath  not  ben  vnknow 
Fro  first  that  men  their  swerdes  grounde, 
That  there  nis  noot  vpon  this  ground* 


A  vice,  forreine  fro  the  lawe, 
Wberof  that  many  a  good  felawe 
Hath  be  distraught  by  sodeine  chance { 
And  yet  to  kynde  no  pleasance 
Itdoothe:  but  where  he  mostacheuetb 
His  purpose,  mosle  to  kinde  he  greueth, 
As  he,  whiche  out  of  conscience 
Is  enmy  mta  pacience. 
And  is  by  name  one  of  the  seurn, 
Whiche  oite  hath  set  the  worlde  vneueii. 
And  cleped  is  the  cruell  Ire: 
Whose  herte  is  euermore  on  fire. 
To  speke  amisse,  and  to  do  bothe.  • 
For  his  seruantes  ben  euer  wrothe* 

My  good  father  telle  me  this. 
What  thynge  is  ire }  Sonne  it  is. 
That  in  our  englisshe  wrath  is  bote, 
Whiche  bath  his  wordes  ay  so  bote. 
That  all  a  mans  pacience 
Is  fired  of  the  violence. 
For  he  with  hym  hath  euer  fiue 
Seruantes,  that  heipcn  hym  to  striue. 

The  first  of  hem  melancoly 
Is  cleped,  whiche  in  company 
An  honderde  tymes  in  an  houre 
WoU  as  an  angry  beast  loui-e. 
And  no  man  wote  the  cause  why. 

My  Sonne  sbryue  the  nowe  for  thy. 
Hast  thou  be  melaneolien? 

My  father  ye  by  sainct  Jnlien: 
But  I  vntrewe  wonles  vse, 
I  maie  me  not  therof  excuse. 
And  all  maketh  loue  well  1  wote. 
Of  whiche  myn  herte  is  euer  bote. 
So  that  1  brenne  as  doth  a  glede 
For  wrath,  that  I  maie  not  spede. 
And  thus  foil  ofte  a  dale  for  nought 
(Saufe  onliche  of  myn  owne  thought) 
I  am  so  with  my  seluen  wroth. 
That  howe  so  that  the  game  goth. 
With  other  men  I  am  not  glad. 
But  I  am  well  the  more  vnglad. 
For  that  is  other  mens  game. 
It  tourneth  me  to  pure  grame. 
Thus  am  I  with  my  selfe  oppressed 
Of  tliought,  whiche  I  haue  impressed. 
That  all  wakynge  I  dreme  and  mete. 
That  I  alone  with  hir  mete. 
And  pray  hir  of  some  good  answere. 
But  for  she  wolde  not  gladly  swere. 
She  saith  me  oaye  withouten  otbe. 
And  thus  waxe  I  within  wroth. 
That  outwarde  I  am  all  affraied, 
And  so  distempred,  and  so  esmayed: 

A  thousaude  tymes  on  a  daie 
There  sowneth  in  myn  eai^es  naye, 
l*he  whiche  she  saide  me  tofore. 
Thus  be  my  wittes  all  furlore. 
And  namely  whan  I  begynne 
To  reken  with  my  selfo  withinne, 
Howe  many  yeres  ben  agone 
Sith  I  haue  truely  loued  one. 
And  neuer  toke  of  hir  other  bede. 
And  euer  a  liche  for  to  spede 
I  am,  the  more  I  with  hir  deale: 
So  that  my  hap,  and  all  my  heale 
Me  thioketh  is  ay  the  lenger  the  ferre. 
That  bringeth  my  gladsbip  out  of  herret 
Wherof  my  wittes  ben  empeired. 
And  I,  as  who  saith,  all  dispeired. 
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For  finallf  whan  that  I  muse 
And  thinke,  bowe  she  woll  oje  refuse, 
I  am  with  anger  so  bestad. 
Far  al  this  worlde  might  I  be  glad. 
And  for  the  white  that  it  lasteth. 
All  Tp  so  dowoe  my  ioye  it  casteth. 
And  ay  the  foitber  that  I  hcti, 
(Whan  I  ne  maie  my  tadie  see) 
The  more  I  am  redy  to  w  rat  he. 
That  for  the  toachynge  of  a  lath. 
Or  for  tlie  tournynge  of  a  strea, 
I  woode  as  doth  the  wildc  sea: 
And  am  so  melancolious. 
That  ther  nis  seroant  in  myne  house, 
Ne  none  of  tho,  that  be  aboate, 
That  eche  of  hem  ne  slant  in  doubte. 
And  weoen,  that  I  shulde  raue 
For  angre,  that  tbei  see  me  haue. 
And  fto  thei  wondre  more  and  Usse, 
That  tbei  seen  it  ooerpasse. 

Bat  fother,  if  it  so  betide, 
lliat  I  approche  at  any  tide 
The  place,  where  my  ladie  is: 
And  than  hir  liketh  y  wis 
To  speke  a  foodly  vorde  tome, 
For  all  the  golde  that  is  in  Rome 
Ne  couth  1  after  that  be  wroth. 
Bat  all  myn  angre  ouergothe. 
So  glad  I  am  of  the  presence 
Of  hir,  that  I  all  offence 
Foryete,  as  though  it  were  nought. 
So  ouer  glad  is  my  thought. 

And  netheles,  the  sothe  to  telle, 
Ayeoewarde  if  it  so  befeilej 
That  I  at  thilke  tyme  sie 
On  me,  that  4ie  miscaste  hir  fiie, 
Or  that  she  lyst  not  loke, 
And  I  tberof  good  bede  toke: 
Anone  into  my  firste  estate 
1  toanie,  and  am  with  that  also  mate. 
That  eoer  it  is  a  licbe  wicke. 
And  thus  myn  honde  ayene  the  pricke 
I  borte,  and  haue  done  many  a  date. 
And  go  so  forth  as  I  go  maie 
FaU  ofte  bitynge  on  my  lippe. 
And  make  vnto  my  selfe  a  vhippe: 
With  whtche  in  many  a  chele  and  heate* 
My  wofull  herte  is  so  to  beate, 
Thst  all  my  wittes  ben  msofle, 
And  I  am  wrothe,  I  not  how  ofte, 
And  all  it  is  mdancolie, 
Whiclie  groweth  on  the  ^ntaste 
Of  kme,  that  me  woU  not  loute : 
So  beare  I  forthe  an  angry  snoute 
Full  many  tymes  in  a  yere. 

Bat  fother,  nowe  ye  sitten  here 
In  Looes  stede,  I  you  beseche, 
That  some  ensample  ye  me  teche. 
Wberof  I  mate  my  selfe  appease. 

COMFEftOR. 

My  Sonne  for  thyn  hertes  ease 
I  shall  folfill  thy  praiere. 
So  that  thou  might  the  better  lere 
What  miscbiefo  that  this  vice  sterethy 
Wbicbe  m  his  anger  nought  forbeareth, 
Wherof  that  after  him  forthinketh, 
Wban  he  is  aobre,  and  that  be  thinketh 
Upon  the  folie  of  his  dede, 
And  of  this  point  a  tale  I  rede. 


Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplom  contra  istos,  qui 
cum  vires  amoHs  non  sunt  realiter  experti  con- 
tra alios  amantes  melancolica  seueritate  ad 
iracundiam  vindicte  pronocantur,£tDart-at  qua- 
liter  rex  Eolus  filium  nomine  Machareum,  et 
filiate  nomine  Canacemhabuit,  qui  cum  ab  in* 
fantia  vsque  pubertatem  inuicem  fiierant  edu- 
cati,  Cupido  tandem  cum  ignito  iaculo  ambo- 
rum  cordis  desideria  amorose  penetrauit,  ita 
que  natnra  Canacis  cooperante  a  fratre  suo 
inpregnata  parturit,  super  quo  pater  intollera- 
bilem  inuentutis  concnpiscentiam  ignorans^ 
nimiaque  furoris  melancolia  preuentus,  dictant 
filiam  cum  partu  dolorosissimo  casu  interfect 
diiudicauit. 

Thbrb  was  a  kynge,  whicbe  Eolus 
Was  bote:  and  it  hefell  hym  thus* 
That  he  two  children  had  fay  re 
The  Sonne  cleped  was  Machayre, 
The  doughter  eke  Canace  higbt. 
By  daie  bothe  and  eke  by  night. 

While  tbei  be  yonge  of  common  woone 
In  chambre  thei  to  getber  wonue,     , 
And  as  thei  shulden  pleid  hem  ofte 
Till  tbei  be  growen  vp  alofte 
In  the  yongthe  of  lustie  age» 
Whan  kynde  aSMiletb  the  courage 
With  loue,  and  doth  him  for  to  bowe« 
That  be  no  reason  can  allowe^ 
But  halte  the  lawes  of  nature. 
For  whom  that  loue  bath  vnder  cun^ 
As  he  is  blynde  hyin  selfe,  right  so 
He  maketh  his  client  blynde  also. 
In  suche  maner,  as  I  you  tell: 
As  thei  aJl  daie  to  getber  dwell. 
This  brother  might  it  not  asterte. 
That  he  with  all  his  bole  herte 
His  loue  vpon  his  sister  ca^ 
And  so  it  fell  hem  at  the  iaste. 
That  this  Machayre  with  Canace, 
Whan  they  were  in  a  preuy  place, 
Cupide  bad  hem  firste  to  kisse. 
And  after  she,  whiche  is  maistrisse 
In  kynde,  and  teacheth  euery  life 
Without  lawe  positife. 
Of  whiche  she  taketh  no  maner  chaiige^ 
But  kepeth  her  lawes  all  at  large: 
Nature  toke  hem  in  to  lore, 
And  taught  hem  so,  that  ouermoie 
She  hath  hem  in  suche  a  wise  daunted. 
That  thei  were  as  who  saith,  enchaunteid. 
And  as  the  blynde  an  other  ledeth. 
And  till  tbei  fall  nothynge  dredeth: 
Right  so  thei  had  none  insight. 
But  as  a  birde,  whiche  woU  a  light. 
And  seeth  the  meate,  and  not  Uie  nette, 
Wbicbe  in  deceite  pf  him  is  sette. 
These  yonge  foike  no  perill  sie. 
But  all  was  likyugc  in  hir  eie. 
In  that  thei  fell  vpon  the  chance 
Wiiere  witte  hatli  lore  bis  remembrance. 
So  longe  thei  to  getber  assemble. 
The  wombe  arose,  and  she  gan  to  tremble^ 
And  helde  hir  in  hir  chambre  close, 
For  drede  it  should  be  disclose. 
And  come  vnto  hir  fathers  care. 
Wherof  the  Sonne  had  al  jo  feare. 
And  feigneth  cause  for  to  ride. 
For  lunge  durst  he  not  abide. 
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In  aanter  if  men  wall  fein«. 
That  be  his  sister  bath  forleine: 
For  yet  she  had  it  not  bcknowe. 
Whose  was  the  cbilde  at  thill^e  throwe« 

Machayre  goth»  Canace  abit, 
The  wbiebe  was  not  deliucred  yet: 
Bat  rygbt  sone  after  that  she  was, 

Nowe  list  and  herkeo  a  wofuH  cas« 
The  totb,  whiche  maie.not  ben  hid 
Was  at  laste  kaowe  and  kid 
-  fjnto  the  kynge,  bowe  that  it  stode. 
And  whan  that  he  it  vnderttode, 
Anon^  into  MelancoUe, 
As  though  it  were  a  fransie, 
lie  fell,  as  be  whiche  not  hyngecouthe, 
Howe  matsterfull  Loue  is  in  yotitbe. 
And  for  be  was  to  ioue  strange, 
Be  wolde  not  bis  berte  change 
To  be  benigne  and  faaottrable 
To  loue  but  Tninerctable. 
Betweoe  tbe  waue  of  woode  and  wroth 
In  to  bis  doagbters  chambre  he  gothe. 
And  sie  the  cbilde  was  late  bore^ 
WRerof  be  bath  his  othe  swore. 
That  she  it  shall  full  sor«  abie.. 
And  she  beganne  mercy  to  crie 
Upon  bir  bare  knees,  and  praide. 
And  to  bir  father  thus  she  saide : 

Haue  mercy  father,  thynke  1  api 
Thy  cbilde,  and  of  thy  bloud  I  cam.. 
That  I  misdede,  youth  it  made, 
And  in  the  flouddes  bad  me  wade. 
Where  that  I  "see  no  perill  tho: 
9^t  nowe  it  is  befiiU  so, 
Idercy  my  father,  do  no  wrecfae. 

And  with  that  worde  she  lotte  specbe. 
And  fell  downe  swouned  at  his  fote, 
Afi  she»  for  sorowts  aedes  mote. 

But  his  horrible  crueltee. 
That  might  attempte  no  pitee, 
Out  of  bir  cbambre  forth  he  wente 
All  full  of  wrath  in  his  entente, 
And  toke  tbe  counsaile  in  bis  berte. 
That  she  shall  not  tbe  death  asterte. 
And  he  whiche  i«  mel.ancolien« 
Of  paciepoe  liath  not  lien, 
Wherof  he  maie  his  wrath  restreine: 
And  in  this'wilde  woode  peyne. 
Whan  all  hia  reason  was  Yntame, 
A  knight  he  cleped  by  his  name,^' 
^nd  toke  hym,  as  by  wey  of  sonde 
A  naked  swerde,  to  beare  on  honde. 
And  saide  hym>  that  be  sbulde  go, 
An^  tell  vnto  bis  doughter  so. 
In  tbe  maner  as  be  hym  bade, 
Howe  she  that  sbarpe  swerdes  blade 
Iteceiue  sbulde,  and  do  withall, 
9o  that  she  wote  where  to  she  shall. 

Forth  f  a  message  goth  this  knight 
Vnto  thia  wofoll  yooge  wight. 
This  iharpe  swerde  to  bir  be  toke, 
Wberof  that  all  bir  bodie  quoke. 
For  well  the  wist  what  it  ment. 
And  that  it  was  to  thilke  entent. 
That  she  bir  seluen  sbulde  slea^ 
And  to  the  knight  she  saide  yea, 
Nowe  -that  I  wote  my  fathers  will. 
That  I  shall  rn  this  wise  spill : 
I  will  obeie  me  therto, 
An4  w  he  woll»  it  fh^l  be  do. 


But  now  this  thyng  maie  he  none  othtr^ 
1  woll  a  letter  to  my  brother, 
(So  as  my  feble  bande  maie  write) 
With  all  my  wofall  berte  endite. 

She  toke  a  penne  on  honde  tho^ 
Fro  point  to  point  and  all  the  wo. 
As  ferfortb  as  bir  selfe  it  wote. 
Unto  hir  deadly  frende  she  wrote: 
And  tolde  howe  that  hir  fathers  grace 
She  myght  for  nothynge  purchace. 

And  ouer  that  9fi  thou  sbalt  here. 
She  wrote  and  saide  in  this  manere. 

O  thou  my  sorowe»  and  my  gladneff^ 
O  thou  my  bele,  and  my  sickenes, 
O  thou  my  wanbope*  and  my  truste, 
O  thou  my  disease,  and  all  my  luste^ 
^  O  thou  my  weale,  O  thou  my  wo, 
O  thou  my  finende,  O  thou  my  fop 

0  thou  my  loue»  O  thou  my  hate. 
For  the  mote  I  be  deade  algate, 
Thilke  ende  maie  I  not  asterte. 
And  yet  with  all  myn  bolle  berte. 
While  that  there  lastetb  me  any  brealb^ 

1  woll  tbe  loue  Ynto  my  death. 

But  of  o  thynge  I  shall  tbe  preie„ 
If  that  my  litell  sonne  deie, 
Let  him  be  buried  in  my  grau^f 
Beside  me,  so  shake  thou  haue 
Upon  vs  both  remembrance. 
For  thus  it  stondeth  of  my  grenanoe 
Nowe  at  this  tine,  as  thou  sbalte  witc 
With  teares,  and  with  inke  write 
This  letter  1  haue  in  cares  colde. 

In  my  right  honde  my  penne  I  holdc^ 
And  in  my  lefte  my  sweide  kepe. 
And  in  my  barme  there  lieth  to  wepe 
Thy  chylde  and  myn,  whiche  sobbetb  fast. 
Nowe  am  I  come  vnto  my  last. 
Fare  well :  for  1  shall  soone  die, 
And  tbinke  howe  I  thy  loue  abie. 

The  pomell  of  tbe  swerde  to  groundt 
She  set:  and  with  tbe  point  a  wounde 
Through  out  bir  berte  anone  she  made. 
And  forth  with  all  pale  and  fade 
She  fell  downe  dead  fro  ther  she  stoode. 
Tbe  cbilde  laie  batbeode  in  hir  bloode 
Out  rolled  from  tbe  mother  h^rme. 
And  for  the  bloud  was  bote  and  warme^ 
He  basketh  hym  about  thertn. 
Ther  was  no  boote  for  to  wynne. 
For  whiche  he  oUi  no  pitee  knowe. 

The  kynge  cam  in  the  same  throwe» 
And  sawe  bowe  that  bis  doughter  died. 
And  howe  this  baby  all  blodie  cried: 
But  all  that  might  hym  not  suffiae 
That  he  ne  bad  to  do  luise 
Upon  the  cbilde,  and  beare  hym  out. 
And  seche  in  tbe  forest  aboute 
Som  wilde  place  that  it  were. 
To  cast  him  out  of  honde  there : 
So  that  some  besle  hym  m^ie  deuoure. 
Where  as -no  man  hym  shall  soccoure. 

All  that  be  bad  was  done  in  dede. 
A  who  herde  eiier  tinge  or  rede 
Of  suche  a  thyng,  as  tho  was  do? 
But  be,  whiche  lad  bis  wrath  so. 
Hath  knowe  of  loue  but  a  lite. 
But  for  all  that  he  was  to  wite 
Through  bis  sodeine  melancolle 
To  do  so  great  a  felonie. 
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Tar  thy  my  loiiiie,  bowe  bo  it  stondey 
By  tbif  cas  thou  might  ▼oderstonde. 
That  if  thou  euer  in  cause  of  loue 
Shah  dame,  aod  thou  be  ao  aboue. 
That  thou  might  leade  it  at  thy  wille. 
Let  neoer  Uirougb  thy  wrath  spille, 
Whiche  enery  kinde  shulde  saue. 

For  it  sit  euery  man  to  haue 
Regarde  to  loue  and  to  bis  might: 
Ayenat  vbos  s'trengthe  maie  no  wight* 

And  sith  an  hert  is  so  streioed. 
The  reddonr  ought  to  be  restreined, 
To  hym  that  maie  bet  aweye, 
Wban  he  mote  to  nature  obeye. 
For  it  ia  saide  thus  ooerall. 
That  nedes  mote,  that  nedes  shall. 
Of  that  a  life  doth  after  kinde, 
Wberof  he  maie  no  boote  finde. 
What  thyng  nature  hath  set  in  lawe, 
Tber  maie  no  mans  might  withdrawe, 
Aod  who  that  worcheth  there  ayene, 
Foil  olte  tyme  it  hath  be  seyne. 
There  hath  befall  great  vengeance, 
Wherof  I  finde  a  remembrance. 

Hie  nairat  qualiter  Tiresias  in  qoodam  monte 
duos  serpentes  inuenit  pariter  commiscentes, 
quos  cum  Tiiga  percussit,  Irati  dii  ob  hoc,  quod 
natniam  impediuit,  ipsum  contra  naturam  a 
forma  virili  in  muliebrem  transmutarunt. 

OuiDE  after  the  tyme  tho 
ToMe  an  eosample,  and  saide  so: 
Howe  that  whilom  Tiresias, 
As  he  walkend  goth  par  cas 
Upon  an  high  moontaine,  be  sigh 
Two  serpentes  in  his  weye  nighe: 
And  tbei  so,  as  nature  hem  taught 
Assembled  were,  and  he  tho  caught 
A  yerde,  whicbe  he  bare  on  bonde. 
And  thought,  that  he  wolde  foude 
To  lette  hem,  and  smote  hem  botbe, 
Wherof  the  fgoAt  weren  wrothe. 
And  for  he  hath  destourhed  kinde. 
And  was  so  to  nature  Tnkinde, 
IJnkindeliche  he  was  transfonned. 
That  he,  whiche  erst  a  man  was  formed. 
In  to  a  womao  was  forshape: 
ThBt  was  to  hym  an  angry  iape. 
But  for  that  he  with  anger  wrought. 
His  anger  angerliche  b€  bought. 

COirFSSSOR. 

Lo  thus  my  son  Ouide  hath  write, 
Wherof  thou  might  by  reason  wite, 
More  is  a  man  than  suche  a  best. 
So  might  it  neuer  ben  honest, 
A  man  to  wrathen  hym  to  sore. 
Of  that  another  doth  the  lore 
Of  kinde,  in  whiche  is  no  malice. 
But  onely  that  it  is  a  vice. 
And  though  a  man  be  resonable: 
Yet  after  kinde  he  is  meuable 
To  lone,  where  he  woU  or  none. 
Thinke  thou  my  sonne  therrpon. 
And  do  melancolie  awaye. 
For  loue  hath  euer  his  luste  to  playe 
As  be  whicbe  wold  no  life  greue. 

AVAMB. 

My  foder  that  1  maie  well  leue 


All  that  ye  telle,  it  is  skitle. 
Let  euery  man  loue,  as  he  wille. 
Be  so  it  be  not  my  ladye. 
For  I  shall  not  be  wroth  there  by. 
But  that  1  wrath  and  fare  amis 
Alone  vpon  my  selfe  it  is. 
That  I  with  hothe  loue  and  kinde 
1  am  so  bestad,  that  I  can  finde 
No  wey,  bowe  I  it  maie  asterte, 
Whiche  stant  vpon  myn  owne  bert. 
And  toucheth  to  none  other  life, 
Sauf  onely  to  that  swete  wife, 
For  whom,  but  if  it  be  amended. 
My  glad  dates  ben  dispended. 
That  I  my  selfe  shall  not  forbeare 
The  wrathe,  whicbe  I  nowe  beare. 
For  fherof  is  none  other  licbe. 
Nowe  asketh  forth  I  yowe  beseohft 
Of  wrathe,  if  there  ought  elles  is, 
Wherof  tb  shriue.    Sonne  yis. 

Ira  monet  litem,  qu»  linguz  fnHia  fesoloeifti, 
Laxa  per  infames  currit  vbique  vias. 

Rixarum  nutriz  quos  edocat  ista  Ibquaces, 
Hos  Venus  a  latere  llnquit  habere  vagos. 

ted  patienter  agcns  ucitumo  qui  celet  ore, 
Vincit  et  optati  carpit  amoris  iter. 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  super  secunda  specie  ire^ 
que  Lis  dicitur,ex  cuius  contumeliis  innumeroafc 
dolorum  occasio,  tam  in  amoris  causa  quam 
aliter,  in  quem  pluribus  sepissime  exorta  est. 

Of  wrath  the  second  is  cliest, 

Whiche  hath  the  wyndes  of  tempest 

To  kepe,  and  many  a  sodeine  blast 

He  blowetb,  wherof  ben  agast 

Thei,  that  desiren  pes  and  reste: 

He  is  that  iike  vngoodlyeste, 

Whiche  many  a  lustie  loue  hath  twjmhed. 

For  he  beareth  euer  bis  mouth  vnpinned: 

So  that  his  lippes  ben  vnloke. 

And  bis  courage  is  all  to  broke. 

That  euery  thyng,  whicbe  he  can  tell. 

It  spriogeth  vp  as  doth  a  wellc, 

Whiche  maie  no  man  of  his  stremes  hide. 

But  rennetb  out  on  euer)'  side: 

So  boyleo  vp  the  foule  sawes. 

That  cheste  wote  of  his  felawes. 

For  as  a  sine  kepeth  Ale, 

Right  so  can  cheste  kepe  a  tale. 

All  that  be  wote,  he  woU  disclose. 

And  speke  er  any  man  oppose. 

As  a  citee  without  walle. 
Where  men  maie  gon  out  onenJIe, 
Withouten  any  resistence: 
So  with  his  croked  eloquence 
He  speketh  all,  that  he  wote  with  ynoa^ 
Wherof  men  lese  more  than  wynne. 
For  often  tyme  of  his  chidynge. 
He  bringeth  to  hous  suche  tidyuge, 
That  maketh  warre  at  beddcs  beadei 
He  is  the  leuein  of  the  hreade, 
MHiiche  soureth  all  the  past  about: 
Men  ought  w«*ll  such  one  to  doute. 
For  eoer  his  bowe  is  redy  bent. 
And  whom  he  hit,  I  tell  hym  shent. 
if  he  maie  perce  hym  with  his  tonge, 
And  eke  soloude  his  belle  is  ronge. 
That  x>f  the  noyse,  and  of  the  sooni 
Men  fearen  hym  in  all  the  tovnii 
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Well  more  than  thei  done  of  thonder. 

For  that  is  cause  of  more  wonder. 

For  with  the  windes,  whiche  he  blowetb^ 

Full  ofte  sith  he  ouerthroweth 

The  Citees,  and  the  pulicie; 

That  I  haue  herde  the  people  crie 

And  echone  saide  in  hrs  dei^ree: 

Ha  wicke  conge  no  thou  bee. 
For  men  sajn^i  that  the  harde  hone, 
All  though  hym  selfe  haue  none, 
A  tonge  breaketh  it  all  to  pieces. 
He  hath  so  many  sondry  spices 
Of  vice,  that  I  maie  not  wele 
Descriue  hem  by  a  thousand  defe. 

But  whau  that  he  to  cbestc  falletb. 
Full  many  a  wonder  thyng  befalleth. 
For  he  ne  can  no  thynge  forbere. , 

Nowe  tell  my  sonne  tb^ii  aoswere. 
If  it  haue  euer  so  betide. 
That  thou  at  any  tytne  hast  chidde 
Toward  thy  loue?     Fader  naie, 
Suche  cheste  yet  vnto  this  daie 
Ke  made  I  neuer,god  forbede. 
For  er  I  singe  suche  a  crede 
I  had  leuer  to  be  lewed. 
For  than  were  I  all  beshrewetl. 
And  worthy  to  be  put  a  backe, 
VTitb  all  the  sorowe  vpon  my  backe^ 
That  any  man  ordeine  coutbe. 
But  1  spake  qeuer  yet  by  mouthe 
That  vnto  chest  might  touche, 
And  that  I  durst  right  wet  vouche' 
Upon  bir  selfe,  as  for  witnes. 
For  I  wote  of  bir  gentilnes. 
That  she  me  wold  well  excuse. 
That  I  no  suche  thynges  vse. 
And  if  it  shuldc  so  betyde. 
That  I  algatcs  must  chyde^ 
It  might  not  be  to  my  loue. 
For  so  yet  neuer  was  I  aboue. 
For  all  this  wyde  worlde  to  wynne, 
That  I  durst  any  worde  begynne: 
By  whiche  she  might  haue  be  amoued. 
And  I  of  cbeste  also  reproned. 
But  rather  if  it  might  hir  like, 
The  beste  wordes  wolde  I  pike, 
Whiche  I  coutbe  in  myn  hert  chese. 
And  serue  hem  forth  in  stede  of  chese. 
For  that  is  helpeliche  to  defie: 
And  I  wolde  so  my  wordes  plie, 
That  migbten  wrath  and  cheste  auaJe, 
With  tellyng  of  ray  softe  tale. 
Thus  dare  I  make  a  forward, 
That  neuer  vnto  my  lady  ward  ^ 
Yet  spake  I  worde  in  suche  a  wite» 
Wherof  that  chest  sbulde  arise. 
Thus  saie  I  not,  that  I  full  ofte 
Ne  haue,  whan  I  spake  moste  softe, 
Parcas  saied  more  than  enough. 
But  so  well  bait  no  man  the  plough. 
That  he  ne  balketb  other  while, 
Ne  so  well  can  no  man  affile 
His  tonge,  that  somtyme  in  iape 
Hym  maie  some  light  worde  ouerscape. 
And  yet  ne  meneth  he  no  cheste. 

But  that  I  haue  ayene  bir  best 
Full  ofte  spoke,  I  am  beknowe, 
And  howe,  my  wille  is  that  you  knowe. 
For  whan  my  time  cometb  about, 
That  I  dare  speke,  and  laie  all  out 


My  longe  lone,  of  whkSie  sbe  wot. 

That  eoer  in  one  aliche  hot 

Me  grcueth:  than  all  my  disease 

T  tell:  and  though  it  hir  displease 

I  speke  it  forth,  anil  nought  ne  leue : 

And  though  it  be  beside  hir  leue, 

I  hope  and  trowe  netheles. 

That  I  do  not  ayene  the  pes. 

For  though  I  tell  hir  all  my  thought. 

She  wot  well,  that  I  chide  nought. 

Men  maie  the  higbe  god  beseche. 
And  he  woU  here  a  mans  speche, 
Aod  be  not  wroth  of  that  he  seith : 
So  yeueth  it  me  the  more  feith,  ' 
And  maketh  me  bardie  sotb  to  seie. 
That  I  dare  well  the  better  preie 
My  lady,  whiche  a  woman  is. 
For  though  I  tell  hir  that  er  is 
Of  loue,  whiche  me  greueth  sore, 
Hir  ought  not  to  be  wroth  the  more* 
For  I  without  noise  or  crie 
My  plaint  make  aK  baxoraly. 
To  putten  b\\  wratb  awaie. 
Thus  dar  I  say  vnto  this  daie 
Of  cheste,  in  eniest  or  iti  game 
My  lady  shall  me  nothynge  blame. 
But  ofte  tyme  it  hath  betid. 
That  with  my  seluen  I  haue  chid. 
That  no  man  couth  better  chide 
And  that  hath  ben  at  euery  tide. 
Whan  I  cam  to  my  selue  alone. 
For  than  I  made  a  preuy  Bione, 
And  euery  talc  by  and  by, 
Whiche  as  I  spake  to  my  lady, 
I  tbinke  and  peise  in  my  balance. 
And  drawe  in  to  my  remembrance. 
And  than,  if  that  I  fynde  a  lacke 
Of  any  worde,  that  I  mispake, 
Whiche  was  to  mache  in  any  wise: 
A  none  my  wittes  I  despise, 
And  make  a  chidyng  in  myn  herte. 
That  any  worde  be  »>buld  asterte, 
Whiche  as  1  shuld  haue  holden  ynne. 
And  so  forth  after  I  begynne. 
And  loke  if  there  was  elles  ought 
To  speke,  and  I  ne  spake  it  nought. 
And  than  if  I  maie  seche  and  fynde. 
That  any  wurde  he  lefle  behynde, 
Whiche  as  I  sbulde  more  bane  spoke^ 
I  wolde  vpon  my  selfe  be  wroke. 
And  clHde  with  my  selfen  so. 
That  all  my  wit  is  ouergo. 

For  no  man  maie  his  time  lore 
Recouer:  and  thus  I  am  therfore 
So  oner  wroth  in  all  my  thought, 
That  I  my  selfe  chide  all  to  nought. 
That  for  to  muche,  or  for  to  lyte 
Full  ofte  I  am  my  selfe  to  wyte. 
But  all  that  maie  me  not  auailc. 
With  cheste  though  1  me  trauaile. 
But  oule  on  stoke,  and  stoke  on  onle. 
The  more  that  a  man  defoule. 
Men  wote  well  whiche  hath  the  werte. 
And  so  to  me  nis  worth  a  kerse. 
But  tometh  vnto  myn  owne  heade. 
Though  I  tell,  that  I  were  deade, 
Wolde  eoer  chide  in  such  a  wise 
Of  loue,  as  I  to  yon  deuise. 

But  father  nowe  ye  haue  all  herde^ 
In  thig  maner  howe  1  hanefbrde 
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Of  cheste,  and  of  di8senci0n> 
Ycne  me  yoor  abiolucioo. 

CONFESSOR. 

My  soone  if  thmt  tbcra  wistest  all, 
What  cheate  doth  in  speciall 
To  looa,  and  to  bis  welwillyog, 
Tboo  woldest  fleen  hit  Imowlegeyng. 
For  who  that  moste  can  speke  fayre, 
And  lerne  to  be  debonayre, 
b  most  aceordende  vnto  loue, 
Fajrre  specbe  hath  ofte  brooght  i^ue 
Full  many  a  man,  as  it  is  knowe, 
Whiche  dies  shuld  baoe  ben  right  k>we. 
And  failed  mocbell  of  his  wille. 
For  thy  holde  thy  tonge  still. 
And  lete  thy  witte  thy  wille  leste. 
So  that  thou  (all  not  in  cheste, 
Whiche  is  the  sours  of  great  distance. 
And  take  into  remembrance. 
If  thon  might  gete  Pacience, 
Whicbe  is  the  leche  of  all  offence. 
As  tellen  v»  the  olde  wise. 

Pncientia  est  rindicta  omoium  ioiuriamm. 

For  whan  noaght  elles  male  suffice, 
By  strengthe,  ne  by  mons  wit. 
Than  Pacience  it  ouer  sit, 
And  fmer  cometh  at  laste. 

But  be  maie  neuer  longe  taste, 
Whiche  woll  not  bowe  er  that  he  breake. 
Take  hede  sonne  of  that  I  speke. 

AMAHS. 

My  fader  of  your  goodly  spcche. 
And  of  the  witte,  whiche  ye  me  teche,  , 
1  thanke  you  with  all  myu  berte. 
For  that  vorde  shall  me  nener  asterte. 
That  I  ne  shall  your  wordes  bolde 
Of  Pacience,  as  ye  me  tolde, 
Ala  ferfocth  as  myn  herte  thinkcth. 
And  of  my  wrath  it  me  forthinketh. 

But  fiither  if  ye  forth  with  all 
Some  good  ensample,  in  special! 
Me  wolden  teche  of  some  Crouike: 
It  sholde  weH  myn  hert  like 
Of  Pacience  for  to  here; 
So  that  I  might  In  my  matcre 
The  more  vnto  my  loue  obei«». 
And  putten  my  disease  aweie. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  Exemplum  de  pacicntia  in 
amoie  contra  lites  habenda,  £t  narrat  qualiter 
,  Vxor  Socratis,  ipsom  quodam  die  multis  fer- 
mooibus  litisauit,  Sed  cum  ipse  absque  vlla  re- 
sponsione  omnia  probra  pacteuter  sostulit,  in- 
dignata  Vxor  quandam  ydriam  plenam  aque, 
qnam  in  manu  tenebat,  super  caput  viri  sui  su- 
bitoeffodit,  diceiis:  Euigila  et  loquere,  qui  re- 
spondens  tunc  ait:  O  tereiam  scio,  et  expertus 
sum,  quod  post  ▼eotorum  rabiem  sequuotur 
imbres.  Et  isto  modo  litis  contumeliam  sua 
pacientia  deoicit. 

COMPESSOR. 

Mt  sonne  a  man  to  bie  hym  pes 
Behooeth  sufier,  as  Socrates 


Ensample  left,  whiche  is  wrttte. 

And  for  thou  shalt  the  sooth  witte.     « 

Of  this  ensample,  what  I  mene. 

All  though  it  be  nowe  littell  sene 

Amonge  the  men  thilke  euidencd: 

Yet  he  was  vpon  pacience 

So  set,  that  be  hym  aelfe  assaie 

In  thynge,  which  might  him  most  mispak 

Desyreth,  and  a  wicked  wife 

He  weddeth,  whiche  in  sorow  and  strife 

Ageinst  bis  ease  was  contrayre: 

But  he  spake  euer  softe  and  fayre. 

Till  it  befell,  as  it  is  tolde. 

In  wynter,  whan  the  daie  is  colde. 

This  wife  was  fro  the  well  come. 

Where  that  a  pot  with  water  nome 

She  hath,  and  brought  it  in  to  bouse, 

An^  sawe  bowe  that  bir  sele  spouse 

Was  set,  and  lobed  on  a  boke 

Nigh  to  the  fyre,  as  he  whiche  tofce 

His  ease,  as  for  a  man  of  age. 

And  she  began  the  wood  rage. 

And  asketh  hym,  what  dioel  bethought. 

And  bare  on  bond,  that  hym  ne  rougbt 

What  labour  that  she  toke  on  hoode. 

And  saith,  that  suche  an  busbondo 

Was  to  a  wife  not  worth  a  stre. 

He  said  nother  naye  ne  ye, 
But  helde  hym  stilte,  and  lete  bir  chide. 
And  she,  whiche  maie  bir  selfe  not  hide. 
Began  within  for  to  swelle. 
And  tliat  lihe  brought  in  fro  the  welle 
The  water  pot  she  bent  a  lofle. 
And  badde  hym  speke,  and  he  all  softe 
Sat  stille,  and  nought  a  word  answerde. 

And  she  was  wroth,  that  he  so  ferde. 
And  asketh  hyjn,  if  he  be  deade, 
And  all  the  water  on  his  heade 
She  poured  out,  and  bad  hym  a  wake. 
But  he,  whiche  woll  not  forsake 
His  pacience,  than  spake. 
And  saide,  bowe  that  he  fond  no  lake 
In  no  thyng,  whiche  she  had  do. 
For  it  wa«  wynter  tyme  tho. 
And  wynter,  as  by  wey  of  kinde, 
Whiche  stormie  is,  as  men  it  finde. 
First  malceth  the  windes  for  to  blowe. 
And  after  that  within  a  throwe. 
He  reineth,  and  the  water  gates 
Undoth,  and  thus  my  wife  algates, 
Whiche  is  with  reason  well  beseyn, 
Hath  made  me  bothe  wynde  and  reyn 
After  the  season  of  the.  y  ere. 

And  than  he  set  hym  ner  the  Are, 
And  as  he  might  his  clothes  dried. 
That  he  nomore  o  worde  ne  seyd, 
Wherof  he  gat  hym  somdele  rest. 
For  that  hym  thought  was  for  the  best. 

AMANS. 

I  not  of  thilke  ensample  yit 
Accordeth  with  a  roans  wit 
To  suffer,  as  Socrates  dede. 
And  if  it  fal  in  any  stede 
A  man  to  lese  so  bis  galle, 
Hjrm  ought  amonge  the  women  alle 
In  Loues  court,  by  Judgement 
The  name  beare  of  pacient, 
To  yeue  ensample  to  the  good 
Of  pacieuce  bowe  that  it  stode. 


That  other  men  it  might  knoirf . 

COKFEtSOR. 

And  fonne  if  thou  at  any  tbrowe 
Be  tempted  ayenst  pacience, 
Take  hede  vpon  this  euidence, 
|t  shall^par  case  the  lesiie  greue. 

AMANS. 

My  fader  io  as  I  beleue 
Of  that  shall  be  no  maner  oede. 
For  I  woll  take  so  good  hede, 
That  er  I  fall  in  suche  assaie^ 
f  ^thinke  eschewe,  if  that  I  maie. 

But  if  there  be  ought  ellea  more^ 
Wherof  I  might  take  lore, 
I  praie  you,  so  as  I  dare, 
^nwe  telleth,  that  Lmaie  beware 
Some  other  tale  of  this  mattere. 

COnFBSSQR. 

Sonne  it  is  euer  good  to  lere, 
Vherof  thou  might  thy  word  restreine 
£r  that  thou  falle  in  any  peine. 

Fpr  who  that  can  no  counseil  bide^ 
He  maie  not  faile  of  wo  beside, 
"Whiche  shall  befalle,  er  he  it  witte» 
As  I  finde  in  the  bokes  writte. 


Hie  pouit  Confessor  exemplum,  quod  de  alterius 
lite  intromittere  cauendum  est.  £t  narrat  qoa- 
Viter  Jupiter  cum  Junone  super  quadam  questione 
Utigabant,  videlicet  vtrum  vir  an  mulier  in  amo. 
ris  concopiscentia  feruentios  ardebat:  super 
quo  Tiresiam  corum  Judicem  constituebant.  Et 
quia  ille  contra  Junonem  in  diets  litis  causa 
aententiam  diffiniuit,  irata  ipsum  de  amborum 
oculorum  lomlne  claritatis  absque  remissione 
priuauit 

GOHFESIOR' 

Ybt  cam  there  neuer  good  of  strife, 
To  seche  in  all  a  maqs  life. 
Though  it  begyn  on  pure  game 
Full  ofte  it  torneth  in  to  gnme, 
And  doth  greuance  on  som  side, 
Wherof  the  great  clerke  Ouide, 
After  the  la  we,  whiche  was  tho. 
Of  Jupiter  and  of  Juno 
Maketh  in  his  boke  raencion, 
Howe  tbei  Telle  at  dissencion, 
In  maner  as  it  were  a  borde. 
As  tbei  began  for  to  worde: 
Amonge  hem  selfe  in  priuetee: 
And  that'was  vpon  this  degree, 

Whiche  of  the  two  more  amorous  is,   . 
Or  man  or  wife,  And  vpon  this 
Tbei  might  not  acorde  in  one. 
And  toke  a  Juge  thervpoo, 
Whiche  cleped  is  Tyresias, 
And  bad  hym  demen  in  this  cas.  - 

And  he  without  aui^ment 
Ayene  Juno  gafe  iugement. 

This  goddes,  vpon  his  answere 
Was  wrothe,  and  wolde  not  forbere. 
But  toke  aweye  ibr  euermo 
The  light  from  both  his  eyen  two. 

Whan  Jupiter  this  hurt  hath  sene. 
Another  bcncAie  there  ayene 
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He  yafe,  and  suche  a  grace  bym  dootb. 
That  for  be  wiste  he  saide  sooth, 
A  sooth  sayer  h%  was  for  euer. 

But  yet  that  other  were  leuer 
Hane  bad  the  lokyng  of  his  eie 
Than  of  bis  worde  the  propheeie. 

But  howe  so  that  the  sooth  went. 
Strife  was  the  cause,  of  that  he  bent 
So  great  a  peine  bodily. 

My  Sonne  be  thou  ware  there  by. 
And  holde  thy  tooge  stiile  close. 
For  wbo  that  hath  his  worde  ditdoaa 
Er  that  he  witte  what  he  mene. 
He  is  full  ofte  nigbe  his  tene. 
And  leseth  full  many  tyme  grace, 
Wher  that  he  wold  his  thanke  purchact. 

And  ouer  this/ny  sonne  dere. 
Of  other  men  if  thou  might  here 
In  prinitee,  what  tbei  haue  wrought: 
Hold  counseil,  and  discouer  it  nought.    > 
For  cheste  can  no  counseile  hele. 
Or  be' it  wo  or  {be  it  wele. 
And  take  a  tale  in  to  thy  minde^ 
The  whiche  of  olde  ensample  I  finde. 

r 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  Exemplum  contra  Hloe,  qui 
in  amoris  causa  alterius  consilium  reuelare  pre- 
sumunt.  Et  narrat,  qualiter  quedam  auis  tunc 
albissima  nomine  Coruus,  consilium  dominc  sue 
Coronis  Phebo  denudauit:  rnde  oontigit  non 
solum  ipsam  Coronidem  iuterfeci,  sed  et  Co- 
ruum,'qui  an  tea  Unquam  nix  albos  fliit,  in  pi- 
ceum  colorem  pro  pcrpetoo  transmutaii. 

PHEBUt,  whiche  maketh  tbedaies  light, 

A  loue  he  had,  whiche  tbo  bight 

Coronis,  whom  abouen  all 

He  plesetb.    But  what  ahall  befiille 

Of  loue,  theVe  is  no  man  knoweth. 

But  as  fortune  hir  happes  throweth. 

So  it  befell  vpon  a  chance, 

A  yong  knight  toke  hir  acqueintance. 

And  had  of  hir  all  that  he  wolde. 

But  a  fals  byrd,  whiche  she  hath  hojde 

And  kept  in  chambre  of  pure  youthe, 

Discouereth  all  that  euer  he  couthe, 

Tbe  byides  name  was  as  tbo- 
Coruus,  the  whiche  was  than  also 
Weil  more  white  than  any  swan: 
And  he  the  shrewe  all  that  be  can 
Of  bis  lady  to  Phebus  saide. 

And  he  for  wrstb  bis  swerd  out  braide. 
With  whiche  Coronide  anone  he  slough. 
But  after,  hym  was  wo  enough. 
And  toke  full  great  repentance, 
Wherof  in  token  and  remembrance 
Of  hem,  whiche  vsen  wicke  speche. 
Upon  this  byrde  he  toke  his  wreche. 
That  there  he  was  snowe  white  tofore^ 
Euer  afterwarde  cole  btake  tberfore 
He  was  transformed,  as  it  sheweth. 
And  many  a  man  yet  hym  beshreweth.- 
And  depen  hym  in  to  this  daie 
A  Rauen,  by  whom  yet  men  maie 
Take  euidence,  whan  he  crieth. 
That  fome  mishap  it  signifleth. 
Beware  tberfore,  and  saye  the  best. 
If  thou  wolt  be  thy  selfe  in  rest. 
My  good  Sonne,  aa  I  the  rede. 
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Hictoquitar  super  eodem,  £t  narrat  qualiter  Lara 
Kimpha  eo  quod  Jupiter  Juturnam  adulterauU, 
jQDOiii  Jonis  vxori  secretum  reuelauit*  Sua 
propter  Jupiter  ira  commotus  lingua  Laris  prius 
absciaa^  ipsam  postea  in  profuodum  Acherontig 
exolem  pro  perpetuo  maocipauitk 

Ld  in  another  place  1  rede 
Orthiike  Kymphe,  which  Lara  hight 
For  ilie  the  prioetee  by  night 
(Hov  JnjMter  laie  by  Jutnrne) 
flitb  tdd :  god  made  hir  ouertorne* 

Hir  tonge  he  cut»  and  in  to  hellt 
?ar  eoer  1^  sent  hir  fnr  to  dwelle : 
As  she  that  was  not  worthie  here 
Lo  ben  of  loae  a  cbambrerei 
For  she  no  connsaSe  couth  hele» 

And  sncbe  a  daies  be  nowe  fele 
Ib  kmes  coorte,  as  it  b  saide, 
Thatlette  her  tonges  gone  ynteide. 

My  Sonne  be  thou  noAe  of  tho^ 
To  iangle,  and  telle  tales  io^ 
A&d  namely  that  thou  be  chide. 
For  cheste  cao  do  coansaile  hide* 
For  wrathe  saide  neuer  wele. 

My  fiitber  soothe  is  euery  delti 
That  ye  me  tecbe :  and  I  woll  holdc 
The  mkt  whiche  I  am  holde 
To  Bee  the  cheste,  as  ye  me  bidde. 
For  well  is  hym,  that  neuer  chidde. 

Nowe  telle  roe  forth  if  there  be  more 
Ai  toachende  vnto  wrathes  lore* 

DsmoDts  est  odiam^  quasi  scriba  coi  dafiit  ira 
Materiam  scripti  cordis  ad  antra  sui. 

Non  lazabit  amor,  odij  quem  frena  restringunt^ 
Nee  secreta  aai  iuris  adire  sciuit. 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  de  tertia  specie  ire,  quae 
odium  dicitor :  cuius  natara  omnes  irae  inimiti- 
tias  ad  mentem  reducens  illas  vsque  ad  tempus 
vindictft,  velat  scriba  demonis  in  cordis  papyro 
commemonMSas  inserit 

Or  wrathe  yet  there  is  an  other, 
Whiche  is  to  cbeste  his  owne  brotberi 
And  is  by  name  deped  hate, 
Thatan&reth  not  within  his  gate. 
That  there  come  other  loue  or  peace* 
For  he  woll  make  no  release 
or  no  debate^  wfatcfae  is  befalle  i 
Nove  speke  tf  thou  arte  one  of  all. 
That  with  this  vice  hath  be  witholde. 

As  yet  for  ought  that  ye  me  tolde 
My  fiither,  I  not  what  it  is. 

in  food  faith  soone  I  trowe  yis. 

My  father  nay,  but  ye  me  lere. 

Nowe  list  my  son  ami  thou  sbalt  bere^ 

Hate  Is  a  wrath^  not  she  wende, 
Batofkmge  tyme  gatherende. 
And  dwelleth  hi  the  herte  loken. 
Till  he  see  tyme  to  be  wroken 
And  than  hesheweth  bis  tempest 
More  aodeiae  than  the  wilde  best^ 
Whiche  wote  notbyng^  what  mercy  is. 

My  Sonne  arte  tbon  knowen  of  this  ? 

My  good  fiather,  as  I  wene, 
Nowe  wote  I'soBledele  wha(  ye  meoe* 
But  I  dare  saufely  make  an  othe. 
My  lady  was  me  never  lothe* 


I  woll  not  swere  netheles. 
That  I  of  hate  am  giltetes. 
For  wban  I  to  my  ladie  plie^ 
Fro  dale  to  daie^  and  mercy  <rie» 
And  she  no  mercy  on  me  leith^ 
But  sborte  wordes  io  me  seith» 
Though  1  my  lady  loue  algat^ 
Tho  wordes  mote  I  nedes  hate. 
And  wolde  thei  were  all  dispentf 
Or  so  ferre  out  of  londe  went. 
That  I  neuer  after  shulde  hem  hei«  t 
And  yet  loue  I  my  ladie  dere. 
Thus  is  there  hate,  as  ye  maie  seci 
Betwene  my  ladies  woide,  and  me^ 
The  worde  I  hate,  and  hir  I  loue» 
What  so  shall  me  betide  of  loue. 

But  furthermore  I  woll  me  shriuei 
That  I  bane  hated  all  my  liue 
These  ianglers,  whiche  of  her  enute 
Ben  eoer  redy  for  to  lie. 
For  with  her  false  Compasseteent 
Full  often  thei  haue  made  me  thent^ 
And  hyndred  me  full  ofte  tyme. 
Whan  thei  no  caute  wiste  bymCf 
But  onlicbe  of  her  owne  thought. 
And  thus  full  ofte  haue  I  bought 
The  lie,  and  dronke  not  of  the  wyne^ 
I  wolde  berhappe  were  suche  as  mynt^i 
For  howe  so  that  I  be  nowe  shriue. 
To  hem  maie  I  nought  foryeue> 
Till  I  see  hem  at  debate 
With  loue,  and  with  myn.  estate 
Thei  mighten  by  her  owne  deme» 
And  loke  bow  well  it  shuld  hem  queme 
To  hyndre  a  man)  that  loueth  soret 
And  thus  1  hate  hem  eueimore^ 
Til  loue  on  hem  wold  done  his  wreche  t 
For  that  shall  I  alwaie  beaeche 
Unto  the  mighty  CupidOf 
Tnat  he  so  mochel  wolde  do 
(So  as  he  is  of  loue  a  god) 
To  smite  hem  with  the  same  rod( 
With  whiche  t  am  of  lone  smiten. 
So  that  thei  might  knowe  and  iriteOi 
Howe  hindryng  is  a  wofoll  peine 
To  hym,  that  lone  wold  atteine. 
Thus  euer  on  hem  1  waite  and  bopOf 
Till  I  maie  sene  hem  lepe  a  lopCf 
And  halten  on  the  same  sore, 
Whiche  1  do  nowe.  for  eaermore 
I  wolde  than  do  my  might. 
So  for  to  stonden  in  her  lighte^ 
That  thei  ne  shulden  haue  awey 
To  tbaty  thei  wolden  put  awey. 
1  wolde  hem  pot  out  of  the  stede 
Fro  loue,  right  as  thei  me  dede* 
With  that  thei  speke  of  me  by  moiifhei 
So  wolde  I  do,  if  that  I  couth 
Of  hem^  and  thus  so  god  me  saue 
Is  all  the  hatei  that  I  haue 
Towarde  the  ianglers  euery  dele^ 
I  wolde  all  other  ferde  wele. 
Thus  haue  I  father,  said  my  wille  i 
Say  forth  nowe,  for  I  am  stille. 

My  Sonne  of  that  thou  bast  me  Udde^ 
I  holde  me  nought  folly  paide. 
That  thou  wolte  haten  any  man. 
To  that  accorden  I  ne  can. 
Though  he  haue  hyndred  the  tofoi€« 
But  this  I  telle  the  therforei 
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Thoa  might  tpon  my  b^nisoiiy 
"Well  haten  the  coodicioD 
Of  the  ianglers,  as  thou  me  toldest. 
But  furthermore,  of  that  thou  woldest 
Hem  hyndre  in  any  other  wise : 
Suche  hate  is  euer  to  despise. 

For  thy  my  Sonne  I  wolde  the  rede^ 
That  thou  drawe  in  by  frendely  hede. 
That  thou  ne  might  not  do  by  bate. 
So  might  thou  gete  loue  algate. 
And  sette  the  my  sonoe  in  rest. 
For  thou  shalte  finde  it  for  the  best. 
And  ouer  this  so  as  1  dare, 
I  rede,  that  thou  be  right  wel  ware 
Of  other  mens  hate  about. 
Which  euery  wise  man  shulde  dout. 
For  hate  is  euer  vpon  away  te : 

And  as  the  fisher  on  bis  bayte 
Steeth,  whan  he  seeth  the  fisshes  fast : 

So  whan  he  seeth  tyme  at  last. 
That  he  maie  worche  an  other  wo^ 
Shall  no  man  toume  him  tber  fro^ 
That  hate  nylt  his  felunie 
Fulfill,  and  feigne  companie. 

Yet  netheles  for  fiilse  semblant 
Is  towarde  hym  of  couenant 
Witholde,  so  that  vnder  bdthe 
That  pieuy  wrath  can  hym  clothe. 
That  he  shall  seme  a  great  beleue. 
But  ware  the  well,  that  thou  ne  leue 
All  that  thou  seest  afore  thyn  eie, 
So  as  the  Grpgoys  whilom  sie. 
The  boke  of  Troie  who  so  rede. 
There  maie  he  finde  ensample  in  dede. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  esemplum  contra  illos,  qui 
cum  ire  sue  odium  aperte  vindicarenonpossint,' 
ficta  dissiraulatione  vindictam  subdole  assequen- 
tur.  £t  narrat,  quod  cum  Palamedes  princeps, 
Grecorum  in  obsidione  Troie,  a  qoibusdam  suis 
emulis  proditorie  interfectus  fuisset,  paterque 
suus  rex  Nauplus  in  patria  sua  tunc  evistens, 
httiusmodi  eueutus  certitudinem  sciuisset:  gre- 
cos  in  sui  cordis  odium  super  omnia  recollegit, 
vnde  contigit,  quod  cum  greci  deuicta  Troia  per 
altum  mare  versus  Greciam  nauigio  remeantes 
obscurissimo  noctis  tempore  nimia  Tentoruro 
tempestate  iactabantur,rez  Nauplus  in  terra  sua 

.  contra  litus  maris,  vbi  maiora  saxoriim  emine- 
bant  pericula  super  cacumina  montiuro,  gran- 
dissimos  noctanter  fecit  ignes,  quos  greci  aspi- 
cientes  saluum  portum  ibidem  innenire  certissi- 
me  putabant,  Et  terram  approxiniantes  diruptis 
nauibus  magna  pare  grecorum  periclitubatur. 

SoNMB  after  the  destruction. 
Whan  Troie  was  all  beate  downo, 
And  slain  was  Priamus  the  kyng, 
The  gregoys,  wbiche  of  all  this  thytig 
Ben  cause,  tornen  home  agcyne. 
There  mate  no  man  his  hap  withseyne. 
It  hath  ben  sene,  and  felte  full  ofte 
The  harde  lymc  after  the  softe. 

By  sea  os  thei  forth  homewarde  went, 
A  rage  of  great  tempest  h^m  hent. 

Juno  let  bende  hir  partie  bowe, 
The  skie  ware  derke,  the  wind  gnn  blow. 
The  firie  w«lk«*n  began  to  thunder. 
As  though  the  world  shuld  al  a  sonder. 

From  heuen  out  of  the  water  gates 
The  reynJe  storme  felle  downe  algates, 
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And  all  hir  tacle  made  vnweMe, 
lliat  no  man  might  him  selfe  bewel^e» 

There  maie  men  here  shipmen  crie. 
That  stoode  in  auoter  for  to  die. 

He  that  behynde  sat  to  stere 
Maie  not  the  for  sterne  here. 
The  shyp  arose  againe  the  wawes, 
The  lodesman  hath  lost  his  lawes^ 
The  sea  on  beate  on  euery  side, 
Thei  nisten  what  fortune  abide. 
Bat  set  hem  well  in  gods  will. 
Where  he  hem  wolde  saue  or  spill. 

And  it  fell  tbilke  time  thus. 
There  was  a  kynge,  whiche  Nauplus 
Was  bote :  and  he  a  sonne  had 
At  Troie,  whiche  the  gregoys  ladde. 
As  he  that  was  made  prince  of  all; 
Till  that  Fortune  let  hym  fall, 
His  name  was  Palamidea 
But  through  an  hate  netheles 
Of  some  of  hem,  his  death  was  caste. 
And  he  by  treason  ouercaste. 
His  father,  whan  he  herde  it  telle. 
He  swore,  if  euer  his  time  felle. 
He  wolde  hihi  venge  if  that  he  might,   . 
And  tberto  hisauowebe  bight. 
And  thus  this  kynge  through  priue  hate. 
Abode  vpon  a  waite  algate. 
For  he  was  not  of  suche  emprise. 
To  auengen  hym  in  open  wise. 

The  fame,  whiche  goth  wide  where 
Maketh  knowe,  bow  that  the  grekes  were 
Homwarde  with  all  the  fclawship 
Fro  Troie  vpon  the  sea  by  ship. 

Nauplus  whan  he  tliis  vnderstode. 
And  knewe  the  tides  of  the  fiode. 
And  sawe  the  wynde  blowe  to  the  londe : 
A  great  deceite  anone  he  fbnde 
Of  priuie  hate,  as  thou  shalt  here, 
Wherof  I  tell  all  this  matere. 

This  kynge  the  wether  gan  beholde. 
And  wist  well,  thei  moten  holde 
Her  cours  endlonge  the  marche  right. 
And  made  vpon  the  derkie  night. 
Of  great  shydcs  and  of  blockes. 
Great  fire  agein  the  great  rockes. 
To  shewe  vpon  the  hilles  high : 
So  that  the  fleteof  grace  it  sigh. 
And  so  fell  right  as  bethought. 
This  flete,  whiche  an  hauen  sought. 
The  bright  fyres  sawe  a  fierre. 
And  thei  ben  drawen  ner  and  ner. 
And  wende  well,  and  vnderstoode, 
Howe  all  that  f>Te  was  made  for  good. 
To  shewe  where  men  shulde  ariue. 
And  thitherwarde  thei  hasten  bliue. 
In  semblant  (as  men  sayne)  is  gile. 
And  that  was  proued  thilke  while. 
The  ship,  whiche  wende  his  helpe  accroche, 
Drofe  all  to  peces  on  the  roche: 
And  so  th«'re  deden  tenne  or  twelue, 
There  might  no  man  helpe  hym  selue. 
For  there  thei  wenden  death  escape, 
Withouten  helpe  her  death  was  shape. 

Thus  ihei  that  comen  firste  tofore. 
Upon  the  mckes  ben  forlore. 
But  tbrou£^h  noise,  and  their  eric. 
The  other  were  ware  therby. 
And  whan  the  daie  began  to  rowe, 
Tho  mighten  thei  the  sooth  knowe. 


COKFESSIO  AMAMnS.    DOOKIH. 


81 


That  where  tbei  ireiide  fimdes  fynde, 
Tbei  fonde  frendahip  all  bebynde. 

The  Jonde  than  was  toone  weiued* 
Where  that  thei  hadden  be  decetiied^ 
And  toke  hem  to  the  high  see, 
Therto  they  saiden  all  ye. 
Pro  that  daie  fbrthe,  and  where  thei  were. 
Of  that  thei  hane  assaied  there. 

CONFESSOR. 

My  «oaoe  wherof  thou  might  aaise, 
Howe  fmode  stant  in  many  wise 
Amoage  hem,  that  gile  tbyuke. 
There  is  no  scriuener  with  his  inke 
Whicbe  halfe  the  fraade  write  can. 
That  stant  in  suche  a  maner  man. 

For  thy  the  wise  men  ne  demen 
The  thynges  after  that  thei  semen. 
Bot  after  that  thei  knowe  and  fynde. 

The  iDirroar  sheweth  in  bis  kynde, 
▲s  he  bad  all  the  worlde  within. 
And  is  in  sooth  nothyng  tberin. 
And  so  fisreth  hate  for  a  throwe, 
TU!  he  a  man  hath  onerthrowe. 
Shall  no  man  knowe  by  his  chere, 
Whicbe  is  auant,  and  whiche  arere* 
For  thy  my  soone  tbinke  on  this. 

My  lather  so  I  wpll  iwys. 
And  if  there  more  of  wrath  bee, 
Nowe  aske  fbrthe  por  charitee. 
As  ye  by  your  bukes  knowe. 
And  I  the  soothe  shall  beknowe. 

tu  eohibere  mannm  nequit,  et  sic  spem  eius 
Naribos  hie  popnlo  sepe  timendus  erit. 

Sq>ius  in  lactam  Venus  et  sua  gaadia  transfert, 
Cumqae  suis  thalamis  talis  amicus  adest. 

Est  amor  amplexu  non  ictibus  alliciendus, 
Frangit  amicitias  impetaosa  manus. 

Hie  tiactat  Confessor  super  quarta  et  quinta  spe- 
cie ire,  que  impetuositas  et  homicidium  dicun- 
tar:  sed  primo  de  impetoositate  specialiter  trac- 
tare  intendit,  cuius  natum  spem  in  naribos  ges- 
taado  ad  omnes  ire  motiones  in  Tindicta  para- 
ta,  padentiam  nollatenas  obseruat, 

Mt  soone  tboo  shalte  Tndentondey 
That  yet  towarde  wrath  stonde 
Of  deadly  Tiees  other  two : 
And  for  to  tell  her  names  so. 
It  is  Cootecke  and  Homicide, 
That  be  to  getber  on  eoery  syde.- 

Contecke,  as  the  bofces  saine, 
Foolchast  hath  to  his  chamberlaioe, 
By  whose  oonnsayle  all  vnsuluised 
Is  Patience  moste  despised, 
Tyll  Homicide  with  hem  mete. 
For  mercy  thei  ben  allvomete. 
And  thus  ben  tbei  the  worst  of  all 
Of  hem,  whiche  mto  wrath  Ihll, 
In  dede  both,  and. eke  in  thought. 
For  tbei  accompten  their  wrath  nought, 
Bot  if  there  be  shedynge  of  blood. 
And  thus  liche  to  a  beast  woode 
Tbei  knowen  not  the  god  of  life. 
Be  so  thei  h^oe  or  swerde  or  knife. 
Her  deadly  wrath  for  to  wreke, 
Of  pitee  list  hem  not  to  speke, 
Kooe  other  reason  thei  ne  fonge. 
But  that  thei  ben  of  might  stconge. 
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But  ware  him  irell  in  other  placet 
Where  euery  man  behoueth  grace. 
But  there  I  trowe  it  shall  him  iaile. 
To  whom  no  mercie  might  auaile. 
But  wroughten  vpon  tyrannic. 
That  no  pitee  ne  might  hem  plie. 

Now  tell  me  sonne.    My  father  what? 
If  thou  hast  be  culpable  of  that  ? 

My  fkther  nay,  Christe  me  forbede, 
I  speake  onliche  of  the  dede. 
Of  whiche  1  was  neuer  culpable. 
Without  cause  reasonable. 

But  this  is  not  to  my  matere 
Of  sbrifte,  why  we  sitteo  here. 
For  we  be  set  to  sbriue  of  loue, 
As  we  begonue  firste  aboue. 
And  netheles  I  am  beknowe. 
That  as  toochende  of  Ipues  throwe^ 
Whan  I  my  wittes  ouerwendc, 
Myn  hertes  cootecke  hath  none  ende. 
But  euer  stant  vpon  debate. 
To  great  disease  of  mjm  estate, 
As  for  the  tyihe  that  it  lasteth. 
Por  whan  my  fortune  ouercasteth 
Hir  wbele,  and  is  to  me  so  strange^ 
And  that  I  see  she  woU  not  change : 
Than  cast  I  all  the  worlde  about. 
And  tbinke  howe  I  at  home  in  dout 
Haue  all  my  tyme  in  veine  spended. 
And  see  not  howe  to  be  amended. 
But  mther  for  to  be  empeired» 
As  he  that  is  well  night  despelred: 
For  I  ne  male  nothynge  deserue. 
And  euer  I  loue,  and  euer  I  seroe. 
And  euer  I  am  a  liche  nere. 
Thus,  for  I  stonde  in  suche  a  were, 
I  am,  as  who  satth,  out  of  herre. 
And  thus  vpon  my  selfe  a  werre 
I  brynge,  and  put  out  all  pees. 
That  1  full  ofte  in  suche  a  reee 
Am  wery  of  myue  owne  life. 
So  that  of  contecke,  and  of  strife, 
I  am  beknowe,  and  haue  answerde, 
As  ye  my  father  nowe  haue  herde. 
Myn  herte  is  wonderly  begone  ' 
With  counsaile,  wherof  witte  is  one, 
Whiche  hath  reason  in  eompanie, 
Againe  the  whiche  stant  partie 
Wille/ whicbe  hath  Hope  of  bis  aocorde. 
And  thus  tbei  bringeu  vp  discorde. 
Witte  and  Reason  counsailen  ofte^ 
That  I  myn  herte  shulde  softe  2 
And  that  I  sbnide  wille  remue, ' 
And  put  him  out  of  retenue-: 
Or  els  holde  bjrm  vnder  foote. 
For  as  thei  seine,  if  that  he  mote 
His  owne  rule  haue  vpon  honde. 
There  shall  no  witte  ben  vnderstonde 
Of  hope,  also  to  tellen  this 
That  ouer  all  where  that  he  is. 
He  sette  the  herte  in  ieopardie^ 
With  wissbyng  and  with  fantasie, 
▲nd  is  not  trewf  of  that  he  seith : 
So  that  in  hym  there  is  no  feitb. 

Thus  with  Reason  and  witte  auised 
b  will  and  hope  all  daie  despised. 
Reason  saith,  that  I  shulde  leue 
To  loue,  where  there  is  no  leue 
To  spede :  and  will  saith  there  ageine» 
That  suche  an  herte  is  to  vileine, 

a 


82 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


Wbicbe  dare  not  loue»  till  that  he  tpedey 
Let  Hope  serue  at  sucbe  a  nede. 

He  seith  eke,  where  an  herte  sitte 
All  bolle  gouerned  rpon  witte, 
Keibath  this  liues  luste  foriore. 

And  thus  myn  herte  It  all  to  tore 
Of  Kucbe  a  contccke,  as  thei  make. 
But  yet  I  maie  not  will  forsake. 
That  he  nis  matster  of  my  thought. 
Or  that  I  spede,  or  spede  nought. 

Thou  dost  my  son  a^ynst  the  right. 
But  loue  is  of  so  great  a  might. 
His  lavire  maie  no  man  refuse : 
So  might  thou  the^ better  excuse. 

And  netheles  thou  shalt  be  lerned. 
That  will  shulde  be  gouerned 
Of  reason  more  than  of  kinde, 
Wherof  a  tale  write  I  finde*. 

Hie  pontt  Confessor  exemplum,  quod  omnis  impe- 
tuosa  voluntas  sit  discretionis  moderamine  gu- 
benianda.  £t  narrat  qualiter  Diogenes,  qui 
motus  animi  sui  rationi  subingauerat,  regem 
Alexandrum  sub  isto  fiicto  sibi  opponente  pie- 
nius  inlbrmauit. 

A  PHILOSOPHER  of  whiche  men  tolde 

There  was  whylom  by  dales  olde, 

And  Diogenes  than  he  hight : 

So  olde  he  was,  that  he  ne  mighte 

The  worlde  trauaile,  and  for  the  best 
.  He  shope  hym  for  to  take  bis  rest. 

And  dwelle  at  home  in  suche  a  wise. 

That  nigh  his  bouse  he  lette  deuite 

Ende  longe  ypon  an  axell  tree 

To  sette  a  tonne  in  suche  degree. 

That  he  it  might  tourne  about, 

Wberof  one  head  was  taken  out. 

For  he  therin  sitte  shulde, 

And  tourne  hym  selfe  as  be  wolde, 

And  take  the  ayre,  and  see  the  henen. 

And  deme  of  the  pianettes  seuen. 

As  he,  whiche  couthe  mochell  what. 
And  thus  full  ofte  there  he  sat 

To  muse  in  his  pbilosophie    . 

Sole  without  companie. 

So  that  rpon  a  tnon>w  tide 

A  thyng,  whiche  shulde  tbo  betide. 

Whan  he  was  sette,  there  as  hym  list. 

To  loke  ypon  the  sonne  arist, 

Wherof  the  propertee  he  sighe. 

It  felle,  there  cam  ridyng  nigh 

Kynge  Alisander,  with  a  rout : 

And  ms  he  cast  his  eie  about. 

He  sight  this  tonne :  and  whot  it  ment 

He  wolde  witte,  and  thither  sent 

A  knight,  by  whom  he  might  it  know. 

And  he  hym  selfe  that  ilke  throwe 

Abode,  and  houeth  there  stille. 
This  knight,  after  the  kyuges  wille 
'  With  spore  made  his  horse  to  gone, 

And  to  the  tonne  he  cam  anone. 

Where  that  he  fonde  a  man  of  age. 

And  he  h]rm  tolde  the  message; 

Suche  as  the  kynge  hym  had  bede : 

And  askcth  why  in  thilke  stede 

The  tonne  stodc :  and  what  he  was* 

And  he,  whiche  Tuderstode  the  cas. 

Sat  still,  and  spake  no  worde  agetn. 

The  knight  bad  speke :  and  saitb,  Villein 


Thou  shalt  me  telle,  er  that  I  go. 
It  is  thy  kynge,  whiche  asketh  so. 

My  kyng,  quod  he,  that  were  Tnrigfat, 
What  is  he  than,  saith  the  knight  i 
Is  he  thy  man }  that  saie  I  nought 
Suod  he,  but  this  1  am  bethought. 
My  qians  man  howe  that  he  is. 

Thou  liest  fisis  chorle  iwis  • 

The  knight  him  said,  and  was  right  wroth. 
And  to  the  kynge  ayene  he  goth. 
And  tulde  hym,  how  this- man  answerde. 

The  kynge  whan  he  this  tale  herde. 
Bad  that  thei  shnlde  all  abide. 
For  he  hym  selfe  wold  thider  ride. 

And  whan  he  came  tofore  the  Tonne, 
He  hath  his  tale  thus  begoune : 

Al  heil,  he  seith,  what  man  art  thou 
Suod  he  >  Sucbe  one,  as  thou  seest  nowe. 

The  kynge,  whiche  had  wordes  wise. 
His  age  wolde  nought  despise. 
But  saith :  My  father  1  tlie  praie. 
That  thou  me  wolt  the  cause  saie. 
How  that  I  am  thy  mans  man. 

Sire  kynge,  quod  he,  that  I  can, 
Yf  thou  wilt.    Yes,  seith  the  kyng. 

Suod  he,  this  is  the  sooth  thyng. 
Sith  I  first  reason  vnderstode. 
And  knew  what  thing  was  yll  and  goode 
The  wil,  whiche  of  my  body  mouetb, 
Whos  werkes  that  the  god  reproueth^ 
I  haue  restreigned  euer  more 
Of  hym,  that  stant  vnder  the  lore 
Of  Reason,  whos  subiect  he  is. 
So  that  he  maie  not  done  amis. 
And  thus  by  weie  of  couenant 
Wil  is  my  man,  and  my  seruant. 
And  euer  hath  bee,  and  euer  shalK 
And  thi  wil  is  thy  principal. 
And  hath  the  lordship  of  thy  wit 
So  that  thou  couthest  neuer  yet 
Take  a  daie  rest  of  thy  laboure. 

But  for  to  be  a  Conquerour 
Of  worldes  good,  which  maie  not  last. 
Thou  highest  euer  a  licbe  fast. 
Where  thou  no  reason  hast  to  winue^ 
Thus  thy  will  is  cause  of  sinne. 
And  is  thy  lorde,  to  whom  thou  seiuest, 
Wherof  thon  litel  thonke  deseniest. 

The  kyng,  of  that  he  thos  answerde. 
Was  nothjrng  wroth :  bat  when  he  herde 
The  higbe  wisedome,  whiche  he  saide. 
With  goodly  wordes  thus  he  praide. 
That  he  him  wokl  tell  his  name. 

1  am,  quod  be,  that  ilke  same, 
Whiche  men  Diogenes  call. 

Tbo  waft  the  kyng  right  glad  with  all. 
For  he  had  herd  oft  to  fore. 
What  man  he  was,  so  that  theifsre 
He  saide :  O  wise  Diogene, 
Nowe  shall  tliy  great  witte  be  sene. 
For  thou  shalt  of  my  yefte  haue. 
What  worldes  tbsmg  thou  volte  crane. 
Suod  he,  than  houe  out  of  my  sonne. 
And  lete  it  shyne  in  to  my  Tonne. 
For  thou  bynemest  me  thilke  yifte. 
Which  lieth  not  in  thy  might  to  shifte. 
None  other  good  of  the  me  nedeth. 

The  kyng,  whom  euery  countrei  dredetb, 
Lo  thus  be  was  enfbrmed  there* 
Wherof  my  sonne  thoa  might  fore. 
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How  that  tby  wil  ihal  noagfat  be  leoed. 
Where  it  is  noagfat  of  wit  releued. 
And  thoQ  hast  said  thy  selfe  er  this. 
How  that  thy  wil  thi  maister  is. 
Through  which  tbyn  hertes  thought  within 
Is  eiier  of  conteke  to  beginne :  * 
So  that  it  is  greatly  to  drede. 
That  it  no  homicide  brede. 

For  lone  is  of  a  wondre  kindci 
And  hath  his  wittes  ofte  biynde. 
That  th^  fro  mtLD%  reasou  fell. 
Bat  whan  that  it  is  so  befall. 
That  will  shall  the  courage  lede 
In  loaes  cause,  it  is  to  drede : 
Wherof  I  finde  ensample  writte, 
Whiche  is  behouefnll  that  thou  witta. 

Hie  ia  amons  causa  pooit  Confessor  exemplum 
contra  illos,  qui  in  sua  damna  nimis  accele- 
rantes  ex  impetuositate  se  ipsos  multotiens  of- 
fendonU  £t  narrat  qualiter  Piramus,  cum  ipse 
Tisbe  amicaoi  snam  in  loco  inter  eosdem  depu- 
tato,  tempore  aduentussui  promptam  non  inuenit, 
animo  impetuoso  se  ipsum  prsB  dolore  extracto 
giadio  mortaliter  transfodit,  qus  postea  infra 
breue  Tcniens,  cum  ipsum  sic  mortuum  inuenis- 
set,  etiam  et  ilia  in  sue  ipsios  mortem  impetu- 
ose  festjnans,  eiusdem  gladii  cuspide  sui  cordis 
intima  per  medium  penetrauit. 

I  KKDB  a  tale,  and  telleth  this. 
The  citee,  whiche  Semiramis 
Encloaed  hath  with  walle  about. 
Of  worthy  folke  with  many  a  rout 
Was  inhabited  here  and  there: 
Amonge  the  whiche  two  there  were 
Abooeo  all  other  noble  and  great, 
Dwdlend  tho  within  a  strete 
So  nighe  together,  as  it  was  sdlie. 
There  was  nothyng  hem  betwene. 
Bat  wowe  to  wewe,  and  walle  to  walle. 
This  o  lord  hath  in  specialle 
A  Sonne,  a  lustie  bachilere. 
In  all  the  towne  was  none  his  pere. 
That  other  bad  a  doughter  eke. 
In  al  the  lande  for  to  seke. 

Men  wisten  none  so  feyre  as  shee, 

And  fell  so,  as  it  shulde  bee. 

This  fiure  doughter  me  this  sonne, 

A3  thei  tb  geder  than  wonne, 

Cupide  hath  so  thynges  shape. 

That  thei  ne  might  his  handes  escape. 

That  be  bis  fire  on  hem  ne  caste : 

Wherof  her  haites  he  ouercaste : 

To  Iblowe  tbilke  lore  and  sewe, 

Whiche  neoer  man  yet  might  eschewe^ 

And  that  was  lone,  as  it  is  happed, 

Whiche  hath  her  hertes  so  betrapped. 

That  thei  by  all  weies  seche, 

How  that  thei  might  winne  a  speche. 

Her  woliiU  peine  for  to  lisse. 
Who  loueth  well,  it  maie  not  misse. 

And  namely  whan  there  ben  two 

Of  one  acoorde,  bowe  so  it  go. 

But  if  that  thei  some  weie  finde. 

Forlooe  is  euer  of  sucbe  a  kinde. 

And  hath  his  folke  so  well  affiiited. 

That  howe  so  that  it  be  awaited. 

There  maie  do  man  the  purpos  let. 

And  thus  betwene  hem  two  thei  let 

An  hole  vpon  a  wall  to  make. 

Through  which  thei  hauc  her  connseil  take 


At  all  times,  whan  thei  might. 

This  faire  Maide  Tisbe  bight. 
And  he,  whome  she  loued  bote. 
Was  Pi  ramus  by  name  bote 
So  longe  hir  lesson  thei  recorden, 
Tyll  at  the  laste  thei  acorden. 
By  nightes  time  for  to  wende 
Alone  out  fro  the  townes  ende. 
Where  was  a  well  Tnder  a  tree : 
And  who  cam  first  or  she  or  bee. 
He  shulde  still  there  abide. 
So  it  befell  the  nightes  tide. 
This  maide,  whicbt  desguised  was, 
All  priuely  the  softe  paas 
Goth  through  the  large  towne  ynknOWe, 
Till  that  she  cam  within  a  throwe. 
Where  that  she  liked  for  to  dwell. 
At  thylke  vnhappy  fresshe  well, 
Whiche  was  also  the  foreste  nighe. 
Where  she  comend  a  lion  slghe 
In  to  the  felde  to  take.his  praie 
In  haste :  and  she  tho  flodde  awaie 
(So  as  fortune  shuld  fall) 
For  feare,  and  lete  hir  wimpill  fell 
Nighe  to  the  well  vpon  therbage. 

This  wylde  lyon  in  his  mge 
A  beste,  whiche  he  founde  Uiere  out. 
Hath  slaine,  and  with  his  blowdy  snoute 
(Whan  he  hath  eaten,  what  he  wolde) 
To  drinke  of  tbilke  stremes  colde. 
Come  vnto  the  well,  where  he  fonde 
T  he  wympill,  whiche  out  of  hir  honde 
Was  falle,  and  he  it  hath  to  drawe. 
Be  bledde  aboute,  and  all  forgnawe : 
And  than  he  straught  him  for  to  drinke. 
Upon  the  fresshe  welles  brinke. 
And  after  that  out  of  the  playue 
He  torneth  to  the  wode  againe. 

And  Tisbe  durst  not  remewe. 
But  as  a  byrde,  whiche  were  in  mewe^ 
Within  a  bussbe  she  kepte  hir  close. 
So  still,  that  she  not  arose, 
Uoto  hir  seife  and  plaiueth  ale. 

And  fell,  while  that  she  there  laie. 
This  Piramos  cam  after  soone 
Unto  the  well,  and  by  the  moone 
He  fonde  hir  wympill  blodie  there. 

Cam  neuer  yet  to  mans  eare 
Tidyng,  ne  to  mans  sight 
Meruaile,  whiche  so  sore  a  flight 
A  mans  herte,  as  it  tho  dede 
To  hym,  whiche  in  the  same  stede. 
With  many  a  wofoU  complainyng, 
Bygan  his  hondes  for  to  wrynge. 
As  he,  whiche  demeth  sikerly. 
That  she  be  dede:  and  sodeinly 
His  swerde  all  naked  out  be  braide 
In  his  fooll  hast,  and  thus  he  saide : 

I  am  cause  of  this  felonie, 
So  it  is  reason,  that  I  die. 

And  she  is  deade  ttecause  of  mee. 
And  with  that  sworde  vpon  his  knee 
He  felle,  and  to  the  goddes  all 
Unto  the  heuen  he  gan  to  call. 
And  praid,  sen  it  is  so. 
That  he  maie  not  his  loue  as  tho 
Haue  in  this  worlde,  that  of  her  grace 
He  might  hir  haue  in  other  place. 
For  here  wolde  he  not  abide 
H  e  with :  but  as  it  shall  betide: 
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The  pomell  of  bis  swerde  to  grounde 
He  set,  and  through  hiBherte  a  wounde 
He  made  vp  to  the  bare  hike. 
And  in  this  wise  hym  selfe  spilte, 
With  his  foolhaste,  and  deth  be  oam* 
For  she  within  a  while  cam 
Where  he  laie  dede  vpon  knife. 
So  wofull  yet  was  niuer  life^ 
As  Tysbe  was,  whan  she  him  sigh, 
She  might  not  one  worde  on  hlgb 
Speke,  for  hir  hei'te  shettc, 
That  of  hir  life  no  price  she  sette. 
But  deade  swonyng  duwne  she  fell, 
Till  aftenvardc  it  so  befell. 
That  she  out  of  hir  trauns  awoke, 
With  many  a  wofull  pitous  loke 
Hir  eie  alweie  amonge  she  caste 
Upon  hir  loue,  And  at  the  laste 
She  caught  breth,  and  saide  thus: 

O  thou,  whiche  art  cleped  Vcou9, 
Goddesse  of  loue :  and  thou  Cupidc, 
Whiche  loues  cause  haste  for  to  guide, 
I  wote  nowe  well,  that  ye  be  blynde. 
Of  thilke  vnhap,  whiche  I  now  finde, 
Onelybetwene  my  loue  and  me, 
This  Piramus,  whiche  here  I  see 
Bledend,  what  hath  he  deserued  ? 
For  he  thyn  best  hath  kept  and  serued. 
And  was  yonge,  and  I  both  also. 
Alias  why  do  ye  with  vs  so  ? 

Ye  set  our  hertcs  both  a  fyre, 
And  made  vs  suche  thynge  dosyre, 
Whcrof  that  we  no  skill  couthe. 
But  thus  our  fresshe  lustie  youthe 
Without  ioie  is  all  dcspendedr 
Whiche  thynge  maie  neuer  be  amended. 

For  as  for  me  this  woll  I  seie. 
That  me  is  leuer  for  to  dcie. 
Than  line  after  this  sorowiull  daie. 

And  with  this  worde  where  as  he  laie 
Hir  loue  in  armcs  she  embrascth, 
Hir  owne  defh  and  so  purchaseth. 
That  nowe  she  wepte,  and  now  she  ki&te 
Till  at  the  laste,  or  she  it  wiste. 
So  great  a  sorow  is  to  hir  fall, 
Whiche  ouergoth  hir  wittei>  all. 
And  she,  whiche  might  notasterto 
The  swerdes  point  ayenst  hir  h(Ttc 
She  set,  and  fell  downe  therupou : 
Wherof  that  she  was  dede  anune. 
And  thus  both  on  a  swerde  bledend 
Thei  were  founde  dede  ligseud. 

Notve.thuu  my  sonne  hast  herd  (his  tale. 
Beware  that  of  thyn  owne  bale 
7*hou  be  not  catfse  in  thy  fool  haste, 
And  kepe  that  thou  thy  witte  ne  waste 
Upon  thy  thought  in  auenture, 
Wlicrofthy  liuesforfeture 
Maie  falle :  and  if  thou  haue  so  thought 
£r  this,  tell  on,  and  bide  it  nought. 

My  fader  vpon  loues  side 
My  conscience  I  woU  not  hide : 
How  that  for  loue  of  pure  wo 
I  haue  ben  ofte  moued  so, 
Tliat  with  my  wisshes,  if  I  might, 
A  thousand  tymes,  I  you  plight, 
1  had  storuen  in  a  daie : 
And  therof  I  me  shriue  maie. 
Though  louQ  fully  me  ne  slowe^ 
My  will  to  ^eit  was  enowe. 


So  am  [  of  my  wyll  culpable  t 
And  yet  she  is  not  merciable, 
Whiche  maie  me  yeue  life  aiid  hele# 
But  that  hir  list  not  with  me  dele' 
I  wjote  by  whos  counsail  it  is : 
And  hym  woldc  I  longe  time  er  this 
(And  yet  I  wolde  and  euer  shall) 
Sleeu  and  destroie  in  speciall. 
The  golde  of  nyne  kynges  londes 
Ne  shulde  him  saue  fro  myn  hondes. 
In  my  power  if  that  he  were. 
But  yet  hym  stant  of  me  no  fere. 
For  nought  that  euer  1  can  manace. 
He  is  the  hindrer  of  my  gnce. 
Till  he  be  deade  I  maie  not  sped«. 
So  mote  I  nedes  taken  hede 
And  shape  howc,  that  he  were  awey, 
If  I  therto  maie  fynde  a  weie. 

My  sonne  tell  me  nowe  for  thy^ 
Whiche  is  that  mortall  enemy. 
That  thou  manacCst  to  be  dede. 

My  fader  it  is  suche  a  quede, 
l*hat  where  I  come,  he  is  toforc. 
And  doth  so,  that  my  cause  is  lore. 

What  is  his  name  ?  It  is  Daungcr, 
Whiche  is  my  ladiscounseiler. 
For  I  was  neuer  yet  so  sligh 
To  come  in  any  place  nigh, 
Where  as  she  was  by  night  or  daie^ 
That  Daunger  ne  was  redy  aye. 
With  whom  for  speche,  ne  for  mede. 
Yet  might  I  neuer  of  loue  spede. 

For  euer  this  finde  I  sooth. 
All  that  my  lady  saitb  or  dooth 
To  me,  Daunger  shall  make  an  ende : 
And  that  maketh  al  my  world  miswende 
And  euer  I  aske  his  heipe:  but  hee 
Maie  be  wel  cleped  Sans  pitee. 
-  For  ay  the  more  I  to  hym  bowe, 
The  lesse  he  woU  my  tale  allowe. 
He  hath  my  lady  so  englewed. 
She  woll  not,  that  he  be  remcwed. 
For  euer  he  hongeth  on  hir  sell, 
And  is  so  preuie  of  counseil. 
That  euer  whan  I  haue  ought  bede, 
I  fintle  Daunger  in  hir  stede. 
And  myn  answere  of  hym  I  haue. 
But  for  no  mcTCy,  that  1  craue. 
Of  mercy  neuer  a  point  I  had, 
I  find  his  answere  ay  bad, 
Tliat  worse  might  it  neuer  be. 

And  thus  betwene  Daunger  and  me 
Is  euer  werre  til  he  die. 
Rut  might  I  ben  of  suchfe  maistriei 
That  I  Daunger  had  ouercome. 
With  that  were  all  my  ioye  come. 
Thus  wolde  I  wonde  for  no  sinne, 
Ne  yet  for  all  this  worlde  to  Wynne, 
If  that  I  might  finde  a  sleight. 
To  laie  all  my  state  in  weight, 
I  wolde  hym  fro  the  Court  deseuer, 
So  that  he  come  ayenewarde  nener. 
Therfore  1  wisshe  and  wolde  faine. 
That  he  were  in  some  wise  slain. 
For  while  he  stant  in  thilke  place» 
Ne  gete  1  not  my  ladis  grace. 

Thus  hate  I  deadely  thilke  vice, 
And  wolde  he  stood  in  none  office 
In  place,  whefe  my  ladie  ii. 
For  if  he  doo,  I  wote  wel  this. 
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That  oatber  he  flhall  die  or  I 

Within  a  white,  and  not  for  thy 

On  my  lady  full  ofic  I  muse, 

Haw  that  ahe  maie  hir  selfe  excuse. 

F-JT  if  that  I  die  in  aucbe  a  plite, 

Me  thiuketh  she  might  not  be  quite. 

That  she  ne  were  ao  boinicirle. 

And  if  it  shulde  so  betide 

(As  god  forbede  it  shulde  bee) 

By  double  wey  it  is  pitee. 

For  I,  whiche  all  my  wil  and  wit 

Naae  yeue,  and  serued  eoer  yit, 

And  than  I  shuld  in  suche  a  wise» 

Id  rewardyng  of  my  seruice 

Be  deade :  Me  thinketh  it  were  routh. 

And  ferthennore  I  telle  trouth. 
She  that  hath  euer  be  wel  named, 
Were  worthy  than  to  be  blamed : 
And  of  reason  to  be  appeled, 
Whan  with  o  word  she  might  haue  heled 
A  man  s  anf)  suiTreth  hym  to  dcye. 
A  who  sawe  euer  suche  a  wey  ? 
A  who  &awe  euer  suche  distresse  ? 
Without  pitce  gentiinesse, 
Without  mercy  woman  hecle. 
That  woll  so  quite  a  man  his  mode, 
Whiche  euer  hath  be  to  loue  trewe. 

My  good  &der  if  ye  rewc 
ITpon  my  tale,  telle  me  uowe, 
And  1  wol  atjrnte  and  herken  you. 
My  Sonne  attempre  thy  courage 
Fro  wrath,  and  let  tbyn  hert  assuage. 
For  who  so  wol  hym  vnderfonge. 
He  maie  his  grace  abide  longe 
£r  he  of  loue  be  receiued. 
And  eke  also  but  if  it  be  weioed. 
There  might  mochel  thyng  befoile. 
That  shulde  make  a  man  to  faile 
Fro  lone :  that  never  afterwarde 
Ne  durst  he  loke  thiderwarde. 

In  harde  weyes  men  gone  softe, 
And  er  tbei  climbe  auise  them  ofte. 
And  men  seen  all  daie,  that  rape  reweth. 

And  who  so  wicked  ale  breweth, 
Full  olte  he  mote  the  werse  drinke. 

Better  it  is  to  flete  than  sinko. 
Better  is  on  the  brideil  chewe. 
Than  if  he  fel,  and  ooerthrewe 
The  bora,  and  stiked  in  the  myre. 

To  cast  water  in  the  fire 
Bettcsr  is,  than  brenne  vp  al  the  bowes. 

iThe  man  whiche  is  malicious, 
And  foolhasty :  full  ofte  he  folleth  : 
And  seldcn  is,  whan  loue  hym  calleth. 
Tor  thy  better  is  snfiier  a  throwe. 
Than  to  be  wilde,  and  ouer  throwe. 

Suilrance  hath  euer  be  tl)c  best 
To  wiien  hym  that  secheth  rest. 

And  thus  if  thou  wilt  loue  spede. 
My  Sonne  sufEer,  as  I  the  rede. 

What  maie  the  mous  ayen  the  cat  ? 
And  for  thilke  cause  I  aske  that. 
Who  maie  to  lone  make  a  werre. 
That  he  ne  hath  hym  selfe  the  werre. 

Lone  askeib  pees,  and  euer  shall : 
And  who  that  fightetb  most  withall. 
Shall  lest  conquere  of  his  emprise. 
For  this  thei  tellen  that  ben  wise, 
Whiche  is  to  striue,  and  haue  the  werse, 
To  baften,  is  nought  worth  a  kerse 


Thyng,  that  a  man  maie  not  achene. 

That  maie  not  wel  be  done  at  eue 
It  mot  abide  till  the  morowe. 
Ne  bast  not  thync  owne  sorowe 
My  Sonne,  and  take  this  in  thy  witte, 
H6  hath  not  lostc  that  wcl  abitte. 

Ensample,  that  it  iallcth  thus, 
Thou  might  well  take  of  Piramns, 
Whan  he  In  haste  his  swerd  out  drongb, 
And  on  the  point  hym  selfe  slough 
For  loue  of  Tisbe,  pitoasly. 
For  he  hir  wymple  fonde  blodie. 
And  wende  a  beste  had  hir  slayne, 
Where  as  hym  ought  be  right  iayne* 

For  she'was  saffe  right  beside. 
But  for  he  woide  not  abide, 

This  meschiefe  felle.     For  thy  beware  ' 

My  Sonne,  as  I  the  warne  dare, 
Do  thou  no  thyng  in  suche  a  rces. 
For  suffrance  is  the  well  of  pees. 
Though  thou  to  lones  courte  pursewe^ 
Yet  sit  it  wel,  that  thou  cschewe, 
That  then  the  courte  not  ouerhast. 
Fur  so  thou  might  thy  tyme  wast. 
But  if  tbyn  happe  tberto  be  shape, 
It  maie  not  belpe  for  to  rape. 
Th*irfore  attemper  thy  courage : 
Foolhast  doth  none  auantage, 
But  ofte  it  set  a  man  behynde 
In  cause  of  loue,  and  1  finde 
By  oUIe  ensamples,  as  thou  sbalt  here 
Touchend  of  loue  in  this  matere. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contra  illos,  qui  in 
amoris  causa  nimia  festinatione  concopiscentes, 
tardius  expediunt,  Et  narrat  qualiter  pro  eo 
quod  Phebus  quandam  virginem  pulcherrimam, 
nomine  paphnem,  nimia  amoris  accelerations 
in^equebatur,  Iratus  Cupido  cor  Phebi  sagitta 
aurea  ignita  ardentius  vulnerauit,  Et  econtra 
cor  Daphne,  quadamsagittaplumbea.quse  frigi-. 
dissima  fuit,  sobrius  perforauit.  Et  sic  quanto 
magia  Phebus  ardentior  in  amore  Daphnem  per- 
secutus  est,  tanto  magis  ipsa  fi*igidior  Phebi 
concupiscentiam  toto  corde  fugitina  dedignaba- 
tur. 

A  MAIDEN  whilom  there  was  one 

Which  Daphnes  hight:  and  such  was  none 

Of  beautee  than,  as  it  was  saide, 

Phebus  his  loue  hath  on  hir  laide 

And  thervpon  to  hir  he  sought 

In  his  foolhast,  and  so  besought, 

I'hat  she  with  hym  no  reste  had. 

For  euer  v|>ou  hir  loue  he  grad. 

Aud  she  saide  ei^ev  rnto  hym  paye. 

So  it  befelle  vpon  a  daie, 

Cupide,  whiche  hath  euery  chance 
Of  loue,  vnder  his  gouernance, 
Sigh  Phebus  hasten  hym  so  sore. 
And  for  he  shulde  hym  haste  the  more, 
And  yet  not  speden,  at  laste 
A  dart  throughout  his  hert  he  caste, 
Whiche  was  of  golde,  and  all  a  fire. 
That  made  hym  many  folde  desire 
Of  loue  more  than  he  dede. 

To  Daphne  eke  in  the  same  stede 
A  dart  of  lead  he  caste  and  smote, 
Whiche  was  all  colde,  and  no  thyng  bote. 

And  thus  Pbebut  in  loue  brennetb. 
And  in  hast  about  renneth 
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To  loke,  if  that  be  might  wynnc. 

Thus  waf  be  euer  to  begynne. 
For  euer  awey  fro  hym  she  Bed, 
So  that  he  neuer  his  loue  sped. 
And  for  to  make  hsrm  full  beleue 
That  no  foolhast  might  acheue, 
To  gete  loue  in  suche  degree: 
This  Daphne  in  to  a  laurel  tree 
Was  tomed,  whiche  is  ener  greene. 
In  token,  as  yet  it  maie  be  seene. 
That  she  shall  dwell  a  maiden  still. 
And  Phebus  fallen  of  his  will. 

By  suche  ensamples  as  thei  stonde 
My  Sonne  thou  royght  ynderstoude 
1*0  hasten  loue  is  thynge  in  veine. 
Whan  that  fortune  is  there  ageine. 
To  take  where  a  man  hath  leue 
Good  is :  ^nd  elles  he  mote  leue. 
7or  whan  a  mans  happes  fiEiylen, 
There  is  no  haste  maie  auailen. 

My  fader  graunte  mercy  of  this. 
But  whyle  1  see  my  lady  is 
No  .tree:  but  holde  hir  owne  forme, 
There  maie  me  no  man  so  enfonne, 
To  whedyr  parte  fortune  wende. 
That  I  vnto  my  lines  ende 
Ne  wolde  hir  seme  euermo. 

CONFESSOR. 

My  Sonne  sith  it  is  so, 
I  saie  no  more,  but  in  this  cas 
Beware,  howe  it  with  Phebus  was. 

Nought  onely  vpon  loues  chance. 
But  vpon  eucry  gouernance, 
Wbiclke  falleth  rpto  mans  dede, 
Foolhast  is  euer  for  to  drede. 
And  that'  a  man  good  counseyll  take. 
Er  he  his  purpose  vudertake. 

For  counseill  put  foolhast  a  wey. 

Now  good  fader  I  you  prey, 
That  for  to  wisse  me  the  more. 
Some  good  ensample  rpon  this  lore 
Ye  wolde  me  tell,  of  that  is  writte, 
That  I  the  better  might  witte, 
How  1  foolhaste  sbulde  eschewe, 
And  the  wisdome  of  counseill  sewe. 

My  Sonne  that  thou  myght  euforme 
Thy  pacience  opon  the  forme 
Of  olde  ensamples,  as  thei  fell, 
Nowe  Tnderstonde,  what  I  shall  tell. 


Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contra  illos  qui 
nimio  furore  accensi  vindictam  Ire  sue  vltra 
quam  decet  consequi  affectant.  Et  narrat  qua- 
liter  Athemas  et  Demepbon  Rcges,  cum  ipsi  a 
hello  Troiano  ad  propria  remcassent,  et  a  snis 
ibidem  pacifice  fecepti  non  foissent,  congregato 
aliunde  pugnatorum  exercitu,  regiones  soas  non 
^olum  incendio  vastare,  sed  et  omnes  in  etsdem 
babitantes  et  minimo  vsque  ad  maiorem  in  per- 
petuam  vindicte  memoriam  gladio  interficere, 
feruore  iracundie  proposuerunt:  Sed  rex  Nestor, 
qui  senex  et  sapiens  fuit,  tractatus  inter  ipsos 
reges  et  eorum  regna  inita  pace  huiusmodi  im- 
petuositatem  mitius  pacificauit. 

Whex  noble  Troie  was  bileyn 
And  ouercome,  and  home  ageine 
The  gregoys  torned  from  the  siege. 
The  kyngeg  fonde  her  owne  liege 
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fn  many  place,  as  men  satde. 
That  hem  forsoke  and  disobeide: 
Amonge  the  whiche  fell  this  case 
To  Demephoq  and  Athemas, 
That  were  kynges  both  two. 
And  bothe  were  serued  so: 
Her  lieges  wolde  not  hem  receiue. 
So  that  thei  mote  atgates  weiue 
To  seche  londe  in  other  place. 
For  there  fonde  thei  no  grace 
Wherof  thei  token  hem  to  rede. 
And  soughten  frendes  at  nede : 
And  eche  of  hem  assureth  other. 
To  helpe  as  to  his  owne  brother. 
To  Tengen  hem  of  thilke  oultrage. 
And  Wynne  ayene  her  heritage; 

And  thus  thei  ride  aboute  faste 
To  getten  hem  helpe :  and  at  Jaste 
Thei  hadden  power  suffisant, 
And  madefi  than  a  couenant. 
That  thei  ne  shuMe  no  life  saue, 
Ne  prieste,  ne  clerke,  ne  lorde,  ne  knaue, 
Ne  wife,  ne  childe  of  that  thei  finde, 
Whiche  beareth  visage  of  mans  kyndew 
So  that  no  life  shall  be  socoored. 
But  with  the  deadely  swerde  deuoured. 
In  suche  foolhaste  her  ordinance. 
Thei  shapen  for  to  do  vengeance. 

Whan  this  purpose  was  wist  and  knowe 
I  Amonge  their  host,  tho  was  there  blowe 
Of  woMes  many  a  specbe  aboute. 

Of  yonge  men  the  lostie  route 
Were  of  this  tale  gladde  enough. 
There  was  no  care  for  the  plough. 
As  thei  that  were  foolhastife. 
They  ben  accorded  to  the  strife. 
And  sein,  it  maie  not  be  to  great 
To  vengen  hem  of  suche  forfiet: 

Thus  saith  the  wilde  vnwise  tonge 
Of  hem,  that  there  weren  yonge. 

But  Nestor,  wbicbe  was  olde  and  hore^ 
The  salue  sawe  tofbre  the  sore, 
As  he  that  was  of  eouuseile  wise: 
So  that  anone  by  his  adoise, 
There  was  a  priuie  counsaile  nom». 
The  lurdes  ben  to  gether  come: 

This  Demepbon  and  anthemas 
Her  purpose  tolden,  as  it  was. 
Thei  setten  all  still  and  heide. 
Was  none  but  Nestor  hem  ahswerde: 
He  bad  hem,  if  thei  wolde  wlnne, 
Thei  shuldcn  see,  er  thei  beginne 
Her  ende :  and  set  her  first  entent. 
That  thei  hem  after  ne  repent, 
And  asketh  hem  this  question 
To  what  finall  conclusion 
Thei  wolden  reigne  kynges  there. 
If  that  no  people  in  londe  were? 

And  seith,  it  were  a  wonder  wierd. 
To  seen  a  kynge  byoomen  an  hieid. 
Where  no  life  is  but  onely  beste 
Under  the  ligeance  of  bis  heste: 
For  who  that  is  of  man  no  kynge. 
The  remenant  is  as  no  thynge. 

He  seith  eke,  if  thei  pourpose  holde 
To  slee  the  people,  as  thei  two  wolde: 
Whan  thei  it  might  not  restore. 
All  Greece  it  shulde  abidge  sore. 
To  se  the  wyhle  beastes  wonne, 
Where  whilom  dwelt  mans  sunne. 
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And  for  that  caxae  be  bad  hem  treate. 
And  stiut  of  tho  manaces  great: 
BKter  is  to  wj^ane  by  (aire  specbe 
He  acitb,  than  noche  Teogeaoce  seche. 

For  whan  a  mao  is  moste  aboue, 
Hym  nedeth  moste  to  gette  hym  Ume, 

Whan  Nestor  hath  this  tale  saide, 
Ayeoe  hym  was  no  worde  vithsaide: 
U  thought  beoi  all  he  saide  wele. 
And  thus  fortune  bir  deadly  wbele 
Fro  arerre  toumeth  in  to  pees ; 
Bot  forth  thei,  wenten  netheles. 

And  arhan  the  countreis  hearde  seyne, 
Howe  that  her  kyoges  be  beseyney 
Of  suche  a  power  as  thei  lad| 
Was  none  so  boldly  that  bear  ne  drad. 
And  for  to  wcbe  peas  and  grith 
Thei  scnde  and  praide  anone  forthwith: 
So  that  the  kynges  ben  appeased, 
And  euery  mans  hert  is  cased : 
All  was  foryete,  and  not  recorded. 
And  thus  thei  ben  to  geder  aconled. 

The  kynges  were  ayene  receiued. 
And  pees  was  tak6,  and  wrath  weiued, 
And  all  throagh  coanseill,  which  was  good 
Of  hjrm  thai  reason  Tnderstoode. 

By  this  en^unple  sonne  attempre 
Thyn  herte,  and  let  no  will  distempre 
Thy  witte :  and  do  nothing  by  might, 
Whicbe  maie  be  do  by  lone  and  right, 

Foolhast  is  cause  of  mochell  wo: 
For  thy  my  sopne  do  not  so. 

And  as  toqcbend  of  Homicide, 
Whiche  toucheth  vnto  loues  side. 
Full  olte  it  falleth  vnauised 
Through  will,  whiche  is  not  well  assised: 
Whan  witte  and  reason  ben  awey. 
And  that  foolhast  is  in  the  wey : 
Wberof  hath  fall  great  vengeance. 
For  thy  take  into  remembrance 
Tn  loue  in  socbe  a  maner  wise. 
That  thou  deserue  no  iuise. 

For  well  I  wote,  thou  might  not  lette. 
That  thou  ne  sbalt  thin  herte  sette 
To  loue,  where  thou  wolt  or  none, 
But  if  thy  witte  be  ouergone. 
So  that  it  tome  vnto  malice. 
There  wote  no  man  of  tbilke  vice. 
What  perill  tha^  there  maie  befall: 
Wheiof  a  tale  amonges  all, 
Whicbe  is  great  pitee  for  to  here, 
I  thinke  for  to  tellen  here, 
That  thou  such  murdre  might  withstonde. 
Whan  thou  the  tale  hast  voderstonde. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  Esempium  contra  illos,  qui 
oh  sue  concupiscentie  desiderium  Homicide  effi- 
ctuntnr.  £t  nanatquali^er  CUtemnestra,  yxor 
Regis  Agamemnonis,  cum  ipse  a  bello  Troiano 
domi  redisset,  consilio  £gisti,  quem  adulters 
peramauit,  sponsnm  suum  in  cubili  dormientem 
sno  noctis  silencio  trucidabat:  cuius  mortem 
filius  eius  Horestes  tunc  iunioris  eUtis  postca 
diis  admottitus  cmdelissimft  seueritate  vindi- 
cauit. 

O?  Troif  at  tbilke  noble  towne. 
Whose  fome  sUmt  yet  of  reuowne, 
And  eaer  shall  to  mans  er^ : 
The  si^  laste  longe  there, 


Er  that  the  Grekes  it  might  wione. 

While  Priam  us,  was  kynge  therin. 

But  of  the  grekes,  that  lien  aboute, 

Agamemnon  ladde  all  the  route. 

Thi«  thynge  is  knowcn  ouer  all : 

But  yet  I  thinke  in  special!. 

To  my  matter  therupon. 

Tell  in  what  wise  Agamemnon 

Through  chance,  that  maie  not  be  weiued. 

Of  loue  vntrewe  was  deceiued. 

An  olde  sawe  is:  who  that  is  sligb« 
In  place  where  he  maie  be  nigh. 
He  maketh  the  ferre  leef,  loth 
Of  loue,  and  thus  full  ofte  it  goth. 

There  while  Agamemnon  batailleth. 
To  winne  Troie,  and  it  assailleth. 
From  home  and'  was  longe  tyme  there, 
Egistos  droiigh  his  queue  nere. 
And  with  the  leiser,. whiche  he  had. 
This  ladie  at  his  wille  he  ladde. 
Clitemnestre  was  hir  right  name. 
She  was  therof  greatly  to  blame. 
To  loue  there  it  maie  not  laste. 
But  fell  to  miscbiefe  at  laste. 

For  whan  this  noble  worthie  knight 
Fro  Troie  came,  the  first  night 
That  he  at  home  a  bedde  laie, 
Egistus  longe  er  it  was  dale. 
As  this  Clitemnestre  hym  had  assent. 
And  weren  both  of  one  assent: 
By  treson  slough  hym  in  his  bed. 

But  mourder,  whiche  maie  not  ben  bed,' 
Spronge  out  to  euery  mans  care, 
Wherof  the  londe  was  foil  of  feare. 

Agamemnon  hath  by  this  queen 
A  Sonne,  and  that  was  after  scene* 
But  yet  as  than  he  was  of  youth 
A  babe,  whiche  no  reason  couth. 
And  as  god  wolde,  it  fell  hym  thus, 
A  worthie  knight  Taltibius, 
This  yonge  childe  bath  in  kepyng: 
And  whan  he  herde  of  tliis  tidynge. 
Of  this  treason,  of  this  misdede, 
He  gan  within  hym  selfe  to  drede. 
In  aunter  if  this  false  Egiste 
Upon  hym  come,  er  be  it  wiste. 
To  take  and  mourther,  of  his  malice. 
This  childe,  whicbe  he  hath  to  norice. 
And  for  that  cause  in  all  haste 
Out  of  the  londe  be  gan  hym  haste. 
And  to  the  kynge  of  Crete  he  straught. 
And  him  this  yonge  lordc  betaught. 
And  praide  him  for  his  fathers  sake. 
That  he  this  childe  wolde  vndertake. 
And  k^pe  hym  till  he  be  of  age. 
So  as  he  was  of  his  lignage: 
And  tolde  hym  ouer  all  the  cas, 
Howe  that  his  father  mouithred  was: 
And  howc  Egistus,  as  men  saide, 
Was  kynge,  to  whom  the  londe  abeide. 

And  whan  Idomeneus  the  kynge 
Hath  vnderstonding  of  this  thynge, 
Whiche  that  this  knight  him  hath  tolde. 
He  made  sorowe  manifolde. 
And  toke  the  childe  vnto  his  warde. 
And  saide,  he  wolde  hym  kepe  and  warde, 
Tyll  that  he  were  of  suche  a  might. 
To  handle  a  swerde,  and  be  a  knight. 
To  vengen  him  at  bis  owne  will. 
And  thus  Horestes  dwelleth  still. 
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Suche  was  the  childes  right  name, 
Wbicbe  after  wrought  mochell  shame 
Id  vengeance  of  his  fathers  deth^ 

The  tyme  of  yeres  ouergeth, 
•  That  he  was  roan  of  brede  and  length, 
Of  wyt,  of  manhode,  and  of  strenth : 
A  fayre  persone  amonges  all, 
And  he  heganne  to  clepe  and  call. 
As  he,  whiche  come  was  to  man. 
Unto  the  kynge  of  Crete  than, 
Freiende  that  he  wolde  hym  make 
A  knight,  and  power  with  hym  take, 
Tor  lenger  wolde  he  not  beleue 
He  saith,  but  praieth  the  kynge  of  leue 
To  gone  and  cleyme  his  heritage. 
And  yenge  hym  ofthilkeoultrage, 
Whiche  was  vnto  his  father  do. 

The  kynge  aqsenteth  well  therto. 
With  great  honor  and  knight  him  maketh, 
And  great  power  to  hym  betaketh,* 
And  gan  his  ioamey  for  to  caste. 
So  that  Horestes  at  laste 
liis  leue  toke,  and  forth  he  goth. 
As  be  that  was  in  his  herte  wroth, 
His  firste  playnt  to  be  mene 

Unto  the  citee  of  Athene 
He  goth  hjrm  forth,  and  was  receiued. 
So  there  was  he  nought  deceiued. 

The  duke,  and  tho  that  weren  wise 
Thei  proferen  hem  to  his  seruice. 
And  he  hem  thonketb  of  their  proffer. 
And  saide  hym  selfe  he  wolde  gone  offer 
Unto  the  goddes  for  his  spede, 
And  all  men  yeue  hym  r«le. 
So  goth  he  vnto  the  temple  forth. 
Of  yeftes,  that  he  mochell  worth 
His  sacrifice,  and  his  offrynge 
He  made:  and  after  his  askynge 
He  was  answerde,  if  that  he  wolde 
His  estate  recouer,  than  he  sholde 
Upon  his  mother  do  Tengeance 
So  cruell,  that  the  remembranee 
Therof  might  euermore  abide. 
As  she  that  was  an  homicide. 
And  of  hir  owne  lorde  mourdrice. 

Horestes,  whiphe  of  tbilke  office 
Was  nothyng  glad,  and  than  he  prai^ 
ynto  the  goddes  there,  and  saide. 
That  thei  the  iudgeroent  deuise, 
Howe  he  shall  take  the  inise. 
And  therupon  he  had  answere 
That  be  hir  pappes  shulde  of  tere 
Out  of  hir  breast,  his  owne  hondes  j 
And  for  ensample  of  all  londes, 
With  hors  he  shulde  be  to  drawe. 
Till  houndes  had  hir  bones  gnawe. 
Without  any  sepulture. 
This  was  a  wofiiU  auenture. 

And  whan  Horestes  hath  all  herde, 
Howe  that  the  goddes  haue  answerde. 
Forth  with  the  strength,  whiche  he  lad, 
The  duke  and  his  power  he  had. 
And  to  a  citee  forth  thei  gone, 
The  whiche  was  cleped  Cropheone: 
Where  as  Phoicus  was  lorde  and  sire, 
Whiche  profereth  hym  withouten  byre 
His  helpe,  and  all  that  he  maie  do. 
As  he  that  was  right  glad  therto. 
To  greue  his  mortall  ennemy, 
4>nd  tolde  him  oertaine  cause  why. 


Howe  that  Egiste  in  manage 
His  doughter  whilom  of  fiiU  ag« 
Forlaie,  and  afterwarde  forsoke. 
Whan  he  Horestes  mother  take. 

Men  saine  olde  syrme  newe  shame: 
Thus  more  and  more  arose  the  blame 
Ajrene  Egiste  on  euery  side. 
Horestes  with  his  host  to  ride 
Began,  and  Phoicns  with  hym  went. 
I  trowe  Egiste  shall  hym  repent. 
Thei  riden  forth  vnto  Mycene, 
There  lay  Clitemnestre  thUke  quene. 
The  whiche  Horestes  mother  is. 
And  whan  she  herde  tell  of  this. 
The  gates  were  iaste  shette, 
And  thei  were  of  her  entre  lette. 
Anone  this  citee  was  without 
Beleine,  and  seged  all  about, 
And  euer  amonge  thei  it  assaile 
Fro  daie  to  night,  and  so  trauaile,    > 
Till  at  last  thei  it  wonne. 
Tho  was  there  sorowe  enough  begonne. 

Horestes  did  his  mother  call 
Anone  tofore  the  lordes  all. 
And  eke  tofore  the  people  also. 
To  hir  and  tolde  his  tale  tho 
And  saide:  O  cruell  beaste  vnkynde, 
Howe  mightest  thou  in  thyn  herte  finde. 
For  any  luste  of  loues  draught. 
That  thou  aocordest  to  the  slaught 
Of  hym,  whiche  was  thine  owne  lorde? 
Thy  treason  stant  of  suche  recorde. 
Thou  might  thy  werkes  not  forsake 
So  mote  I  for  my  father  sake 
Vengeance  vpon  thy  body  do, 
As  1  commaunded  am  tberta 

Unkyndely  for  thou  hast  wrought, 
Unkyndeliche  it  shall  be  bought. 
The  Sonne  shall  the  mother  sTea, 
For  that  whilom  thou  saidest  yea 
To  that  thou  shuldest  nay  bane  sayd. 
And  he  with  that  his  hondes  hath  laid 
Upon  his  motliers  breast  anone. 
And  rent  out  from  the  bare  bone 
Hir  pappes  both,  and  caste  awaie 
Amiddes  in  the  carte  waie. 
And  after  toke  the  deade  oors. 
And  let  it  bedrawe  awey  with  hors 
Unto  tho  hounde,  vnto  the  Raoen, 
She  was  none  other  wise  grauen. 

Egistus  whiche  was  elles  where 
Tydyuges  comen  to  his  eare, 
Howe  that  Mycenes  was  beleine  : 
But  what  was  more,  herd  he  not  seine. 
With  great  menace  and  mochel  boste 
He  drough  power,  and  made  an  hoste. 
And  came  in  rescous  of  the  towne. 

But  all  the  sleight  of  this  treasoae 
Horestes  wist  it  by  a  spie. 
And  of  his  men. a  great  partie 
He  made  ambasshement  abide. 
To  wayte  on  hym  in  suche  a  tide. 
That  he  ne  might  her  honde  escape. 
And  in  this  wise,  as  he  hath  shape. 
The  thyng  befell,  so  that  Kgyst 
Was  take,  er  he  hym  selfe  it  wist: 
And  was  brought  forth  his  hondes  bonde. 
As  whan  men  hiiue  a  traitour  fonde. 
And  tho  that  were  with  hym  take, 
Whiche  of  treason  wese  ouertake, 
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To  gether  in  one  sentence  falle. 
But  lalse  Egyste  aboue  hem  alle 
Was  demed  to  diaen  peine, 
The  went  that  men  coutbe  ordcfne. 
And  so  after  by  the  lave  * 
He  was  vnto  the  g^ibet  dniwe, 
Where  he  aboae  all  other  hongeth. 
As  to  a  trahour  it  belongeth. 

The  fame  with  hhr  twifte  tvynges 
About  fleetb,  and  bare  tidyngeti. 
And  made  it  couth  in  all  londes,  - 
How  that  Horestes,  with  his  hondes 
C!yteoinestre  his  owne  mother  sloagh. 

Some  seyne,  he  did  well  enough, 
And  some  seyne,  be  did  amis. 
Diuers  opinions  there  is. 
That  she  is  deade  thei  speken  all. 
But  plainly  howe  it  is  befall 
1*he  matter  in  so  litteU  throwe, 
In  soothe  there  might  no  man  knowe. 
But  thei  that  weien  at  the  dede. 

And  coromonliche  in  euery  nede 
The  werst  speche  is  rathest  herde. 
And  leued,  till  it  be  answerde. 

The  kynges,  and  the  lordes  great 
Begonne  Horestes  for  to  threat. 
To  putten  hym  ont  of  his  reigne. 
He  is  not  worthy  for  to  reigne. 

The  childe,  whiche  slough  his  moder  so, 
Thei  saide»  and  thenrpon  also 
The  lordes  of  common  assent, 
The  tyme  set  of  parlement. 

And  to  Athenes  kynge  and  lorde 
To  gether  come  of  one  acoorde. 
To  knowe  bowe  that  the  sooth  was: 
So  that  Horestes  in  this  cas 
Thei  senden  afWr»  and  be  come. 

Kynge  Menelay  the  wordes  nome. 
And  asketh  hym  of  this  matere. 
And  he,  that  all  it  might  here, 
Answerde,  and  toMe  bis  tale  at  large : 
And  howe  the  goddes  in  his  charge 
Commaunded  hym  in  sucbe  a  wise 
His  owne  bonde  to  do  iuyse. 

With  this  tale  a  duke  arose, 
Whiche  was  a  woithy  knight  of  lose. 
His  name  was  Menestheus, 
And  saide  vnto  the  lordes  thns; 

The  wieche,  whiche  Horestes  dede, 
It  was  thyng  of  the  goddes  bede. 
And  notbyag  of  his  crueltee. 
And  if  thm  were  of  my  degree 
In  all  this  place  sucbe  a  knight. 
That  woll  seyne,  it  was  no  right, 
I  woll  it  with  my  body  prone. 
And  therrpon  he  cast  his  gloue. 
And  eke  this  noble  dnke  aleyde 
Full  many  an  other  skill,  and  seide, 
She  had  well  deserued  wrecbe. 

First  for  the  cause  of  spouse  breche. 
And  after  wrought  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  all  the  worlde  it  ought  agrise. 
Whan  that  she  for  to  foule  a  vice 
Was  of  hir  owne  lorde  monrdrice^ 
Thei  sitten  all  stille  and  herde, 
Bat  tberto  was  no  man  answerde:. 
It  thought  bem  all,  he  saide  skille. 
There  is  no  man  with  say  it  wiUe* 

Whan  thei  vpon  the  reason  musen^ 
Horestes  #11  tbei  excusea : 


So  that  with  great  solemnitee, 

He  was  vnto  his  dignitee 

Receyued,  and  ooroned  &ynge. 
And  tho  befell  a  wondre  tbynge. 

Egyona,  whan  she  it  wyste, 

Whiche  was  the  doughter  of  Egyste 

And  sister  on  the  mother  side. 

To  this  Horest,  at  thiike  tide, 

Whan  she  herde,  how  hir  brother  sped. 

For  pure  sorowe,  whiche  hir  led. 

That  he  ne  had  ben  exiled. 

She  bath  hir  owne  life  begiled 

Anone,  and  henge  hir  selfe  tho. 

It  hath  and  shall  be  euerrao, 

To  mourtber  who  that  woll  assente. 

He  male  not  faile  to  repent. 
This  false  Egyona  was  one, 

Whiche  to  mourtber  Agamemnon 

Yaue  hir  accorde,  and  hir  asseot,- 

So  that  by  gods  judgement, 

Thongh  none  other  man  it  wolde. 

She  toke  hir  iuvse,  as  she  sholde. 

And  as  she  to  an  other  wrought 

Vengeance  vpon  hir  selfe  she  thought. 

And  bath  of  hir  ynhappy  witte, 

A  mourtber  with  a  mourtber  quit. 

Suche  is  of  mourtber  the  vengeance. 
For  thy  my  sonne  in  remembrance 

Of  this  ensample  take  good  bede. 

For  who  that  thinketh  his  loue  spede 

With  mourtber,  be  shall  with  worldes  shame 

Him  selfe  and  eke  his  lone  shame. 
My  father  of  this  auenture, 

Whiche  ye  haue  tolde,  1  you  assure. 

My  berte  is  sory  for  to  here ; 

But  onely  for  1  wolde  lere 

What  is  to  done,  and  what  to  lene. 

And  ouer  this  by  your  leue. 
That  ye  me  wolde  telle  I  prey. 
If  there  be  leful  any  w^e, 
Withoute  sinne  a  man  mate  slea? 

My  sonne  in  sondry  wise  yea. 
What  man  that  is  of  Traitorie, 
Of  mordre,  or  els  Robberie 
Atteint,  the  Judge  shal  not  let, 
But  he  shal  sleen  of  puredet. 
And  doth  great  sinne  if  that  he  wonde. 
For  who  that  lawe  hath  vpon  bonde. 
And  spareth  for  to  do  iustice 
For  mercy:  doth  not  his  office. 
That  he  his  mercy  so  bewareth ; 
Whan  for  one  sbrewe,  whiche  be  spareth, 
A  tbotisand  good  men  he  greuetb. 
With  suche  mercy  who  that  bileueth* 
To  please  god:  be  is  deceiued, 
Or  els  mote  reason  be  weyued. 

The  lawe  stode  or  we  were  bore, 
Howe  that  a  kynges  swerde  is  bora 
In  signe,  that  he  shall  defende 
His  true  people:  and  make  an  ende 
Of  suche,  as  wolden  hem  deuour. 
Lo  thus  joy  sonne  to  M>uccour 
The  lawe,  and  common  right  to  wynna 
A  man  maie  slee  without  sinne. 
And  do  therof  a  great  aimesse. 
So  for  to  kepe  rightwisenesse. 

And  oner  this  for  his  countree. 
In  tyme  of  wcrre,  a  man  is  free 
Hym  selfe,  his  house,  and  eke  his  londe,  * 
Defende  with  his  owne  bonde. 
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And  sleen,  if  he  maieno  bet. 
After  the  lawe,  whicbe  is  set. 

Nowe  father  than  1  yon  beseche^ 
Of  hem,  that  deailly  wertres  aeche 
In  worldes  cause,  and  sheden  blood, 
]f  sucbe  an  homicide  is  grood  ? 

CONFESSOR. 

My  Sonne  rpon  thy  question* 
The  trouth  of  myn  opinion 
(Als  ferforth  as  my  wit  arecheth 
And  as  the  plaine  la  we  tcacheth) 
1  wolde  the  telle  in  euidence. 
To  rule  with  thy  conscience. 

Suod  creat  ipse  deus;  necat  hoe  homicida  creatam, 
Vltor  et  humano  sanguine  spargit  humum. 

Vt  pecoris  sic  est  hominis  cruor  beu  modo  fnsus, 
Victa  iacet  pietas,  et  fnror  vrget'opus. 

Angelus  in  terra  pax  dixit,  et  vltima  Cbristi 
Verba  sonent  pacem,  quam  modo  guerra  fugat, 

Hie  lequitur  contra  motores  guerre,  quae  non 
solum  homicidii  sed  Toiuersi  maodi  desolationis 
mater  existit. 

The  high  god  of  his  iustice, 
The  ilke  foule  horrible  rice. 
Of  homicide  he  bath  foibede 
By  Moyses,  as  it  was  bede. 

Whan  goddes  sonne  was  also  bore. 
He  sent  his  angell  downe  therfore, 
"Whom  the  shepeherdes  herden  singe 
Pees  to  the  men  of  wetwilljmge 
In  erthe  amonge  ts  here. 

So  for  to  speke  in  this  matere 
After  the  lawe  of  charitee, 
There  shall  deadly  werre  bee. 
And  eke  nature  it  hath  defended. 
And  in  hir  lawe  pecs  commended, 
Whiche  is  the  chiefe  of  mans  welth. 
Of  mans  life,  of  mans  helth. 

But  deadly  wefre  hath  his  couine 
Of  pestilence,  and  of  famine, 
Of  pouertee,  and  of  all  wo: 
Wherof  this  worlde  we  blamen  so, 
Whiche  nowe  the  werre  hath  vnderfoote 
Till  god  him  selfe  therof  do  boote. 
For  all  thyng,  whiche  god  hath  wrought 
In  erthe,  werre  it  bringeth  to  nought. 

The  churche  is  brent,  the  priest  is  slaine 
The  wife,  the  maide  is  eke  forlaine. 
The  lawe  is  lore,  and  god  rnserued : 

I  not  what  mede  he  hath  deserued, 
That  suche  werres  ledeth  inne. 
If  that  he  do  it  for  to  winne: 

Firste  to  accompte  his  great  coste, 

Forth  with  the  folke  that  he  hath  ioste. 

As  to  the  worldes  reckenynge 

There  shall  he  fynde  no  winnynge. 
And  if  he  do  it  to  purebace 

The  beuen,  mede  of  suche  a  grace 

I  can  nought  speke  netheles, 

Christ  hath  commaunded  loue  and  pes. 

And  who  that  worcheth  the  reuers, 

I  trowe  his  mede  is  full  diuers. 

And  sitben  than  that  we  fynde. 

That  werres  in  her  owne  kynde 

Ben  towarde  god  of  no  deserte: 

Andeke  thei  bringcn  in  pouerte 

Of  worldes  good,  it  is  merueile, 

Amonge  the  men  what  it  maie  eyie, 


That  thei  a  pees  ne  connen  set.  ^ 
I  trowe  synne  be  the  let. 
And  euery  mede  of  sinne  is  detb. 
So  wote  I  neuer  bowe  it  geth. 
But  we,  that  be  of  beleue 
Amonge  our  selfe,  this  wolde  I  leoe. 
That  better  it  were  pees  to  chese. 
Than  so  by  double  weie  lese. 

1  not  if  that  it  nowe  so  stond<^ 
But  Uiis  a  man  maie  ▼nderstonde. 
Who  that  these  olde  bokes  redetb. 
That  couetise  is  one,  whiche  ledetb 
And  brought  the  first  werres  inne. 

At  Orece  if  that  I  shall  beginne^ 
There  was  it  proued  bowe  it  stode. 
To  Perse,  whiche  was  full  of  good, 
Thei  maden  werre  in  speciall: 
And  so  thei  didden  ouer  all. 
Where  great  richesse  was  in  londe  t 
So  that  thei  lefte  nothynge  stonde 
Unwerred,  but  onely  Archade. 

Nota  quod  greci  omneifo  terram  fertilem  debella- 
bant,  sed  tantum  Archadiam,  pro  eo  quod  pauper 
ct  sterilis  fuit,  paci6cc  dimiserunt. 

For  there  thei  no  werres  made. 
Because  it  was  bareine  and  poure, 
Wherof  thei  might  nought  recouer : 
And  thus  ponerte  was  forbore. 

He  that  nought  had  nought  hath  lore. 
But  yet  it  is  a  wonder  thynge. 
Whan  that  a  riche  wortbie  kynge 
Or  lorde,  what  so  be  bee, 
WoU  aske  and  claiine  propertee 
In  thynge,  to  whiche  he  hath  no  right. 
But  onely  of  his  great  might. 
For  this  maie  euery  man  well  wite. 
That  both  kynde  and  lawe  write 
Expressely  stonden  there  ageyne. 
But  he  mote  nedes  somewhat  seyne. 
All  though  there  be  no  reason  iune, 
Whiche  secheth  cause  for  to  winne. 
For  witte,  that  is  with  will  oppressed. 
Whan  couetise  him  hath  adressed. 
And  all  reasone  put  awey. 
He  can  wel  fynde  suche  a  wey 
To  werre,  where  as  euer  hym  liketh  : 
Wherof  that  he  the  worde  entriketh. 
That  many  aman  of  bym  compleineth: 
But  yet  alway  sonte  cause  he  fisineth. 
And  of  his  wrongefuU  herte  he  demetb. 
That  all  is  well,  what  euer  him  semetb, 
Be  so  that  he  maie  winne  enough. 
For  as  the  true  man  to  the  plough 
Only  to  the  gaine  enteodeth: 
Right  so  the  werriour  dispendeth 
His  tyme,  and  hath  no  conscience. 

And  in  this  poiut  for  euidence 
Of  hem  that  suche  werres  make, 
Thou  might  a  great  ensample  take. 
How  thei  her  tyrannie  excnsen, 
Of  that  thei  wroogfull  warres  vsen. 
And  bowe  thei  stonde  of  one  accorde 
The  soudiour  forth  with  the  lorde. 
The  poore  man  forth  with  the  riche. 
As  of  courage  thei  ben  liche, 
To  make  werres  aud  to  pylle 
For  lucre :  and  for  none  other  skille: 
Wherof  a  propre  tale  I  rede, 
Ai  it  whilom  befell  in  dede 
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ffic  dedant  per  nemphAD  contra  ittos  principet 
seu  alios  quoscQi](|ue  iUicite  guerre  motoies, 
Et  oarrat  de  qaodam  pirata  in  partibus  marinis 
spoliatore  notMsimo^  qui  cam  captos  fuisset,  et! 
in  iudicium  coram  re^e  Alexandro  productns, 
€t  de  latrodaio  accusatns,  dixit,  O  Alexander 
▼ere  quia  cum  paucis  sociis  spoiiorum  causa 
naues  tantom  explore,  ego  latnincnlus  vocor, 
tu  autem  quia  cum  inlinita  beUatoram  multiUi« 
dine  vniuersam  terram  nibiu^ando  apoliasti, 
Imperator  dioeres,  Itaque  status  tuus  a  statu 
meo  differt,  sed  eodem  animo  condicionem  pa- 
rilem  babemus.  Alexander  vero  eius  audaciam 
in  responsione  eomprobans,  ipsum  penes  se  fa- 
DHliarem  retinuit.  £t  sic  liellicosus  bellatori 
complacoity 

Op  bym  whome  all  this  erthe  drad. 
Whan  he  the  worlde  so  ouerladde 
Through  werre,  as  it  fortuned  iSf 
Kynge  Alisaundar  I  rede  this, 
Howe  in  a  marcbe,  where  be  late. 
It  fell  perchance  vpan  a  daie, 
A  roner  of  the  sea  was  nome, 
Whiche  many  a  man  had  ouercome. 
And  slaine,  and  take  her  good  awaie. 
This  piller,  as  the  bokes  sale, 
A  famous  man  in  sondrie  stede 
Was  of  the  werkes,  whiche  he  dede. 

This  prisoner  afore  the  kyoge 
Was  brought:  and  thempon  this  thynge 

In  audience  he  was  accused. 

And  be  bis  dede  hath  nought  excused. 

And  praide  the  kynge  to  done  him  right. 

And  saide.    Syre  if  I  were  of  might 

I  baue  an  herte  liche  vnto  thvn. 

For  if  thy  power  w«i«  myn  ' 

My  will  is  most  in  speciall 

To  ryfle,  and  gette  ouer  all 

The  large  worldes  good  about. 

Bat  for  I  leade  a  poure  route 

And  am,  as  who  saith,  at  mischiefe. 

The  name  of  pilloor  and  of  thefo 

I  beare:  and  thou  whiche  routes  great 

Might  leade,  and  take  thy  beyete. 

And  doste  right,  as  I  arolde  do, 

Thy  name  is  nothynge  cleped  so. 

Bat  thou  art  named  emperour. 

Our  dedes  ben  of  one  colour, 

And  in  effecte  of  one  deserte: 

Bat  thy  rychesse  and  my  pouerte, 

Thei  be  not  taken  euen  liche 

And  neiheles  he  that  is  riche 

Tblt  daie,  to  morowe  he  maie  be  poorer. 

And  in  contrary  also  reconer 

A  poore  man  tu  great  riches. 
Men  seyn  for  thy  let  rightcwisenes 

Be  peised  euen  in  the  balance. 
The  kynge  his  hardie  countenance 

Behelde:  and  his  wordes  wise, 

And  said  vnto  bym  in  this  wise : 
Thyne  answere  1  haue  vnderstoiide, 

Wherof  my  wyll  is,  that  thou  stondel 

In  my  seruice,  and  still  abide. 
And  forth  with  all  the  same  tide 

He  hath  hym  terme  of  life  witbolde, 

The  more  and  for  he  shulde  ben  holde. 
He  made  him  knight,  and  yafe  bym  londe: 
Whiche  afterwarde  was  of  his  honde 
An  orped  knight  in  many  a  stede, 
A'ld  great  prowes  of  ames  dede, 


As  the  Cronikes  it  reooiden  i 
And  in  this  wise  thei  accorden. 
The  whiche  of  condicion 
Be  sette  vpoh  destroctioB^ 

Suche  Capitaiae  sucbe  ratinne. 
But  for  to  see  what  issue 
The  kynge  befalleth  at  the  laste. 
It  is  great  wonder  that  men  caste 
Her  herte  vpon  sucbe  wronge  to  winne. 
Where  no  beyete  maie  be  inne. 
And  doth  disease  on  euery  side. 
But  when  reason  is  pot  a  side. 
And  wisse  gouemeth  the  courage. 

The  fsucon  whiche  fleeth  ramage, 
And  suffreth  no  thynge  in  the  wale» 
Wherof  that  he  maie  take  his  praiet 
Is  not  more  set  vpon  rauyne^ 
Than  thilke  man,  whiche  his  couyne 
Hath  set  in  suche  a-maner  wise 
For  all  the  worlde  maie  nought  suffise 
To  wil,  whiche  is  not  reasonable. 

Hie  seeundum  gesta  Alexandri  de  guerris  illintW 
ponit  Confessor  exempliim,  dicens:  quod  quam- 
uis  Alexander  sua  potentia  totiits  mundi  vic- 
tor, subiugarat  imperium,  ipse  tandem  mortis 
victoria  subiugatus,  cunctipotentis  sententtafli 
euadere  non  potuit. 

Wrerof  ensample  concordable 

Liche  to  this  pointe,  of  whiche  I  inene» 

Was  vpon  Alisander  sene, 

Whiche  had  set  all  his  entent, 

9o  as  fortune  with  hym  went. 

That  reason  might  hym  not  goueme. 

But  of  his  wille  he  was  so  steme. 

That  all  the  worlde  hebuerran,  ' 

And  what  hym  list  he  tokc  and  wan. 

In  Judee  the  superiour. 
Whan  that  he  was  full  conquerour. 
And  had  his  wilful  I  pourpose  wonne. 
Of  all  this  erth  vnder  the  sonne. 
This  kynge  homwarde  to  Maoedoyne, 
^Hian  that  he  cam  to  Babyloyne, 
And  wend  most  in  his  empire 
(As  he  whiche  was  holle  lorde  aad  sire) 
In  honour  for  to  be  receyued, 
Most  sodenliche  he  was  deceyued, 
And  with  stronge  poison  enoenommed* 
And  as  he  hath  the  worlde  mistipied. 
Not  as  he  shulde  with  his  witte. 
Not  as  he  wolde,  it  was  acquitte, 
Thus  was  he  slayn,  that  whilom  sloogh. 
And  he,  whiche  riche  was  enough 
This  daie,  to  morowe  had  nought. 
And  in  suche  wise  as  he  hath  wrought 
In  disturbance  of  worldes  pees, 
His  werre  he  fonde  than  endeles 
In  whiche  for  euer  discomfite 
He  was.     Lo  nowe  for  what  proufite 
Of  werre  it  helpeth  for  to  ride,  , 

For  couetise  and  worldes  pride 
To  slee  the  worldes  men  aboute 
As  bestes,  whiche  gone  there  oute. 
For  <iuery  life,  whiche  reason  can. 
Ought  wel  to  knowe,  that  a  man 
Ne  shulde  through  no  tyrannio 
Liche  to  this  other  bestes  die. 
Til  kynde  wolde  for  hym  sende, 
I  not  how  be  it  might  amend. 
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Whicfae  Uketh  a  weye  for  enenDore 
The  life,  that  he  maie  not  restore. 

For  thy  my  sonne  in  all  weye 
Be  wel  antfed,  I  the  preie 
Of  blaughter  that  thou  be  enlpable 
Withottte  caase  reasonable. 

My  fader  vnderstonde  it  is 
That  ye  hane  saide :  but  ouer  this 
I  praie  you  telle  me  naye  or  yea. 
To  passe  ouer  the  great  sea 
To  wane  and  sle  the  Sarasin, 
Is  that  the  lawe  ?  Sonne  myn 
To  preche,  and  suffer  for  the  feitb, 
Tbathatie  1  herd,  the  gospel  seith: 
Bat  for  to  slea,  that  here  I  noui^bt. 
Christ  with  his  owne  deth  hath  bought 
All  other  men,  and  made  hem  free. 
In  token  of  perfite  charitee. 
And  after  that  he  taught  him  seine, 
Whan  be  was  dede  these  other  twelue 
Of  his  apostdes  went  aboule 
The  holy  leitb  to  preche  onte, 
Wberof  the  deathe  in  sondrie  place 
Thei  suffer,  and  so  god  of  bis  grace 
The  feith  of  Christ  hath  made  arise. 
But  if  thei  wolde  in  other  wise 
By  werre  bane  brought  in  the  creance. 
It  had  yet  stonde  in  balance, 
And  that  maie  pronen  in  the  dede. 
For  what  man  the  Cronickes  lede 
Fro  first  that  holy  churcfae  hath  weiued 
To  preche,  and  hath  the  swerde  recetued, 
Wherof  the  werres  ben  begonne : 
A  great  partie  of  that  was  wonne 
To  Christes  feith,  stant  nowe  miswent: 
Ood  do  therof  amendement. 
So  as  he  wote,  wKat  is  the  bast. 

Bnt  Sonne  if  thon  wilt  line  in  rest 
Of  conscience  well  assised, 
£r  that  thou  slea,  be  wel  auised. 
For  roauy  as  tellen  vs  the  clerkes. 
Hath  god  aboue  all  erthely  werkes 
Ordeined  to  be  principal!. 
And  eke  of  soule  in  speciali 
He  is  made  liche  to  the  godhcde: 
So  sit  it  wel  to  taken  bede. 
And  for  to  loke  on  euery  side 
Er  that  thou  falle  in  homicide: 
HVhiche  slnne  is  now  so  generally 
That  it  wel  nie  stant  ooerall 
In  holy  churche,  as  elles  where» 
But  all  the  while  it  is  so  there. 
The  world  mot  nede  fare  amis. 
For  whan  the  wel  of  pitee  is, 
Through  couetise  of  worldes  goody 
Defbulled  with  shedyng  of  blood. 
The  remenant  of  folke  about 
Unnethe  stonden  in  any  dout 
To  werre  ecbe  other,  and  to  slea. 
So  is  it  all  not  worth  a  strea 
The  charitee,  wberof  wd  prechen. 
For  we  do  no  thyng  as  we  tecben. 

And  this  the  biynde  conscience 
Of  pes  hath  lost  tbilke  cnideuce, 
Whiche  Christe  vpon  this  ertb  taught, 
Kowe  maie  men  see  morder  and  manslaught 
Liche  as  it  was  by  dales  olde. 
Whan  men  the  sinnes  bought  and  solde. 

Facilitas  venie  occasionem  pcebet  delinquendi. 


In  Grece  afore  Cliristes  foitfav 
I  rede,  as  the  Ctonicke  seith, 
Toucbend  of  this  matter  thuty 
In  tbilke  tjrme  bowe  Peseui 
His  owne  broder  Phoeus  slough. 

But  for  he  had  golde  enough 
To  yeue,  his  sinne  was  dispensed 
With  golde^  wberof  it  was  comptnaed. 
AcastnSy  whiche  with  Venus  was 
Hir  priest,  assoylted  in  that  cas, 
Al  were  there  no  repentance. 

And  aa  the  boke  roaketh  remembranoe^ 
It  telleth  of  Medee  also. 
Of  that  she  slough  hir  smmes  two, 
Egeus  in  the  same  plite 
Hath  made  hir  of  hir  sonne  qoite. 

The  sonne  eke  of  Ampbioras, 
Whose  right  name  Almeus  was,  j 

His  moder  slough  Eripbelee. 
But  Aehtioo  the  priest  and  bee. 
So  as  the  bokes  it  reconlen. 
For  ccrtaine  some  of  golde  acorden,. 
That  thilke  horrible  sinfull  dede 
Asaoilfd  was.     And  thus  for  mede 
Of  worldes  good  it  falleth  ofle. 
That  homicide  is  set  alofte 
Here  in  this  worlde:  but  after  thi» 
There  shall  be  knowe,  bow  that  it  ia   . 
Of  hem,  that  sucbe  thynges  wurcbe. 
And  how  also  that  holy  churche 
Lete  suche  sinnes  passe  quite. 
And  how  thei  wolde  hem  selfe  acquiic 
Of  deadely  werres,  that  thei  make. 

For  who  that  wolde  ensample  take. 
IThe  lawe,  whiche  is  naturell,  ' 

By  weye  of  kinde  sbewetb  wd. 
That  homicide  In  no  degree 
(Whiche  werreth  ayeoe  charitee) 
Among  the  men  shulde  not  dtveUe. 

For  after  that  the  bokes  telle. 
To  seche  in  all  the  worlde  riohc. 
Men  shall  not  finde  vpon  his  liche 
A  best  for  to  take  his  preye. 
And  sithen  kinde  hath  sucbe  aweye: 
Than  is  it  wonder  of  a  man, 
Whiche  kinde  hath,  and  reason  can» 
That  he  woll  either  more  or  lasse 
His  kinde  and  reason  ouerpasse, 
And  slea  that  is  to  hym  semblable. 
So  is  the  man  not  reasouable, 
Ne  kinde,  and  that  is  not  honeste. 
Whan  he  is  worse  than  a  beste. 

Nota  secundum  Solinum  contra  homicidsks  de  n»* 
tura  cuiusdam  auis  faciem  ad  similitudinem  hu- 
mans m  habentis,  quae  cum  depreda  sua  hpmi- 
nem  iuzta  fluuium  uociderit,  videritque  in  aqua 
similem  sibi  occisam,  statim  pm  dolore  mo- 
ritur. 

Among  the  bokes,  which  I  finde, 
SoUnus  speketh  of  a  wonder  kinde. 
And  saith  of  foules  there  is  one, 
Whiche  hath  a  face  of  bloode  and  bone, 
like  to  a  man  in  resemblance* 
And  if  it  falle  so  perchance. 
As  he,  whiche  is  a  foule  of  praie. 
That  he  a  man  finde  in  his  wayp. 
He  woll  hym  slea,  if  that  he  maie. 
But  afterward  thf  same  daie. 
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Whan  he  hath  eaten  all  his  felle. 
And  that  shall  be  beside  a  welle. 
In  whicbe  he  woll  driake  take. 
Of  his  visage  and  the  mtke^ 
That  he  hath  slayn,  anooe  be  thinketh 
Of  his  misdede,  and  it  forthioketh 
So  greatly,  that  for  pure  sorowe 
He  liueth  not  till  on  the  morowe. 

By  this  ensanaple  it  iiiaie  well  sewe. 
That  man  shall  homicide  eschevre. 
For  ever  is  mercy  good  to  take, 
But  if  the  lawe  it  hath  forsake, 
And  that  Jastice  is  there  agayne. 
Fall  oft  time  I  haae  heide  saine 
AmoDges  hem  that  werres  hadden. 
But  thei  somwhile  her  cause  ladden 
By  mercie,  whan  thei  might  haue  slaine, 
Wherof  that  thei  were  after  fiune. 

And  soone,  if  that  thou  wolt  recorde 
The  Tertoe  of  Misericorde, 
Thou  sigbe  neaer  tbiike  place. 
Where  it  was  vsed,.iacke  grace. 
For  eucry  lawe,  and  euery  kynde 
The  mans  wit  to  mercy  bynde. 
And  namely  the  worthie  knightes, 
Whan  that  thei  sUmden  moste  vprightes, 
And  beu  moste  mightie  for  to  greue: 
Thei  shuMen  then  moste  relrue 
Hym,  whome  thei  mighten  onertbrowx 
As  by  eosample  maie  men  knowe. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  eicemplum  de  pietate  contra 
homicidium  in  guerris  babendSi  Et  narrat  qua- 
liter  Achilles  vna  cam  filio  suo  contra  regem 
Mesee,  qui  tunc  Tbeucer  vocabatur,  bdlum 
inienint,  Etcom  Achilles  dictom-rogem  in  bello 
qaestratumoccidere  Toluisset,  Thelapbus  pietate 
motus,  ip&umclipeo  cooperiens  Feniam  pro  rege 
a  patre  postulauit,  pro  quo  facto,  ipse  rex  ad 
hoc  Tiuens  Thelaphnm  regni  sui  heredem  libera 
Tolantate  constituit 

He  maie  not  fiiilen  of  his  mede, 
That  bath  mercy.    For  this  I  rede. 
In  a  Crunikc  I  fynde  thus, 
Whan  Achilles  with  Telaphus 
His  Sonne,  towarde  Troie  were: 
It  fell  hem  cr  tbsi  come  there 
Ayene  Theucer  the  kynge  of  Mese, 
To  make  warre,  and  for  to  sese 
His  londe,  as  thei  that  wolden  reigne: 
And  Theucer  put  out  of  his  reigne. 

And  thus  the  marches  thei  assailet 
But  Theucer  yafe  to  hem  bataile. 
Thei  foughten  on  both  sides  fasie. 
But  so  it  hapneth  at  laste, 
This  worthie  greke  this  Achilles, 
The  kynge  aolonge  all  other  ches. 
As  he  Chat  was  cniell  and  felle 
With  swerde  in  hoode  on  hym  he  felle. 
And  smote  hym  with  a deatbes  wouode. 
That  he  rnborsed  fell  to  grounde. 

Achilles  rpon  bym  alight. 
And  wolde  anone,  as  he  well  might, 
Haue  slain  him  fullicbe  in  the  place. 
But  Thelapiios  his  iaders  grace 
For  hym  besought,  and  for  pitee 
Prayth,  that  he  wolde  let  hym  bee. 
And  ca-ste  his  sheld  betwene  hem  two. 

Achilles  asketh  hym  why  sq. 


And  Thelapbus  his  cause  tolde, 
And  saith  that  he  is  mochell  holde. 
For  whilome  Theucer  in  a  stede 
Great  grace  and  socour.to  hym  dede, 
And  saith,  that  he  him  wolde  acquite. 
And  praitb  his  filler  to  respite. 
Achilles  tho  withdrough  his  honde. 
But  all  the  power  of  the  londe, . 
Whan  that  thei  sawe  her  kynge  thus  take, 
Thei  fled,  and  hathen  the  fekle  forsake. 

The  grckes  vnto  the  chaas  fall. 
And  for  the  moste  parte  all 
Of  that  couotrei  the  lordes  great, 
Thei  toke  and  wonne  a  great  beyete. 
And  sone  after  this  victorie 
The  kynge,  whicbe  had  memorie. 
Upon  the  great  mercie  thought, 
Whicbe  Thelapbus  toward  him  wrought. 
And  in  presence  of  all  the  londe 
He  toke  hym  fit y re  by  the  honde. 
And  in  this  wise  he  gan  to  seie: 

My  Sonne  I  mote  by  double  weie 
Loue  and  desire  thine  encres* 
Firste  for  thy  fader  Achillea 
Whilome  full  many  a  daie  er  this. 
Whan  1  shulde  haue  fare  amis, 
Rescouse  dyd  in  my  quarele. 
And  kept  all  my n  astate  in  hele. 
Howe  so  there  fall  oowe  distance 
Amonge  vs,  yet  remembrance 
I  bane  of  mercie,  whiche  he  dede 
As  than:  and  tliou  nowe  in  this  stede 
Of  gentilnes,  and  of  franchesse 
Hast  do  mercy  the  same  I  gesse. 
So  woll  1  not,  that  any  tyme 
Be  loste,  of  that  thou  hast  do  byme. 
For  how  so  this  fortune  fall. 
Yet  stant  my  truste  abouen  all. 
For  the  mercy  whiche  I  nowe  fynde. 
That  thou  wilt  after  this  be  kynde. 
And  for  that  suche  is  mine  espeire. 
And  for  my  sonne  and  for  myn  beira 
I  the  receiue,  and  all  my  londe 
I  yeue  and  seise  intp  tbyn  honde. 

And  in  this  wise  thei  accorde. 
The  cause  was  misericorde. 
The  lordes  do  her  obeisance 
To  Thelapbus,  and  purueiance, 
Was  made,  so  that  he  was  coroned. 
And  thus  was  mercie  reguerdoned, 
Whiche  he  to  Theucer  did  tofore. 

Lo  this  ensample  is  made  therfore, 
That  thou  might  take  remembrance 
My  son,  and  whan  thou  seest  a  chance 
Of  other  mens  passion. 
Take  pitee  and  compassion. 
And  let  no  thyng  to  the  be  leef, 
Whiche  to  an  other  man  is  grefe. 

And  after  this  if  thou  desire 
To  siande  ayene  the  vice  of  Ire, 
Counseill  the  with  pacience 
And  take  in  to  thy  conscience 
Mercy  to  be  thy  gouernour: 
So  shalt  thou  fele  no  rancour, 
Wherof  thyn  hertc  shall  debate 
With  homicide,  ne  with  hate. 
For  clieste  or  melancolie 
Thou  shalt  be  softe  in  companie. 
Without  contecke  or  foolhast. 
For  elles  might  thou  looge  waste 


Thy  tjrme,  er  (bat  tbou  haae  thy  wiUe 

Of  loue,  for  th6  weadir'stille 

Men  preise^  and  blame  the  tempestes. 

AUANS. 

My  fader  I  woU  do  your  hestes. 
And  of  this  point  ye  bane  me  taught. 
Toward  my  selfe  the  better  saught 
I  tbinke  be,  while  that  I  line. 
But  for  as  muche  as  I  am  shrine 
Of  wrath,  and  all  bis  circumstance: 
Yeue  what  ye  lyste  tQ  my  penance : 
And  aske  fortber  of  ray  life, 
Tf  otherwise  I  be  giltife 
Of  any  tbynge,  that  toncheth  sinne. 

CONFESSOR. 

My  Sonne,  er  we  departe  a  twinne, 
1  shsii  bebynde  notbyog  leoe, 

AMAHS. 

My  good  fader  by  yonr  leue. 
Than  asketb  forth  what  so  you  Hste. 
For  I  baue  in  you  suche  a  triste, 
Am  ye  that  be  my  soule  bete. 
That  ye  fro  me  nothynge  woll  hele. 
For  I  shall  tell  yoa  the  tronthe. 

CORIBSSOR. 

My  Sonne  art  tbon  culpable  of  slouthe 
In  any  poynt,  whiche  to  hym  longeth } 

AMAHS. 

My  fader  of  tho  pointes  me  longeth. 
To  witte  pleinly,  what  thei  mene. 
So  that  I  male  me  shrine  clene. 

CONFSSSOR. 

Now  herken,  I  shall  tho  pointes  deuise» 
And  Tnderstonde  well  myo  apprise 

For  shrifle  stant  of  no  value 
To  hym,  that  woll  hym  nought  vertne 
To  leue  of  vices  the  folie. 
For  worde  is  wynde,  but  the  roaistrie 
Is  that  a  man  hym  selfe  defende 
Of  thyngCy  whiche  is  not  to  commendc: 
Wherof  be  (ewe  nowe  a  daies 
And  netheles  so  as  I  maie 
Make  vuto  thy  memorie  knowe 
The  pointes  of  sloughy  thou  shalt  know. 

Explicit  liber  tertius. 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


Dicunt  accidiam  fore  nntricem  vitiomm, 
Torpet  et  in  cuntis  tardaque  lenta  bonis. 

Sue  fieri  possent  bodie  transfert  piger  in  eras, 
Kuratoque  prius  bostia  claudit  equo. 

Possenti  tardo  negat  cmolumenta  Cupido:         * 
Sed  Venus  in  celeri  ludit  amore  viri. 

Hie  in  quarto  libro  loquitur  confessor  de  spectebus 
Accidie,  qnarum  primum  tardacionem  vocat, 
cuius  condicionem  pertractans  Amanti,  super 
hoc  consequenter  opponit. 

INCIPIT  LIBER  nUARTUS, 

UpoR  the  vices  to  prooede 
After  the  cause  of  mans  dede, 


Tbe  first  point  of  slooth  I  calf 
Lachesse,  and  is  the  chief  of  aff. 
And  bath  thia  properly  of  kiude 
To  leuen  all  thyng  bebsmde : 
Of  that  be  might  do  nowe  beie. 
He  tarieth  all  the  longe  yere, 
And  euermore  be  saiUi,  To  morowe. 
And  so  he  woll  his  tyme  borowe. 
And  wissbeth  after,  Ood  me  sender 
Than  whan  he  weneth  to  bane  an  endr, 
Tlian  is  he  forthest  to  begyn. 
Thus  bryugeth  be  many  a  mesefaiefe  ia 
(Jnware,  till  that  be  be  metebeued. 
And  maie  not  tbaii  be  reicued. 

And  right  so  nother  more  ne  Jesse, 
It  stant  of  loue»  and  of  lachesse. 
ik>me  tyme  be  sloutbeth  op  a  daie 
That  be  neoer  after  gete  maie. 

Nowe  Sonne  as  of  this  ilke  thynge^ 
If  thou  baue  any  knowlecbynge. 
That  tbou  to  lone  bast  dooe  er  this. 
Telle  on.    My  good  fader  yis. 
As  of  laches  I  am  bekaowe, 
That  I  maie  stoode  vpon  his  rowe. 
As  I  that  am  cladde  of  his  sute. 
For  whan  I  thought  my  pursute. 
To  make,  and  therto  set  a  daie 
To  speke  vnto  that  swete  maie, 
Lachesse  badde  abide  yit. 
And  bare  on  honde  it  was  no  wity 
Ne  tyrae,  for  to  speke  as  tho. 
Thus  with  bis  tales  to  and  fro 
My  tyme  in  tariyng  be  drongb : 
Whan  there  was  tyme  good  enough. 
He  said  another  tyme  is  better. 
Thou  sbalt  nowe  senden  bir  a  letter: 
And  par  caas  write  more  plein, 
Than  thon  by  mouth  durstest  sein. 

Thus  baue  I  let  tyme  slide 
For  slouthe,  and  kept  not  my  tide: 
So  that  laches  with  bis  vice 
Full  ofte  bath  made  my  wit  so  nice. 
That  what  I  thought  to  speke  or  do. 
With  tariyng  he  held  me  so. 
Til  whan  I  wolde,  and  might  nought, 
I  not  what  thyng  was  in  my  thought: 
Or  it  was  drede,  or  it  was  shame. 
But  euer  in  ernest  and  in  game, 
I  wote  there  is  longe  tyme  passed. 
But  yet  is  not  the  lone  lassed, 
Whiche  I  vnto  my  ladie  hane. 
For  though  my  tonge  is  slow  to  crauo 
At  all  tyme,  as  1  baue  bede, 
Myn  bert  stant  euer  in  o  stede, 
And  asketb  besilicbe  grace, 
The  whicbe  I  maie  not  yet  embrace : 
And  god  wote  that  is  maulgre  myn. 
For  this  I  wote  right  wel  afio, 
My  grace  cometb  so  selde  aboute. 
That  is  t^e  slouthe,  whiche  I  doubte 
More  than  of  all  the  remenant, 
Whicbe  is  to  loue  appartenant. 

And  thus  as  toucheude  of  lacbesse. 
As  I  baue  tolde,  I  me  confesse 
To  you  my  foder,  1  beseche. 
That  ferthermore  ye  wol  me  teche. 
And  if  there  be  to  my  mattere 
Some  goodly  tale  for  to  here. 
How  I  maie  do  lachesse  awey. 
That  ye  it  wokle  tellci  1  prey. 
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To  wisse  the  my  sonne  and  rede, 
AmoDfe  the  tales,  whiche  I  lede 
Ao  cilde  eoaample  thervpoa 
Kowe  berkeo,  and  I  wol  telle  on. 

Hie  ponit  Confesaor  exemplnm  contra  istos,  ^qui 
in  amoris  causa  tardantes  delinquant  £t  narrat 
qnalHer  .Dido  retina  Cartaginis  Bneain,  ab  in- 
ceadiifi  Troie  fugituum  in  amorem  suam  gauisa 
soscepit,  qui  cum  postea  in  partes  Italie  a  Car- 
tbagine  bellaturam  se  transtulit,  nimiamque 
ibidem  moram  £M;iens,  tempus  ledditos  sui  ad 
Didonem  vkra  modom  tardauit,  ipsa  intoller- 
abilt  dolore  concassa,  sui  cordis  intioia'gladio 
tnnsfodit, 

AcATNB  lacfaesae  in  loues  caaa 
1  finde,  howe  whilom  Eneas, 
Whom  Ancbises  to  sonne  had, 
With  great  nanie,  whiche  he  lad 
Fro  Troie,  arrioeth  at  Carthage. 
Where  for  a  while  his  herbage 
He  toke,  and  it  betid  so, 
With  hir,  whiche  was  a  qnene  tho 
Of  the  Citee,  his  acqueintance 
He  wan,  whos  name  in  remembrance 
Is  yet,  and  Dido  she  was  bote 
Whiche  loaeth  Eneas  so  bote 
Upon  the  wordes,  whiche  he  saide. 
That  all  hir  herte  on  hym  she  laide : 
And  did  all  wboly,  what  he  wolde. 
But  after  that,  as  it  be  shulde, 
Fro  thens  he  goth  toward  Itayle 
By  ship,  and  there  his  arriuayte 
Hath  take,  and  shope  hym  for  to  ride. 

But  she^  whiche  maie  not  longe  abide 
The  hoite  peine  of  loues  throwe. 
Anon  within  a  Htd  throwe 
A  letter  vnto  hir  knight  hath  writte. 
And  did  hym  plainly  for  to  witte : 
If  he  made  any  tariynge 
To  dretcbe  of  his  ayen  coraynge. 
That  she  ne  might  hym  fele  and  see. 
She  shulde  stonde  in  soche  degree, 
As  whilom  stode  a  swan  to  fore. 
Of  that  she  had  hir  make  lore. 
For  sorowe  a  fether  in  to  hir  brayne 
She  shoof,  and  bath  hir  selfc  slayiie* 

As  kyoge  Menauder  in  a  laye 
The  sooth  bath  fonde,  where  she  laye 
Spraulend  with  hir  wynges  twey, 
As  she  whiche  shulde  than  deye 
For  loue  of  hym,  which«!  was  hir  make. 

And  so  shal  I  do  for  thy  sake, 
This  queue  saide,  wel  I  wote. 

Lo  to  Enee  thus  she  wrote. 
With  many  a  nother  word  of  compleint. 

But  he,  whiche  had  his  thoughtes  feint 
Towardes  loue,  and  full  of  slouth, 
His  tyme  let,  and  that  was  routhe. 
For  she,  whiche  looeth  hym  to  fore, 
Desireth  euer  more  and  more. 
And  whao  she  sawe  hym  tary  so, 
Hir  hert  was  so  full  of  wo. 
That  oompleynend  manyfolde 
She  hath  hh-  owne  tale  tolde 
tJntohir  selfe,  aAd  thus  she  spake. 

A  who  ibnde  euer  soche  a  lacke 
Of  slootb  in  any  worth  ye  knight? 
Nowe  wote  1  weH  nfty  death  is  dight 


Through  him,  which  shald  haiie.be  my  life. 
But  for  to  stynten  all  this  strife,  . 
Thus  whan  she  sigbe  none  other  boote* 
Right  euen  vnto  hir  hert  roote 
A  naked  swenl  anone  she  threste: 
And  thus  she  gat  hir  selfe  reste. 
In  remembrance  of  all  slowe 
Wherof  my  sonne  thou  might  knowe^ 
Howe  tariynge  vpon  the  n^e 
In  loues  cause,  is  for  to  drede. 
And  that  hath  Dido  sore  aboughl> 
Whoae  death  shall  eoer  be  bethought. 

And  euermore  if  I  shall  secbe 
In  this  matter  another  speche. 
In  a  Cronicke  I  finde  writte 
A  tale,  whiche  is  good  to  witte. 

Hie  loquitur  super  eodem,  qualiter  Penelope 
Ulyssem  marttum  suum  in  obsidione  Troie  dia- 
tius  .morantem,  ob  ipsius  ibidem  tardationem 
cpistola  sua  redarguit. 

At  Troie  whan  kynge  Vlysses 

Upon  the  sege  amonge  the  pres 

Of  hem,  that  worthye  kuightes  were 

Abode  longe  tyme  stillctbere : 

In  thilke  tyme  a  man  maie  se 

Howe  goodly  that  Penelope, 

Whiche  was  to  hym  his  trewe  wife. 

Of  bis  lacbesse  was  pleintife: 

Wherof  to  Troie  she  hym  sonde 

Hir  wille  by  letter,  thus  spekende: 
My  worthy  loue,  and  lorde  also. 

It  is  and  hath  be  euer  so 

That  where  a  woman  is  alone. 

It  maketh  a  man  in  his  persone 

The  more  hardye  for  to  wowe, 

In  hope  that  she  wolde  bowe 

To  suche  thyng,  as  his  wille  were, 

While  that  hir  lorde  were  els  where. 
And  of  my  selfe  1  telle  this. 

For  it  so  longe  passed  is 
Sith  finite  that  ye  from  home  wenty 
That  welle  nigh  euery  man  is  went 
To  there  I  am,  while  ye  be  out 
Had  made,  and  eche  of  hem  about 
Whiche  loue  can,  my  louesecheth, 
With  great  prayer,  and  me  besecheth. 
And  some  maken  great  manace. 
That  if  thei  might  oome  in  place, 
Where  that  thei  might  hir  wille  haoe, 
There  is  no  thynge  me  shulde  saue. 
That  thei  ne  wolde  worch  thynges. 
And  some  telle  me  tidynges. 
That  ye  ben  dead:  and  some  Kyne, 
That  certainly  ye  ben  beseyne 
To  loue  anewe,  and  leaue  me. 
But  bowe  as  euer  that  it  be, 
I  thonke  vnto  the  goddes  all, 
As  yet  for  ought,  that  is  befiull, 
Maie  no  man  do  my  chekes  redde: 
But  netheles  it  is  to  dredde. 
That  lachesse  in  continuance 
Fortune  might  suche  a  chance, 
Whiche  no  roan  after  shulde  amende* 

Lo  thus  this ladiecomplaynendef 
A  letter  vnto  hir  lorde  hath  writte. 
And  prayde  hym,  that  he  wolde  witte. 
And  thinke,  howe  that  she  was  al  bis, 
And  that  he  tarie  not  in  this :    ■ 
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But  that  he  xrolde  his  l6ae  acquite 
To  hir  ayenewarde,  aod  not  write. 
Bat  come  hym  selfe  io  ail  hasto. 
That  he  none  other  paper  waste: 
So  that  he  kepe»  and  holde  his  troutb^ 
Without  lette  of  any  sloutbe. 

Unto  hir  lorde  and  loue  liege 
To  Troie,  where  the  great  siege 
"Was  leide,  this  letter  was  oonueide. 
And  he,  whiche  wisedome  hath  purueid. 
Of  all  that  to  reason  belongeth» 
With  gentill  herte  it  vnderfongeth. 
And  whan  he  hath  it  oure  rad> 
In  parte,  he  was  right  inly  glad. 
And  eke  in  parte  he  was  diseased: 
But  loue  his  hert  hath  so  tlirougb  seased 
With  pure  imaginacion, 
Thatfornoue  occupacion, 
Whiche  he  gan  take  on  other  side. 
He  maie  not  flitte  his  herte  aside, 
For  that  his  wife  hym  had  enformed, 
Wherof  he  hath  hym  selfe  confonned^ 
With  all  the  will  of  his  eonragey 
To  shape  and  take  the  viage 
Homewarde,  what  tyme  that  he  maie. 
So  that  hym  thinketh  of  a  date 
A  thousande  yere  till  be  maie  se 
The  visage  of  Penelope, 
Whiche  be  desireth  mo&te  of  all. 

And  whan  the  tyme  is  sq  befall. 
That  Troie  was  distroted,  and  brent. 
He  made  no  delayement. 
But  goth  hym  home  in  all  hie, . 
Where  that  he  fonde  tofore  his  eie 
His  worthye  wife  in  good  estate. 
And  thus  was  seased  the  debate 
Of  loue,  and  slouth  was  excused, 
Whiche  doth  great  harme,  wher  it  is  Tsed, 
And  hindreth  many  a  cause  honest. 

Nota  adhuc  de  quodam  Astrologo  super  eodem, 
qui  quoddam  opus  ingeniosum,  quasi  ad  com- 
plementum  septenuios  perducens,  vnius  mo- 
ment! tardatione  omnt  sui  operis  diligentiam 
penitus  frustrauit. 

For  of  the  great  clerke  Grostcst   . 

I  rede,  howe  busy  that  he  was 

Upon  the  clergie  an  head  of  bras 

To  forge,  and  make  it  for  to  telle 

Of  suche  thynges  as  befelle :  •    • 

And  seuen  yeres  besinesse 

He  laide,  but  for  the  lachesse. 

Of  halfe  a  minute  of  an  houre, 

Fro  first  he  began  laboure. 

He  loste  all  that  he  had  do. 

And  other  while  it  fareth  so 
In  loues  cause,  who  is  slowe, 
That  he  without  vnder  the  v%  owe 
By  niL'ht  stant  full  ofte  a  colde 
Whiche  might,  if  that  he  had  wolde 
His  tyme  kepte,  haue  be  within. 

Nota  adhuc  contra  tardationem  de  viiiginibas 
fatuis,  quse  iiimiam  moram  facientes,  intrante 
fponso  aid  nuptias,  cum  ipso  sou  introierunt. 

But  slouth  maie  not  profit  wynne. 
But  he  may  singe  in  his  Carole, 
How  late  ware  came  to  the  dole. 


Where  he  no  good  receyue  mighty 
And  that  was  prooed  well  by  aigbt. 
Whilom  of  the  maidens  fine. 
Whan  thilke  lorde  came  for  to  wine. 
For  that  her  oyle  was  aweye 
To  light  hym  lampes  in  his  wey. 
Her  slouth  brought  it  so  about. 
Fro  hym  that  thei  be  shette  without. 

Wherof  my  sonne  be  thou  ware, 
Als  ferforth  as  I  telle  dare. 
For  slouthe  muste  ben  awaited: 
And  if  thou  be  not  well  affaited 
In  loue,  to  eschewe  slouthe, 
My  Sonne  for  to  telle  troutbe. 
Thou  might  not  of  thy  selfe  ben  able 
To  wynne  loue,  or  make  it  stable: 
All  though  thdu  mightest  loue  acheae. 

My  fotherthat  I  maie  well  leuet 
But  me  was  nener  assigned  place. 
Where  yet  to  gette  any  grace. 
Ne  me  was  no  suche  tyme  appointed* 
For  than  I  wolde  I  were  vnioynted 
Of  euery  lymme  that  I  haue. 
And  I  ne  shulde  kepe  and  saue 
Myn  honre  bothe,  and  eke  my  atede. 
If  my  lady  it  had  bede. 
But  she  is  otherwise  auised. 
Than  gtaunt  suche  a  tyme  assised. 
And  nethelesse  of  my  lachesse. 
There  beth  by.  no  defaulte  I  gesse 
Of  tyme  loste,  in  that  I  might. 

But  yet  hir  lyketh  not  alight 
Upon  no  lure,  whiche  I  caste. 
For  ay  the  more  I  crie  fiiste, 
The  lesse  hir  liketb  for  to  here. 

So  for  to  speke  of  this  matere, 
I  seche  that  I  maie  not  finde: 
I  haste,  aod  euer  I  am  behynde. 
And  wote  not,  what  it  maie  amount. 
But  father  vpon  myn  acoompte, 
Whiche  ye  ben  sette  to  examine 
Of  shrifte  after  the  discipline : 
Saye  what  your  best  oounsaile  is. 

My  sonne  my  counaeile  is  this, 
Howe  so  it  stande  of  tyme  ago. 
Do  forthe  thy  besines  so, 
That  no  lachesse  in  the  be  founde. 
For  slouthe  is  mighty  to  confouude 
The  spede  of  euery  mans  werke. 
For  many  a  vice,  as  saith  the  clerke. 
There  hongen  vpon  sloutbes  lappe. 
Of  suche  as  make  a  man  mishappe. 
To  pleine  and  telle  of  Had  I  wist : 
And  then'pon  if  that  the  liste 
To  knowe  of  slouthes  cause  more, 
Inspeciall  yet  ouermore 
There  is  a  vice  full  greuable 
To  hym,  whiche  is  therof  culpable : 
And  stant  of  all  vertues  bare. 
Here  after  as  I  shall  declare. 

Sui  nihil  attemptatj  nihil  expedit,  oreqne  muto 

Munus  amicitie  vir  siT>i  raro  captt. 
Est  modus  in  verbis,  sed  ei  qui  parcit  aihori 

VeriMt  referre  sua  uon  fauet  vllus  amor. 

Hie  loquitur  Copfessor  de  quadam  specie  Accidie, 
qus  pusillanimitas  dicta  est,  cuius  imaginatiua 
formido  ncque  virtutes    aggredi,    neque  viti* 
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fbgere  aodet,  ■ioque  ▼trinsque  vite  torn  actios 
qpmm  contemplatiue  prwiiiam  noo  attiqgit. 

TouCHKvnB  of  tloatb  in  his  degree 
There  i»  yet  pasiOanimitee^ 
Wbiche  is  to  saie  in  this  langage. 
He  that  hath  littell  of  courage^ 
And  dare  no  mans  werke  begyone : 
So  may  he  nought  by  reason  Wynne. 
For  who  that  nought  dare  rndertake. 
By  right  he  shall  no  profit  take. 
tlax  of  this  Tioe  the  nature 
Dkre  nothyng  sette  in  auentore, 
Hym  lacketh  bothe  worde  and  dede, 
Wberof  he  sbulde  his  cause  spede: 
He  ipoll  no  manhode  vnderstonde : 
For  euer  he  hath  drede  Tpon  bonde. 
All  his  perill,  that  he  shall  saie» 
Hym  thynketfa  the  wolfe  is  in  the  waie: 
And  of  imaginacion 
He  maketh  his  exensacion. 
And  feigncth  cause  of  pure  drede. 
And  euer  be  &ileth  at  nede. 
Tin  an  be  spilte,  that  be  with  dealeth. 
He  hath  the  sore»  whicbe  no  man  belethy 
The  wbiche  is  deped  Lacke  of  herte : 
Though  euery  grace  aboute  bjrm  sterte. 
He  woll  not  ones-stere  his  ibte, 
So  that  by  reason  lese  he  mote. 
That  woU  not  aunter  for  to  wynne. 

And  so  forth  sonne,  if  we  begynne 
To  speke  of  lone  and  his  seruioe. 
There  ben  tmantes  in  sucbe  a  wise. 

That  lacken  bert,  whan  best  were 

Thei  speken  of  lone,  and  right  for  fere 

The!  waxen  dombe,  and  dare  not  telle. 

Without  sowne,  aes  dothe  the  bdle, 

Whiche  hath  no  clapper  for  to  chyme: 

And  right  so  thei,  as  for  the  tyme 

Ben  herteles  without  specbe, 

Of  loue  and  dare  nothyng  besecbe : 

And  thus  thei  lese,  and  wynne  nought 
For  tby  my  Honne  if  thou  arte  ought 

Culpable,  as  toucbende  of  this  slonthe. 

Shrine  the  therof,  and  tell  me  trouth. 
My  finder  T  am  all  beknowe. 

That  I  haue  ben  one  of  the  slowe. 

As  for  to  telle  in  loues  <*as 

Myn  herte  is  yet,  and  euer  was, 

Although  the  worlde  shulde  all  to  breke 

So  fearfoll,  that  I  dare  not  speke. 

Of  what  purpose  that  I  haue  nome, 

Wban  I  towarde  my  ladie  come: 

BM  lette  it  pas  and  oner  go. 
My  Sonne  do  no  more  so. 

For  after  that  a  man  pureueth 

To  lone,  so  fortune  seweth 

Full  ofte,  and  yeneth  hir  happie  chance 

To  hym,  whiche  maketh  continuance 

To  preie  lone,  and  to  besecbe, 

As  by  ensample  I  shall  the  tecbe. 

Hie  in  amoris  causa  loquitur  contra  pusillanimes, 
Bt  dicit  que  amans,  pro  timore  rerbis  obtu- 
mcsoere  noB  debet,  sed  concinando  preoes  sui 
amoris  expcditionem  tutius  proseqnatur,  Et 
ponit  Confessor  exemplum,  qualiter  Pigmalion 
pro  eo  quod  preces  continuanit,  quandam  ima» 
ginem  ebumcam,  enius  pulchritudinis  concu- 
piscentia  lUaqueatns  extitit,  in  camem  et  sao* 
ginem  ad  latns  suom  traafonnatam  acptiit, 
TOX..U1 


I  FTHDB,  how  whilom  there  was  one,  - 

Whose  name  was  Pigmalion, 

Wbiche  was  a  lustie  man  of  youthe: 

The  werkes  of  entaile  he  coirthe 

Aboue  all  other  men  as  tho: 

And  through  fortune  it  fell  hsrm  so. 

As  he,  whom  loue  shall  tnuiaile. 

He  made  an  image  of  entaile, 

Liche  to  a  woman  in  semblance. 

Of  feature,  and  of  countenance. 

So  feyre  yet  neuer  was  figure. 

Right  as  a  lines  creature 

She  semeth.    For  of  yuor  white 

He  bath  it  wrought  of  sucbe  deltte. 

She  was  rodie  on  the  cheke : 

And  redde  Tpon  hir  lippes  eke : 

Wherof  that  he  him  selfe  begyleth. 

For  with  a  goodly  loke  she  smiletht 

So  that  through  pure  impression 

Of  his  imaginacion. 

With  all  the  herte  of  his  courage 

His  tone  vpon  this  faire  image 

He  set:  and  hir  of  loue  praide. 

But  she  no  worde  ayenewarde  laide. 
The  longe  dale  what  thynge  be  dede 

This  image  in  the  same  stede 

Was  euer  by:  thatatmeate 

He  wolde  hir  seme,  and  praide  hir  eate. 

And  put  vnto  hir  mouth  the  cup. 
And  whan  the  horde  was  taken  rp 
He  hath  hir  Yuto  bis  chambre  nome: 
And  after  whan  the  night  was  come. 
He  leide  hir  in  bedde  all  naked. 
He  was  forwepte,  he  was  forwoked. 
He  kiste  hir  oolde  lippes  ofte. 
And  wissheth,  that  thei  were  softe. 
And  ofte  he  rowneth  in  hir  eare. 
And  ofte  his  arme  now  here  now  there 
He  laide,  as  he  hir  wolde  enbrace: 
And  euer  amonge  he  asketh  grace. 
As  though  she  wist  what  it  meut. 
And  thus  hym  selfe  he  gan  tourment 
With  suche  disease  of  loues  peyne. 
That  no  man  might  hym  more  peine. 
But  howe  it  were  of  bis  penance 
He  made  suche  countenance 
Fro  date  to  night,  and  preide  so  longe, 
That  his  praier  is  Fnderfonge, 
Wbiche  Venus  of  hir  grecc  herde 
By  night,  and  whan  that  he  went  fcrde. 
And  it  laie  naked  in  his  arme, 
»Tbe  colde  image  he  felte  warme 
Of  flesshe  and  bone,  and  foil  of  life. 

Lo  thus  he  wanne  a  lustie  wife, 
Whicbe  obeisant  was  at  his  will. 
And  if  he  wolde  haue  holde  him  stilU 
And  nothyng  spoke,  he  shuld  haue  foiled. 
But  for  he  hath  his  worde  trauailed. 
And  durst  iipeke,  his  loue  he  spedde. 
And  had  all  that  he  wolde  abedde. 
For  er  thei  went  than  a  two 
A  knaue  childe  betwene  hem  two 
Thei  gate,  whiche  was  after  bote 
Paphus,  of  whom  yet  hath  the  note 
A  certaine  ile,  whiche  Papbos 
Men  clepe,  and  of  his  name  it  rose. 

By  this  ensample  thou  might  fyode. 
That  worde  maie  wofche  aboue  kynde. 
For  thy  my  sonne  if  that  thou  spare 
To  speake,  loste  is  all  thy  fere. 
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For  ilouth  bringeth  in  all  wo 
And  ouer  this  to  loke  also. 
The  god  of  lone  is  fitaouraUe 
To  hem,  that  ben  of  lone  stable: 
And  many  a  wondre  bath  befalL 
Wherof  to  speake  amonget  aO, 
If  that  ye  liste  to  taken  bede, 
Hierof  a  solemne  tale  I  lede, 
Wbiche  I  shall  teU  in  remembrance. 
Upon  the  sorte  of  lones  chance. 

Hid  pontt  exeroplam  super  eodem«  qoaliter  rex 
Ligdus  vxori  sue  Thelacnse  pregnant!  minabft* 
tur,  quod  si  filiam  pararet,  infims  occideretur. 
que  tamen  postea  cum  filiam  ediderat,  Isis  dea 
partus  tunc  presens  filiam  nomine  Iphi  appel- 
lari  ipsamque  more  masculi  educare  admonuit, 
quam  pater  filium  credens,  ipsam  iamarita- 
gium  fllie  cuiusdam  principis  etate  solida  oopu- 
lauity  Sed  cum  Iphis  debitum  sui  ooniugii,  vnde 
solnere  non  habnit,  deos  in  'Sui  adiutorium  inter- 
pellabat,  qui  super  hoc  miserti  femineum  genus 
in  masculinum  ob  efiectum  nature  in  Iphe  per 
omnia  transmutarunt. 

Thi  kynge  ligdns  vpon  a  strife 
Spake  vnto  Tbelacuse  his  wife, 
Wbiche  than  was  with  chtldie  great; 
He  swore,  it  shulde  nought  be  lette^ 
That  if  she  bane  a  doughter  bore, 
That  it  ne  shulde  be  forlore, 
And  slayne:  wherof  she  sory  was. 
So  it  befell  vpan  this  cas, 
Whan  she  deliuered  shulde  bee, 
Isis  by*  nighte  in  priuitee 
(Whiche  of  childjng  is  the  goddesse) 
Game  for  to  heipe  in  that  distresse, 
TiU  that  this  ladie  was  all  small. 
And  bad  a  doughter  forth  with  all, 
Whiche  the  goddesse  in  all  weie 
Bad  kepe,  a^  that  thei  shulde  seie. 
It  were  a  sonne:  And  Tlius  Iphis 
Thei  named  hbn:  and  vpon  this 
The  fother  was  made  for  to  wene, 
And  thns  in  chambre  with  the  quene 
Thb  Iphis  was  forthe  drawe  tho 
And  clothed,  and  arraied  so 
Right  as  a  kynges  sonne  sholde, 
TjrU  afteri  as  fortune  it  wolde. 
Whan  it  was  of  tenne  yere  age, 
Hym  was  betake  in  mariage 
A  dukea  doughter  for  to  wedde, 
Whiche  launte  bight,  and  ofte  a  bedde 
These  children  taie,  she  and  he, 
Whiche  of  one  age  both  be: 
80  that  within  tyme  of  yeres, 
To  gether  as  tb«  ben  play  foret, 
liggende  abedde  vpon  a  night 
Katnre,  whiche  doth  euery  wight 
Vpon  hir  lawe  for  to  muse^ 
Conatreigneth  hem,  so  that  thei  Yse 
Thyng,  whiche  to  hem  was  all  Tnkiiow, 
Wherof  Cupide  thiike  throwe 
Toke  pitee  for  the  great  lone, 
And  let  do  sette  kynde  aboue: 
80  that  hir  lawe  male  ben  vsed. 
And  thei  vpon  her  luAe  excused. 
For  lone  hateth  notbynge  more 
Than  thyng,  whiche  stant  ayenst  the  lore 
Of  that  nature  in  kynde  hatih  set. ' 
For  thy  Cupide  bath  ^bbesette 
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Her  grace  vpon  this  anenture^ 
That  he  accordant  to  nature. 

Whan  that  he  sigh  his  time  best. 
That  eche  of  hem  hath  other  kest, 
Transformeth  Ipbe  into  a  man, 
Wherof  the  kynderioue  he  wan 
Of  lusty  you^,  lante  his  wife. 
And  tho  thei  ledde  a  mery  Ijrfe, 
Whiche  was  to  kynde  none  offence* 

And  thus  to  take  an  euidence. 
It  semeth  loue  is  welwillende 
To  hem  that  be  continuende 
With  besie  herte  to  pursue^ 
Thynge,  whiche  that  is  to  lone  due:  . 
Wherof  my  sonne  in  this  matere 
Thou  might  ensample  taken  here. 
That  with  thy  great  besinesse 
Thou  might  atteine  the  richesse. 
Of  loue,  that  there  be  no  riouth. 

I  dare  well  saie  by  my  trouth, 
Als  forte  as  my  witte  can  seche. 
My  father,  as  for  lacke  of  speche. 
But  80  as  I  me  shrofe  tofore. 
There  is  none  other  time  lore: 
Wherof  there  might  be  obstacle 
To  lette  loue  of  his  miracle, 
Wbiche  I  beseche  daie  and  night* 
But  father  so  as  it  is  right. 
In  forme  of  shrifte  to  be  kaowe. 
What  thyng  belongeth  to  the  slowe^    • 
Your  fotherhode  1  woU  prejre. 
If  there  be  forther  any  weye 
Touchende  Futo  this  ilke  vice* 

My  sonne  ye,  of  this  office 
There  semeth  one  in  specially 
Whiche  lost  hath  his  memoriail: 
So  that  he  can  no  wit  withdde 
In  thyng,  whiche  be  to  kepe  his  holde : 
Wherof  foil  ofte  hym  selfe  he  greueth. 
And  who  that  moste  vpon  hym  leueth. 
Whan  that  his  wittes  ben  so  weiued. 
He  maie  full  lightly  be  deceined. 

Mentibus  oblitus  alienis  labitur  ille, 
Suem  probat  accidia  non  meminisse  sui. 

Sic  amor  incautus,  qui  non  mentiOTatns  ad  lioim%  * 
Perdit,  et  offisndit,  quod  cuperare  nequtt. 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  de  Titio  obUuionis,  quam 
roat^r  eius  Accidia  ad  omnes  virtntum  memo- 
rias,  necnon  et  in  amoris  causa  iramemoreDi  se 
oonstitnit. 

To  seme  Accidie  in  his  office 

There  is  of  slouth  an  other  vice, 

Whiche  is  cleped  Foryettilnes, 

That  nought  maie  in  his  heite  impresfb 

Of  yertue,  wbiche  reason  bath  set, 

So  dene  his  wittes  he  foryete. 

For  in  tellyng  of  his  tale 

No  more  his  herte  than  his  male 

Hath  remembrance  of  thiike  foonne, 

Wherof  be  shulde  his  witte  enfourme 

As  than,  and  yet  ne  wote  why. 

Thus  is  his  purpose  nought  for  thy 

Forlore,  of  that  he  wolde  abidde 

And  scarsely  if  he  seeththe  thridde 

To  loue  of  that  he  bad  ment. 

Thus  many  a  loner  hath  be  sbents 

Telle  on  forther,  hast  thou  ben  one 

Of  hem,  that  hath  slouth  begonne  }  .   •' 
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YefittfaerofteitbftflibenflOy    ~ 
That  whan  I  am  my  Uidie  fto. 
And  tfaynke  vntovarde  hir  drawe, 
ThBD  cast  1  many  a  newe  lawe, 
Aad  all  the  woride  toume  vp  so  downe : 
And  so  recorde  I  my  lessoD, 
And  write  in  my  memoriall. 
What  I  to  hir  telle  shall 
Right  all  the  matter  of  my  tale : 
But  all  nis  worthe  a  niitte  shale. 
For  whan  I  come  there  she  if, 
I  bane  it  all  foryete  iwis, 
or  that  I  thought  for  to  telle, 
I  can  not  than  ynnethcs  spelle^ 
That  I  wende  either  best  haue  redde. 
So  sore  of  hir  I  am  adrede. 

For  as  a  man  that  sodeinly 
A  gooet  beholdethy  so  £sre  I : 
So  that  for  feare  1  can  nought  gette 
My  wit :  but  I  my  selfe  foryete. 
That  I  wote  neuer^  what  I  am, 
Ke  whither  I  shall,  ne  when  I  cam : 
But  muse,  as  he  that  were  amased, 
liche  to  the  boke,  in  whiche  is  rased 
The  letter,  and  maie  notbyng  be  radde : 
So  ben  my  wittes  ouerladde. 
That  what  as  euer  I  thought  hane  spoken 
It  is  oat  of  myn  herte  stoken 
And  stonde,  as  who  saith,  dombe  and  defie, 
That  all  nis  worth  an  Juye  lefe. 
Of  that  I  wende  well  haue  saide : 
And  at  laste  I  make  abrayde, 
Last  rp  myn  heed,  and  loke  aboute. 
Right  as  a  man,  that  were  in  doute, 
And  wote  not,  where  he  shall  become. 
Thus  am  I  ofteall  ouercome. 
There  as  I  wende  best  to  stonde. 
But  after  whan  I  rnderstonde. 
And  am  in  other  place  atone, 
I  make  many  a  wofoU  mone 
Unto  my  selfe,  and  speke  so. 

Afoole,where  was  thyne  herte  tho. 
Whan  thou  thy  worthie  ladie  sie? 
Were  thou  afered  of  hir  eie? 
For  of  hir  honde  there  is  no  dreade* 
So  well  I  koowe  hir  woman  heade. 
That  in  hir  is  no  more  oultrage 
Than  in  a  childe  of  thre  yere  age. 

Why  hast  thou  drede  of  so  good  one? 
Whom  all  irettoe  hath  begone. 
That  in  hir  is  no  violence. 
Bat  goodlihede,  and  innocence. 
Without  spotte  of  any  blame. 
A  nyoe  herte,  ^  for  shame. 
A  cowarde  herte  of  lone  volered, 
Wherof  arte  thou  so  sore  afored  ? 
Tbat  thou  thy  tonge  suffrest  frese. 
And  volte  thy  good  wordes  lese, 
Whan  thou  bast  fonde  tyme  and  space^ 
Hove  sholdest  thou  deserue  grace? 
When  thou  thy  selfe  darst  aske  none. 
But  all  thou  hast  foryete  anone. 

And  thus  dispute  in  looes  lore. 
But  beipe  ne  finde  I  nought  the  more. 
But  ttomble  rpon  myn  ovne  treine^ 
And  make  an  ekynge  of  my  peine. 
For  euer  whan  1  thinke  amongCf 
Howe  all  is  on  my  selfe  alonge, 
1  saie,  O  foole  of  all  fooles, 
Thou  faiest  as  he  betwene  two  stoles 


That  wolde  sitte,  and  goth  to  groniide: 
It  was,  ne  neuer  shall  be  foande 
Betwene  For)*ettilnes  and  Drede, 
That  man  shulde  any  cause  spede. 

A  nd  thus  myn  holy  father  dere, 
TViwaide  my  selfe,  as  ye  may  bene, 
I  pleine  of  my  foryettilnes : 
But  elles  all  the  bnsinesse, 
Tbat  maie  be  take  of  mans  thought. 
My  hert  taketh,  and  is  through  sought 
To  thinken  euer  rpon  that  swete 
Withouten  slouthe  I  you  by  bete. 
For  what  so  folic  or  wele  or  wo» 
That  thought  forsrete  I  neuermo. 
Where  so  I  laugh,  or  so  I  loure. 
Not  halfe  a  minute  of  an  hoore 
Ne  might  I  lette  out  of  my  mynde. 
Out  if  I  thought  vpon  that  hende, 
Therof  me  shall  no  slouth  lette. 
Till  death  out  of  this  worhle  me  fotte. 
All  though  I  had  on  suche  a  ryng. 
As  Moyses,  through  his  enchantyng 
Sometjrme  in  Bthiope  made. 
Whan  that  he  Thatbis  wedded  had. 
Whiche  ry  nge  bare  of  obituion 
The  name,  and  that  was  by  reason. 
That  where  on  a  finger  it  sate^ 
Anone  his  loue  he  so  foryate. 
As  though  he  had  it  neuer  knowok 
And  so  it  felle  that  ilke  throwe 
Whan  Tharbis  had  it  on  hir  honde. 
No  knowlageyng  of  hym  she  fonde. 
But  all  was  cleane  out  of  roemorie^ 
As  men  maie  rede  in  his  storie. 
And  thus  he  went  quite  awaie. 
That  neuer  after  thilke  date 
She  thought,  that  there  was  snehe  oney 
All  was  foryete,  and  ouei|;one. 

But  in  good  feith  so  maie  not  I. 
For  she  is  euer  foste  by 
So  nigh,  that  she  myn  herte  toucheth» 
That  for  no  thing  that  slouth  youchethf 
I  maie  foryete  hir  lefe  neloth. 
For  oner  all  where  as  she  goth,     . 
Myn  herte  foloweth  hir  aboute. 
Thus  maie  I  saie  withouten  doute. 
For  bet,  for  wers,  for  ought,  for  nought 
She  passeth  neuer  fro  my  thought 
But  whan  1  am  there,  as  she  is, 
M3m  hert,  as  I  you  saide  er  this, 
Somtyme  of  hir  is  sore  adradde^ 
And  sometyme  is  ouergladde. 
All  out  of  reule,  and  out  of  space. 
For  whan  I  se  hir  goodly  foce, 
And  thinke  vpon  hir  high  prise, 
As  though  I  were  in  Paradise 
I  am  so  rauisshed  of  the  sight. 
That  speke  vnto  hir  I  ne  might. 
As  for  the  tyme,  though  I  wolde. 
For  1  ne  maie  my  witte  rnfolde 
To  finde  o  worde  of  that  I  m^ane^ 
But  it  is  all  foryete  Cleane. 
And  though  I  stonde  there  a  mile. 
All  is  foryete  for  the  while. 
A  tonge  1  haue,  and  wordes  none : 
And  thus  I  stonde,  and  thinke  alone 
Of  thyiig,  that  helpeth  ofte  nought: 
But  what  I  had  afore  thought 
To  speake,  whan  I  come  there 
It  is  foryete,  as  nought  ne  were, 
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And  ttonde  amafed^  and  asioledi 
That  of  no  thyng ,  whidie  I  haae  notod, 
1  can  not  than  a  note  singe. 
Bat  all  is  ont  of  knowiagcyng. 

Thus  what  for  icy,  and  what  for  drede, 
All  is  foryeten  at  nede : 
80  that  my  imther  of  this  slouth 
I  hane  you  saide  the  plaine  trodth : 
Ye  male  it,  as  yeliste,  ledresse. 
For  thus  stant  my  foryettilnesse« 
And  eke  my  pusillanimitee : 

Say  nowe  forth,  what  ye  liste,  to  mee. 
For  I  well  onely  do  by  yon. 

My  son  I  hane  well  herd,  bow  thon 

Hast  sayd,  and  that  thou  must  amende. 

For  lone  his  gnee  woll  not  sende 

To  that  man,  whiche  dare  aske  none. 

For  this  we  knowen  cuerichone, 

A  mans  thought  without  speche 

God  wote :  ;md  yet  that  men  beseche. 

His  will  is:  for  without bedis 

He  dothe  his  grace  in  fewe  stedis. 

And  what  man  that  foryete  hym  selue, 

Amonge  a  thonsande  be  not  twelne. 

That  woll  hyln  take  in  remembrance. 

But  let  hym  fidl  and  take  his  chance* 

For  thy  pnll  vp  a  besie  herte 

If  y  Sonne,  and  let  notbynge  asterte 

Of  lone  fio  thy  besinesse. 

For  tondiynge  of  forysUifaiesse,     ' 

iVhiche  many  a  lone  bath  set  bebynde, 

A  tale  of  great  ensample  I  Qrnde : 

Wherof  it  is  pitee  to  witte 

in  the  maaer  as  it  is  writte* 

fific  in  amoris  causa  contra  obliniosos  posit  Oon- 
isssor  exemplum,  qualiter  Demophon  rersns 
bellnm  Troiannm  itinerando  a  Philli  de  Rodo- 
pea  regina  non  tantum  in  hospicinm,  sed  etiam 
in  amorem  gaudio  magno  susceptns  est,  qui 
postea  ab  ipsa  Th>ie  descendens  rediturum  in- 
fra certmn  tempus  ildelissime  se  oompromisit: 
aed  quia  hniusroodi  promissionis  diem  statntom 
post  modnm  oMitns  est,  PhiHis  obliuionem  De- 
nopbontis  lachrymis  primo  deplangens,  taudem 
cordula  coUo  sno  cercpmligata  se  mortuam 
pendit.  • 

Ktmob  Demophon  whan  he  by  bhip 
To  Troie  warde  with  felausbip, 
Seylend  goth  Tpon  bis  weie, 
It  hapneth  hym  at  Rodopeie, 
As  ^Ins  bym  had  blowe 
To  iMide,  and  rested  for  a  throwe. 
And  fell  that  yike  tyme  thus. 
That  the  donghter  of  Lrycuigusi 
Whidie  qvkne  was  of  the  conntree, 
Was^iourned  in  that  Citee, 
Within  a  castell  nigh  the  stronde, 
Where  Danophon  cam  vp  to  lenda: 
Fhilles  she  hight,  and  of  yonge  age. 
And  of  statnre,  and  of  visage 
She  had  all  that  hir  best  beiemeth. 

Of  Demophon  right  well  hir  qoemetfay 
Whan  he  was  come,  and  made  hym  chere^ 
And  ha  that  was  of  his  manere 
A  luftie  knight,  ne  might  asterte 
That  he  ne  set  on  hir  his  heite: 
80  that  within  a  dale  or  two 
He  thonght,  howe  ener  that  it  go. 


He  wolde  assaie  the  fortaoej 

And  gan  to  comuhe 

With  goodly  wordes  in  hir  ere* 

And  for  to  potliir  out  of  fere. 

He  swore,  and  bath  his  trouth  plight 

To  be  for  eoer  hir  owne  knight. 

And  thus  with  hir  he  still  abode 
There,  while  bis  ship  on  anker  rode. 
And  had  enough  of  tyme  and  space 
To  speke  of  loue,  and  seke  grace. 

This  ladie  herde  all  that  he  saide, 
Howe  he  swore,  and  howe  he  praide, 
Whiche  was  an  enchantment 
To  hir,  that  was  as  an  innocent 
As  though  it  were  trouthe  and  feith 
She  leueth  all,  that  euer  he  seith : 
And  as  hir  foitune  sbulde, 
She  graunteth  hym,  all  that  he  wolde. 

Thus  was  he  for  the  time  in  ioye 
Till  that  he  shulde  go  to  Troye : 
But  tho  she  made  mochell  sorowe. 
And  he  his  trouth  leyd  to  borowe 
To  come,  and  if  that  he  liue  male 
Ageine,  within  a  moneth  daie. 
And  therupon  the!  kisten  bothe. 
But  were  hym  leef  or  were  hym  loth. 
To  ship  he  goth,  and  forth  he  went 
To  Troye,  as  was  his  first  entent. 

The  daies  go,  the  moneth  passeth, 
Hir  loue  encreseth,  and  his  lassetb. 
For  hym  she  loste  slepe  and  mete^ 
And  be  his  tyme' hath  all  foryete. 
So  that  this  wofuU  yonge  quene, 
Whiche  wote  not  what  it  might  mene, 
A  letter  sent,  and  prayd  hym  come. 
And  saith,  howe  she  is  ooeroome 
With  strength  of  lone,  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  she  not  longe  maie  suffise 
To  lyueo  out  of  his  presence : 
And  put  vpon  his  conscience 
The  trouthe,  whiche  he  hath  behotc, 
Wherof  she  loueth  hym  so  bote. 
She  saith,  that  if  he  lenger  lette 
Of  suche  a  daie  as  she  hym  settc. 
She  sbulde  stenien  in  his  slouthe, 
Whiche  ware'a  shame  vnto  his  trouthe. 

This  letter  is  forth  vpon  hir  sonde, 
Wherof  somdele  comfort  on  honde 
She  toke,  as  she  that  wolde  abide : 
And  waiteth  vpon  that  yike  tide, 
Whiche  she  hath  in  hir  letter  write. 

But  nowe  is  pitee  for  to  wite. 
As  he  did  erst,  so  he  forgate 
His  tyme  eftsoone,  knd  oner  sate. 
But  she,  whiche  might  not  do  so. 
The  tide  awaiteth  euermo. 
And  caste  hir  eie  vpon  the  sea, 
Somtyme  naie,  somtyme  yea, 
Somtyme  he  cam,  somtyme  nonghL 
Thus  she  disputetii  in  hir  thought. 
And  wote  not  what  she  thynke  maie. 
But  fiistende  all  the  longe  daie 
She  was,  in  to  the  derke  night. 
And  tho  she  hath  do  set  vp  light 
In  a  lanterlie  on  high  alofte 
Upon  a  toure,  where  she  goth  ofte 
In  hope,  that  'm  his  comyng 
He  shulde  see  the  light  brennyng 
Wherof  he  might  bis  weies  right 
To  come,  where  she  was  by  nights 
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Birt  all  for  noii^t,  sbe  was 

For  Veims  hath  fair  hope  veitwd. 

And  shewed  fair  Fpon  the  skie, 

Hov  that  the  date  was  fiist  by^ 

Sd  that  within  a  littell  tbrowe 

The  daies  light  she  might  knowe. 

Tho  she  beheld  the  sea  at  laige, 

And  whan  she  sigh  there  was  do  baige, 

Ne  ship,  als  for  as  sbeniaie  kenne. 

Dowoe  fro  the  toure  she  gaa  to  lenne 

Jo  to  an  berber  all  fairowne. 

Where  many  a  wonder  woftiU  mone 

She  made,  that  no  life  it  wist 

As  she,  whiche  all  hir  ioie  mist : 

That  now  she  swouneth,  now  she  pleineth, 

And  all  hir  hc%  she  disteineth, 

With  teres,  whiche  as  of  a  well 

Tbe  stremcs  ftom  hir  eien  fell : 

So  aa  she  might,  and  euer  in  one 

She  deped  rpon  Demopboon, 

And  aaide:  Alias  thou  slowe  wight. 

There  was  neoer  suche  a  knight. 

That  so  throngh  his  Yngentilnesse, 

Of  slontbe,  and  of  foryettilnesse 

Ayenst  bis  tnmthe  breketh  his  steuen. 

And  tho  hir  eie  rp  to  the  heoen 
She  cast,  and  sayde :  O  thou  mkynde, 
Here  shalt  thou  through  thy  slonth  finde, 
(If  that  the  liste  to  come  and  see) 
A  lady  dede  for  lone  of  thee, 
So  as  I  shall  my  seine  spill 
Whom,  if  it  had  be  thy  will, 
Thoa  mightest  saue  well  enough* 

With  that  vpon  a  grene  bough 
A  seynt  of  sylke,  whiche  she  there  had 
She  knit :  and  so  hir  selfe  she  lad. 
That  she  about  hir  white  swere 
It  dyd,  and  henge  hir  selfe  there. 

Wberof  the  goddes  were  amoned. 
And  Demophon  was  reprooed, 
That  of  the  goddes  proutdence 
Was  shape  suche  an  euidenpe 
Euer  aflerwawle  ayene  the  slowe. 
That  PhJllis  in  the  same  tbrowe 
Was  shape  into  a  nutte  tree. 
That  all  men  it  might  see : 
And  after  Phillis  Philberd 
This  tree  was  cleped  in  the  yerd. 
And  yet  for  Demophon  to  shame. 
In  to  this  dale  it  beareth  the  name. 

This  wo6U]  chance  howe  that  it  fer^e 
Anooe  as  Demophon  it  herde. 
And  euery  man  it  had  in  speehe, 
His  sorowe  was  not  tho  to  secbe: 
He  gaa  his  slouthe  for  to  banne, 
But  it  was  all  to  late  thanne. 

La  thns  my  sonne  might  thou  wite 
Ayene  this  lioe  how  it  is  write. 
For  no  man  male  the  hanpe  gesse. 
That  follcn  through  foryettilnesse, 
Wberof  that  1  thy  shrifte  bane  befde, 
But  yet  of  slouthe  howe  it  hath  forde 
In  other  wise  I  thlpke  oppbse. 
If  thoa  bane  gylt,  as  I  supposes 

Dum  plantare  licet,  cultor  qui  negligit  orUuDy 
Si  desint  firactns,  imputat  ipse  sibi. 

prsBterit  ista  dies  bona,  nee  valebit  ilia  secu&da 
H^  G«ret  exemiplo  lealns  aiaor^  su9«. 
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Hie  tractet  Confessor  de  Titlis  negligentie,  cuiui 
condicio  Aocidiam  amplectens  omaes  artcs 
scientia  tarn  in  amoris  causa  quam  aliter  igno- 
miniosa  pretermittens,  cum  nullum  poterit  emi» 
nere  remedium  sui  ministerii  diligentiam  ex  post 
focto  in  Tacuom  attemptare  presumit. 

FuLfiLLBD  of  slouthes  exemplair. 
There  is  yet  one  bis  secietair. 
And  he  is  cleped  Negligence: 
Whiche  woU  not  loke  his  euidence^ 
Wberof  he  male  beware  tofore : 
But  whan  he  hath  his  cause  lore. 
Than  is  be  wise  after  the  honde. 
Whan  helpe  maie  no  manor  bonde. 
Than  at  first  wold  he  bynde. 
Thus  euermore  he  stent  bebynde* 
Whan  he  the  thyng  maie  not  amende. 
Than  is  he  ware,  and  saith  at  ende: 

A  wolde  god  1  had  knowe. 
Wberof  beiaped  with  a  mowe 
He  goth,  for  whan  the  great  stede 
Is  stole,  than  he  taketh  bade. 
And  maketh  the  stable  doie  fast. 
Thus  euer  he  pleith  an  after  cast 
Of  all  that  he  shall  saie  or  do. 
He  hath  a  manor  eke  also, 
Hym  list  not  leme  to  be  wise. 
For  he  sette  of  no  rertu  prise  i 
But  as  bjrm  likath  for  the  while, 
So  fdeth  he  fol  ofte  gile. 
Whan  that  be  weneth  seker  to  stonde. 

And  thus  thou  might  wel  rnderstondt 
My  sonne,  if  thou  art  suche  in  loue. 
Thou  might  not  come  at  thyn  aboue 
Of  that  thou  woldest  wel  acheue. 

Myn  holy  feder  as  1  leue, 
I  maie  wel  with  sauf  conscience 
Excuse  me  of  negligence 
Towardes  loue  in  all  wise. 
For  though  I  be  none  <^the  wise, 
I  am  so  truly  amorous. 
That  I  am  euer  curious 
Of  hem,  that  can  best  enforme 
To  knowen  and  witten  all  the  formc^ 
What  felleth  vnto  loues  orafte. 
But  yetne  fond  1  nought  the  baft, 
Whiche  might  Tnto  the  Uade  aocorde. 
For  nener  herd  I  man  recorde. 
What  thyng  it  is,  that  might  anaila 
To  winiie  loue,  without  foile. 
Yet  so  for  oouthe  I  neuer  finde 
Man,  that  by  reason  ne  by  kynde 
Me  couthe  teche  suche  an  arte. 
That  he  ne  foiled  of  aparte. 

And  as  toward  myn  owne  witte 
Contriue  I  oouthe  nener  yit 
To  finde  any  sikemessa. 
That  roe  might  other  more  or  le«a 
Of  lone  make  for  to  spede. 
For  leueth  wel  withouten  drede. 
That  if  there  were  suche  a  wete^ 
As  certainly  as  I  shall  deye^ 
I  had  it  lenied  longe  a  go. 
But  I  wote  wel  there  is  noue  so. 
And  netheles  it  maie  wel  bee, 
I  am  so  rude  in  my  degree. 
And  eke  my  wittes  ben  so  dull, 
lliat  I  ne  ipaie  nought  to  the  tvA 
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iltUine  TntQ  m  bigbe  a  lore. 
But  this  I  dare  sey  onennore. 
All  though  my  wit.ne  be  not  strongs, 
It  M  not  on  my  wil  alooge. 
Vor  that  is  besy  night  and  daie 
To  ierne  ail  that  he  lerne  maie. 
How  that  I  might  loue  wynne. 
Bat  yet  I  am  as  to  begynne. 
Of  that  I  wolde  make  an  ende. 
And  for  I  not,  howe  it  iiball  wende. 
That  is  to  me  my  moste  sorowe. 
But  I  dare  take  god  to  borowe 
As  after  myn  entendement, 
None  other  wise  negligent 
Than  I  you  saie,  haue  I  not  bee. 
For  thy  pur  scint  charitee, 
Telle  me  my  feder,  what  yon  eemeth. 

In  good  feith  sonne  wel  me  qnemeth. 
That  thou  thy  selfe  hast  thus  acqnite 
Toward  this,  in  whiche  no  wight 
Abide  maie,  for  in  an  hoore 
He  lest  all  that  he  maie  labonre 
The  lunge  yere :  so  that  men  sesme. 
What  euer  be  doth,  it  is  in  veyoe. 
For  through  the  slontb  of  negllgenee 
There  was  yet  neaer  suche  science, 
Ne  vertoe,  whiche  wai  bodely, 
That  nis  destroyed,  and  lost  therby. 
Ensample,  that  it  hath  be  so. 
In  boke  I  finde  writte  also. 

* 
Hie  contra  vitiam  negligentie  ponit  Confessor 
exemplnm.  Et  narrat,  quod  com  Phaeton  filius 
Solis  cnrrnm  patris  sui  per  aera  regere  debnerat, 
admonitos  a  patre,  yt  equos  ne  deoiareiit  eqna 
manu  diligebtlos  refrenaret,  ipse  consilium  pa- 
tris sua  n^ligentia  preteriens,  eqnos  cum  cumi 
nimis  basse  enare  permisit,  viide  non  solum  in* 
cendio  orbem  inflammauit,  sed  et  ipsnm  de 
cumi  cadentem  in  qnoddam  fluuinm  demeigi 
ad  interitum  causauit. 

PHBBOi,  whiche  is  the  son  bote, 
That  shineth  vpon  erthe  bote 
And  causeth  euery  Uoes  belth : 
He  had  a  sonne  in  all  his  welth, 
Whicbe  Phaeton  bight :  and  he  desireth. 
And  with  bis  moder  he  conspireth. 
The  whiche  was  cleped  Clemene 
For  helpe  and  connsail,  to  that  he 
His  Taders  cart  lede  might 
Upon  the  fkire  daies  light: 
And  for  this  thyng  tbei  both  praide 
Unto  the  Mer:  And  be  salde. 
He  wolde  wel,  but  forth  with  all 
Thro  pointes  be  bad  in  speciall 
Unto  bis  sonne  in  all  wise. 
That  he  hym  shulde  wel  anise. 
And  take  it  as  by  weye  of  lor«u 

The  first  was,  that  he  his  hors  to  sore 
Ke  piyke :  And  oner  that  he  tolde. 
That  be  the  reynes  &8t  hold. 

And  also  that  he  be  right  ware. 
In  what  maner  he  ledeth  his  charCf 
That  he  mistake  not  his  gate. 
Bat  Tpon  anisement  algate 
He  shnid  beare  a  siker  eie. 
That  he  to  lowe,  ne  to  hie 
His  cart  drioe,  at  any  throwe, 
Wherof  that  he  might  ouerthrowe. 
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And  thus  by  Phebns  ovdinaace 
Toke  Phaeton  in  to  gouemance 
The  Sonnes  cart,  whiche  he  lad ; 
But  he  suche  vain  glory  had 
Of  that- he  was  set  vpon  high,  . 
That  he  his  owne  estate  ne  sigh, 
Through  negligence,  and  toke  none  hede^ 
So  might  he  wel  not  longe  spede. 
For  he  the  hors  withouten  lawe 
The  cart  let  aboote  drawe. 
Where  as  hjrm  liketh,  wantonly. 
That  at  the  last  sodenly. 
For  he  no  reason  wolde  knowe. 
This  firie  cart  he  droue  to  lowe. 
And  fireth  all  the  worlde  aboute,  4 

Wherof  thei  weren  all  in  doute : 
And  to  the  god  for  helpe  criden 
Of  suche  vnhappes,  as  betiden. 

Phdms  whiche  sawe  the  negligence. 
How  Phaeton  ayene  his  defence^ 
His  chare  bath  driue  out  of  the  weye, 
Oideineth,  that  he  fel  awejre 
Out  of  the  cart  in  to  the  flood. 
And  dreint:  lo  nowe  howe  it  stood 
With  hym,  that  was  so  negligent. 
That  fro  the  highe  firmament. 
For  that  he  wolde  go  to  lowe. 
He  was  anone  downe  onerthrowe. 

In  highe  estate  it  is  a  Tice  . 
To  go  to  lowe,  and  in  seraice 
It  greneth,  for  to  go  to  hie, 
Wherof  a  tale  in  Poesie. 

Exemplom  super  eodem  de  Icharo  filioDedali  in 
carcere  Minotanri  existente,  cui  Dedalns,  Tt 
inde  eoolaret  alas  componens  firmiter  iniunxlt, 
ne  nimts  alte  propter  solis  ardorem  ascenderet, 
quod  Icharus  sua  negligentia  post  ponens  com 
altins  soblimatns  foisset,  subito  ad  terram  cor- 
raens  expireuit. 


I  ntfDB,  bow  whilom  Dedalus, 
Whiche  bad  a  sonne,  and  loharus 
He  bight,  and  though  hym  thought  loth. 
In  suche  prison  thei  were  both 
With  Minotaorus,  that  aboute 
Thei  mighten  no  where  wenden  oute. 
So  thei  begonnen  for  to  shape, 
Howe  tbei  the  prison  might  escape. 
This  Oedalus,  whiche  fro  his  youthe 
Was  taught,  and  many  craftes  couthe. 
Of  fethers,  and  of  other  thynges 
Hath  made  to  flee  dioers  wynges 
For  hym,  and  for  his  sonne  also : 
To  whom  he  yafe  in  charge  tho. 
And  bad  hym  thinke  therrpon, 
Howe  that  his  winges  ben  set  on 
With  war:  and  if  he  toke  his  flight 
To  highe,  all  sodenliche  he  might 
Make  it  to  melte  with  the  sonne. 
And  thus  thei  bane  her  flight  begonne 
Out  of  the  prison  &ire  and  softe. 
And  whan  thei  weren  both  alofte. 
This  Icharus  began  to  niounte. 
And  of  the  counsel  11  none  accompte 
He  set,  whiche  his  fbder  taught. 
Till  that  the  sonne  bis  wynges  caught : 
Wherof  it  melt,  and  from  the  hight 
Withoutteo  beipe  of  aiiy  flight, . 
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He  Ml  4d  bit  »«,^uv«w... 
And  liche  to  that  ooodjeioo 
There  ftJlen  oftimet  Me, 
For  lacke  of  gonernaooe  io  wcle, 
AU  well  looe  at  other  weic. 

Now  good  finder  I  you  preie. 
If  thcnre  be  more  ia  this  matere 
Of  tkNUh,  that  I  might  here. 

My  Sonne  at  for  thy  diligence, 
Whiche  euery  mant  conscience 
By  remsou  thnlde  reule  aud  kepe. 
If  that  the  liite  to  take  kepe, 
I  woll  the  tellen  abouen  all. 
Id  whome  no  verta  male  befall, 
Whiche  yeneth  vnto  the  vicet  rett, 
And  is  of  tlooth  the  tlowett. 

Abtqoe  lahore  Tagut  vir  inatilit  otia  pleeteot, 
Nepcio  quid  preteos  vita  valebit  ei. 

Nod  amor  in  tali  misero  riget,  imo  Talorit, 
Qui  fiu;innt  opera  clamat  habere  tuot. 

Hie  loquitur  Confessor  tnper  ilia  tpecie  accidie, 
que  Ociom  dicitor,  cnint  ooodicio  in  Tirtutam 
CQltma  nnllius  oceopacionit  diligeaciam  ad- 
mittenSf  coioscmnqne  expedicionem  caose  non 
atftifit. 

Avoiio  these  other  of  tloutet  kinds^ 

Whiche  all  labour  set  behinde. 

And  haleth  all  betinet. 

There  is  yet  one*  whiche  Idelnes 

Is  cleped:  and  it  the  norice 

In  mans  kynde  of  euery  vice, 

Whiche  techeth  eaiet  many  fblde. 

In  wy nter  doth  he  nought  for  colde. 

In  tomer  maie  he  nought  for  hetei 

So  whether  that  he  frete  or  tvete, 

Or  be  be  in,  or  be  he  out 

He  woU  ben  ydell  ail  about: 

Bat  if  he  pley  ought  at  dies. 

For  who  at  euer  take  ieet. 

And  thynketh  worthip  to  detente, 

There  b  no  loide  whome  be  woU  teme. 

At  for  to  dwell  in  hit  teruice, 

Bot  if  it  wera  in  tuche  a  wise. 

Of  that  he  teeth  peraoentura. 

That  by  lordtbip  and  by  cooertore. 

He  maie  the  more  stonde  ttille. 

And  Tse  hit  Iddaetseat  wille 

For  he  ne  woll  no  tiauaile  take 

To  ride  lor  hit  ladiet  take, 

Bat  lyneth  all  vpon  hb  witthes. 

And  as  a  eatte  wolde  ete  fitthes 

Without  wetynge  ef  hit  deet: 

So  wolde  ha  do»  but  netbdet 

He  frileth  ofte  of  that  he  wolde* 

My  tonne  if  thou  of  suche  a  mplde 
Alt  made,  now  tell  me  pletne  thy  thrift. 

Nay  fiider  god  1  yeue  a  y  tfl, 
That  toward  looe,  at  by  witte^ 
All  ydell  was  I  neuer  yitte, 
Ne  neuer  thall,  while  1  maie  go. 

Now  tonne  tell  me  than  to. 
What  hast  thou  done  of  besithip 
To  lone,  and  to  the  ladbhip 
Of  bir,  whiche  thy  ladie  it? 

My  fader  euer  yet  er  tbis» 
In  ensiy  place,  in  enery  ttede. 
What  so  my  lady  hath  ma  bade^ 


With  all  myn  heiit^  obedient    • 

I  baue  ther  to  be  diligent. 

And  if  to  It,  that  the  bid  nought. 

What  thyng  that  than  in  to  my  thought 

Cometh  fyrtt,  if  that  1  maie  tuffiie,  * 

I  bowe,  and  profer  nay  teruice. 

Somtime  in  chamber,  tumtyme  in  hiill, 
Right  so  at  1  tee  the  tymet  falK 
And  whan  she  gotli  to  here  maste. 
That  tyme  thall  notight  oucrpatse. 
That  I  ne  approche  bir  ladihede. 
In  aunter  if  I  maie  hir  lede 
Unto  the  cbapell,  and  againe. 
Than  it  not  all  my  wey  io  vayne, 
Somdele  I  maie  the  better  &re 
Whan  I,  that  maie  not  fele  bir  bare, 
May  lede  hir  clothed  in  myn  ^rmCf 
Bot  after  warde  it  doth  me  harme. 
Of  pore  imaginacion. 
For  than  this  coUacion 
I  make  vnto  my  tetoen  ofte. 
And  tay:  Oloide  bowe  the  it  tofte. 
How  she  is  rounde,  bow  the  it  tmaJI, 
Now  wold  god,  I  bad  hir  all 
Without  danngef  at  my  wille. 
And  than  I  sike  and  sit  ttille. 
Of  that  I  tee  my  bety  thought 
It  tomed  Idell  in  to  nought. 
Bot  for  all  that  let  I  ne  maie 
Whan  I  tee  tyme  a  nother  daie, 
That  1  ne  do  my  besinet 
Unto  my  ladiet  worthinet. 
For  I  therto  my  witte  aifaite 
To  te  the  tymet  and  awaite. 
What  it  to  done,  and  what  to  leue. 
And  to  whan  time  it,  by  hir  leue. 
What  thynge  the  byt  me  don,  I  do. 
And  where  the  byt  me  gon,  I  go, 
And  whan  hir  list  to  depe,  I  come : 
Thus  hath  the  ftilliche  ouercome 
Myn  idelneste  till  I  tterue. 
So  that  I  mot  hir  nedet  teme. 
For  at  men  teyo,  node  hath  lawe. 
Thut  mot  I  nedely  io  hirdrawet 
I  teme,  1  bowe,  I  loke,  1  lowte, 
Myn  eie  foloweth  hir  aboute. 
What  to  the  woll  to  woll  I, 
Whan  the  woU  tit,  I  knele  byi 
And  whan  the  ttont,  than  woll  I  stonde: 
And  whan  the  taketh  hir  werke  on  hoodt 
Of  weoyng,  or  of  ambrwidrie^ 
Than  can  I  not  but  mute  and  prie 
Upon  hir  ingert  longe  and  svala:* 
And  nowe  I  thinko,  and  nowe  I  tale. 
And  nowe  1  syoge,  and  nowe  I  tike. 
And  thut  my  contenanco  I  pike. 
And  if  it  fiUI,  as  for  a  tyne^ 
Hir  likcth  nought  abide  byme^ 
But  butien  hir  on  other  tlqfngeSf 
Than  make  1  other  tariengea 
Te  driue  forth  the  longe  dMS^ 
For  me  it  loth  departeawaia. 
And  than  I  aip  so  symple  of  port«^ 
That  for  to  foigne  tome  ditporto 
I  play  with  hir  littell  hounde^ 
Nowe  on  the  bed^  noise  on  the  groyndei 
Nowe  with  the  birdet  in  the  oage. 
For  there  it  none  to  litell.  page, 
Ne  yet  to  symple  a  chambertre. 
That  I  ^  makeh«9k.«V  cherea 
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And  all  for  thei  ihulde  gpelce  wele. 
Thus  mow  ye  see  my  besy  wbele. 
That  goth  not  ydeliche  abonte. 

And  if  hir  lut  to  riden  oute 
On  pUgremage,  or  other  stede, 
I  come,  though  I  be  not  bede. 
And  take  hir  in  myn  arme  alofte^ 
And  set  hir  in  fair  sadle  iofte. 
And  so  forth  lede  hir  by  the  bridell. 
For  that  I  wolde  not  ben  ydelK 
And  if  hir  list  to  ride  in  chare. 
And  that  I  maie  tberof  beware, 
Anone  I  shape  me  to  ride 
Right  eaen  by  the  chares  side. 
And  as  I  maie,  I  speke  amonge, 
And  other  while  I  synge  a  songe, 
Whiche  Ouide  in  his  bokes  made. 
And  said :  O  what  sorowes  gladde^ 
O  whiche  wofull  prosperitee 
Belongeth  to  the  propirtee 
Of  loue?  who  so  woll  hym  seme. 
And  there  fro  maie  no  man  swerae« 
That  be  ne  mote  his  lawe  obeie. 

And  thus  I  ride  forth  my  weie. 
And  am  right  besie  ouer  all 
With  herte,  and  with  my  bodie  all, 
As  I  bane  saide  yon  here  tofore. 
My  good  Mer  tell  therfore. 
Of  ydelnes  if  I  haue  gilte. 

My  Sonne  but  thou  tell  wifte 
Ongbt  elles,  than  I  maie  nowe  here. 
Thou  sbalt  haue  no  penance  here  - 
And  nethdes  a  man  maie  see, 
Ho#e  nowe  a  dales  that  there  bee 
Ful  many  of  snche  hertes  slowe, 
That  woll  not  besien  hem  to  knowey 
What  thynge  loue  is:  till  at  laste. 
That  he  with  strengthe  hem  ouercaste. 
That  maulgre  bem  thei  mote  obey, 
And  done  all  ydelsbip  awey 
To  seme  well  and  besiliche. 

But  ionne  thou  arte  none  of  siche. 
For  loue  shall  the  well  excuse. 
But  otherwise  if  thou  refuse 
To  loue,  thou  might  so  par  caiis 
Ben  ydell,  as  somet3rme  wsis ' 
A  kynges  dongfater  vnanised. 
Till  that  Copide  hir  hath  chastised: 
Wherof  thou  shalt  a  tale  here 
Accordant  vnto  this  matere. 


Hie  ponit  Confeisor  exemptum  eontim  ittoty^qui 
amorifl  occupacionem  omittentes,  graoioris  tn«> 
fbrtunii  casus  expectant,  £t  hanat  de  qoadam 
Armenie  regis  ftlia,  ^fue  haiuamodi  coodicionis 
in  principio  iuueotntis  oeiosa  penSsteris,  minu 
bili  poftea  Tisiooe  castigatay  in  amoria  obsfr- 
quium  pre  ceteris  eQcitur. 

Or  Armenie  I  rede  thus 
There  was  a  kynge,  whiche  Hempus 
Was  bote:  and' he  a  lustie  mayde 
To  dooghter  had,  and  as  men  saide, 
Mir  name  was  Rosipbele, 
Whiche  tho  was  of  great  renome. 
For  she  was  bothe  wise  and  feyre 
And  shulde  be  hir  fiithers  heyre. 
But  she  bad  one  defeut  of  slouth 
Towardes  loue*  and  that  iras  Wfnttu 
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For  so  well  couthe  no  man  tele, 
Whiche  might  set  hir  in  the  weie 
Of  lones  occupacion 
Through  none  imaginacion: 
That  sehole  wolde  she  not  knowe. 

And  thus  she  was  one  of  the  slowe. 
As  of  suche  hertes  besinesse, 
Tdl  whan  Venus  the  goddesse, 
Whiche  loues  courte  hath  for  to  rule. 
Hath  brought  hir  into  better  rule, 
Forth  with  Cupide,  and  with  bis  might. 
For  thei  meraaile  of  suche  a  wight, 
Whiche  tho  was  in  hir  lustie  age, 
Desyreth  nouther  manage, 
Ne  yet  the  loue  of  peramoors, 
Whiche  eiier  hath  ben  the  conraioo  com 
Amonge  hem,  that  lustie  werfe: 
So  was  it  after  shewed  these. 
For  he  that  hie  hertes  loweth 
With  fyrie  darte,  whiche  he  throwetb, 
Cupido,  whiche  of  loue  is  god. 
In  chastisynge  hath  made  a  rod 
To  driue  awaie  hirwantoonesse. 
So  that  within  a  while  I  gesse 
She  bad  on  suche  a  chance  spoamed. 
That  all  hir  mode  was  ooertoraed, 
Whiche  firste  she  had  of  slowe  rnanere. 
For  this  it  foil,  at  thou  shalt  here. 

Whan  come  was  the  moneth  of  maie^ 
She  wolde  walke  vpon  a  dale» 
And  that  was  er  the  sonne  aiitt. 
Of  women  but  a  fewe  it  wist. 
And  forth  she  went  priuely 
Unto  the  parke  wat  fotte  by 
All  tofte  walkende  on  the  giat, 
Tyll  she  came  there  the  lannde  was. 
Through  whiche  there  ran  a  great  rinere. 
It  thought  her  foyre  t  and  saide  here 
I  woll  abide  Tuder  the  tliawe» 
And  bad  hir  women  to  withdrawe^ 
And  there  the  stode  alone  ttille^ 
To  thinke  what  wat  in  hir  wille. 

She  sighe  the  twete  flouret  spiynge. 
She  herde  glad  foulet  synge. 
She  sigh  beastes  in  ber  kynde. 
The  bucke,  the  doo,  the  hert,  the  hynde, 
The  males  go  with  the  fomele. 
And  to  began  there  a  qnarele 
Betwene  loue  and  hir  owne  hertc^ 
Fco  whiche  the  coutbe  not  asteiteu 

And  as  the  caste  hir  eie  abonta 
She  sigh  clad  in  one  sute  a  ronte 
Of  ladies,  where  thei  comen  ride 
A  longe  Ynder  the  woodde  tide. 
On  fayre  ambulende  bors  thei  set. 
That  were  all  white,  foyre  and  grtat. 
And  euerichone  ride  on  tide. 

The  tadels  were  of  suche  a  pride. 
With  perles  and  golde  so  well  begone. 
So  ricbe  sigh  she  neuer  nones 
In  kirtels  and  in  copes  ricbe 
Thei  were  clothed  all  aliche. 
Departed  euen  of  white  and  blewe. 
With  all  Instet,  that  the  knewe 
Thei  were  embioodred  ouer  all. 
Her  bodies  weren  longe  and  small. 
The  beautee  of  her  foyre  foce 
There  maie  none  erthly  thynge  defoce. 
Corownet  on  their  heades  thei  here. 
As  eche  of  bem  a  quene  were. 
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That  all  the  golde  of  Cretut  faill. 
The  leaate  coronall  of  all, 
Might  not  baue  boaghte,  after  the  worth. 
Thus  oomen  thei  ridend  forth. 

The  kynges  doughter,  wbicbe  this  sigh, 
For  pare  abesshe  drewe  hir  adrigh. 
And  belde  her  close  vnder  the  bon(|^. 
And  let  hem  still  ride  enough. 
For  am  hir  thought  in  hir  anise 
To  hem  that  were  of  suche  a  prise. 
She  waa  not  worthie  to  aske  there. 
Fro  when  they  come,  or  what  thei  were} 
Bnt  letter  than  this  wortdes  good. 
She  woMe  haoe  wist  how  it  stoode,  ' 

And  pot  hir  head  a  litell  out: 
And  aa  ahe  loked  hir  abootey 
She  aawe  oomeode  vnder  the  lynde 
A  woman  vpon  an  hors  bebynde. 
The  hofBy  on  whiche  she  rode  was  blacke. 
All  lene,  and  galled  vpon  the  backe. 
And  hsdted,  as  he  that  were  encloied, 
Wherof  the  woman  was  annoied. 
Thna  was  the  hors  in  sorie  plight, 
And  for  all  thai  a  sterre  white 
Amiddes  in  hir  front  she  had : 
Hir  saddell  eke  was  wonder  bad. 
In  whiche  the  wofnll  woman  sat. 
And  netbeles  there  was  with  that 
A  riche  bridell  for  the  nones 
Of  golde  and  precioos  stones: 
Hir  cote  was  somedele  to  tore. 
About  hir  middell  twentie  score 
Of  hors  halters,  and  well  mo 
There  hangen  that  time  tlio. 

Thns  whan  she  came  the  ladie  oigbe, 
Then  toke  she  better  hede,  and  sighe 
The  woman  w^  right  faire  of  face^ 
All  though  hir  lacked  other  grace. 
And  so  this  ladie,  there  she  stode 
Bethought  hir  well,  and  mderstode. 
That  this,  whiche  came  ridende  tho, 
Tidynges  cootbe  tell  of  tho, 
Whiche  as  she  sigh  tofore  ride. 
And  pot  hir  forth,  and  praide  abide. 
And  said?  A  sister  lette  me  here. 
What  ben  thei,  that  riden  nowe  here. 
And  bea  so  richely  arrmied  ? 

This  woman,  whiche  come  so  esmaiecl, 
Answerde  with  foil  softe  speche 
And  saide:  Madame  I  shall  you  teche; 
These  are  of  tho,  that  whitom  were 
Seruanntes  to  lone,  and  tronth  here 
TTheie  as  thei  had  their  hertes  sette. 
Fate  well.    For  I  male  not  be  lette, 
Madame  I  go  to  my  sendee^ 
So  moste  I  haste  in  al)  wise. 
For  thy  madame  yeoe  ipe  lene, 
I  may  not  longe  with  yoi^  leqe. 

A  good  sister  yet  I  preie, 
Tdl  me  why  ye  be  so  beseye, 
A|id  with  these  halters  thus  begone? 

Madame,  whilom  I  was  one, 
Thst  to  my  fother  had  a  kynge 
But  I  was  slowe,  and  for  no  thynge 
Me  liste  not  to  krae  obeie. 
And  that  I  nowe  full  sore  abeic. 
For  I  whilom  qo  lone  had 
Kf  y  bars  is  nowe  feble  and  badde, 
And  all  to  tore  is  myn  armie, 
A|id  eiieiy  jtte  this  fressbe  maie. 


1 


These  lustie  ladies  ride  abonte. 

And  I  must  nedes  sewe  her  route 

In  this  maner,  as  ye  nowe  see, 

And  trusse  her  hallters  fortb  with  mee. 

And  am  but  her  hors  knaue. 

None  other  office  I  ne  baue. 

Hem  thynketh  I  am  worthy  no  more. 

For  I  was  slowe  in  loues  lore. 

When  I  was  able  for  to  lere. 

And  wolde  not  the  tales  here 

Of  hem,  that  couthe  loue  teche. 

Now  tell  me  than  I  you  beserhe, 
Wberfore  that  riche  bridell  serueth  ? 
With  that  awaie  hir  chere  she  swerueth. 
And  gan  to  wepe,  and  thus  she  tolde. 

This  bridell,  whiche  ye  nowe  beholds 
So  riche  rpon  myn  hors  hede 
Madame  aibre  er  I  was  dede 
When  I  was  in  my  lusty  life 
There  fell  in  to  myn  herte  a  strife 
Of  loue,  wbicbe  me  ouercome. 
So  that  therof  hede  I  nome, 
And  thought  I  wolde  loue  a  knight. 
That  last  well  a  fourtenight. 
For  it  no  longer  might  taste. 
So  nigh  my  lyfe  was  at  laste. 

But  nowe  at  laste  to  late  ware. 
That  I  ne  had  hym  looed  are. 
For  death  cam  so  hast  byme 
Br  I  therto  bad  any  tyme, 
That  it  ne  might  ben  acheued. 
But  for  all  that  I  am  releued 
Of  that  my  wille  was  good  therto^ 
I1iat  lone  snffreth  it  be  so. 
That  I  shall  suche  a  bridell  were. 
Nowe  haue  ye  herde  all  myn  answerer 
To  god  madame  I  you  betake. 
And  wameth  all  for  my  sake 
Of  loue,  that  thei  be  nought  idell. 
And  bid  hem  thinke  vpon  my  bridelL 

And  with  that  worde  all  sodenly 
She  passeth,  as  it  were  a  side 
AH  cleane  out  of  the  ladies  sight 
And  tho  for  foare  hir  herte  aflight. 
And  saide  to  hir  selfe:  Alas 
I  am  right  in  the  same  cas. 
But  if  1  line  after  this  daie, 
1  shall  amende  if  I  maie. 

And  thus  homewarde  this  ladie  weal^ 
And  changed  all  hir  firste  entent 
Within  hir  herte,  and  gan  to  sweie. 
That  she  no  halters  w^e  beire. 

Lo  Sonne,  here  might  thou  take  hede. 
Hone  idelnes  is  for  to  drede* 
Nameliche  of  loue,  as  I  haue  writte. 
For  thou  might  vnderstonde  and  witte 
Amonge  the  gentill  nacion, 
Loue  is  an  occnpacion, 
Whiche  for  to  kepe  his  tustes  saue, 
Shulde  euery  gentill  herte  haue. 
For  as  the  ladie  was  chastised: 
Right  so  the  kuigbt  maie  be  auised, 
Wbicbe  idell  is,  and  woU  not  serue 
To  loue,  be  maie  percase  deserue 
A  greatter  peine  than  she  had. 
Whan  she  aboute  with  hir  lad 
The  hors  halters:  and  for  thy 
Good  is  to  be  ware  thertry. 
But  for  to  loken  abouen  all 
These  maideot,  howe  so  \l  M% 
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Thei  shttlde  take  enninple  of  tbit, 
Whkhe  J  baue  tolde:  for  soth  it  it. 

My  ladj  VenQS,  whom  I  seme. 
What  woman  woU  hir  ti^nke  deterue. 
She  male  not  thilke  loue  eschewe 
Of  peramours,  but  she  mote  lewe 
Cupides  I  a  we,  and  netbeles 
Af  eo  sene  suche  loue  selde  in  pees^ 
That  it  nis  cuer  vpon  aspie 
Of  ianglyage,  and  of  fals  eouie. 
Full  ofte  medled  with  disease, 
But  thilke  loue  is  well  at  ease, 
Whiche  sette  is  vpon  mariage. 
For  that  dare  shewen  the  visage 
In  all  places  openly. 
A  great  meruaile  it  is  for  thy» 
Howe  that  a  maide  woU  lette 
That  she  hir  tyme  ne  besette. 
To  haste  vnto  thilke  feste, 
Wherof  the  luue  is  all  honeste. 
Men  male  recouer  losse  of  good. 
But  so  wise  a  man  yet  ncuer  stoodej 
lYbiche  maie  recouer  tyme  ylore: 
So  maie  a  maiden  well  therfore 
Eosample  take,  of  that  she  strangetb 
Hir  loue,  and  longe  er  that  she  changeth 
Hir  berte  vpon  hir  lustes  grene 
To  mariage,  as  it  i^  sene. 
For  thus  a  yere,  two,  or  three 
She  lefte,  er  that  she  wedded  bee. 
While  she  the  change  might  beare 
Of  children,  whiche  the  woride  forbeare 
Ne  may,  but  if  it  shulde  faile. 
But  what  maiden  that  in  hir  spoiisaile 
Wolde  tarie,  wbao  sbe  take  maie. 
She  shall  perchance  an  other  daie 
Be  let,  whan  that  hir  leuest  were : 
Wherof  a  tale  vnto  tbyn  eare, 
Whiche  is  culpable  vpon  this  dede, 
I  thinke  telle  of  that  I  rede. 

Hie  ponit  ezemplum  super  eodem:  Et  narrat  da 
filia  Jepte,  quas  cum  ex  sui  patris  voto  in  holo- 
caustura  deo  oooidiet  ofSerri  deberet,  ipsa  pro 
eo,  quod  virgo  fuit,  et  prolem  ad  augmentatio- 
nem  populi  dei  nondnm  genuisset.  xl.  dierum 
spacium,  vt  cnm  suis  sodalibus  viigioibas  suam 
defleret  vrrginitatem  priusquam  moieretar,  io 
exemplum  aliomm  a  patre  postolaait. 

Amohgb  the  iewet,  as  men  tolde. 
There  was  whilom  by  daies  olde 
Anobfe  duke,  whiche  Jepte  bight: 
And  felle,  be  shulde  go  to  fight 
Againe  Amon  the  cruell  kyng. 
And  for  to  speke  vpon  this  thyng. 
Within  his  berte  he  made  a  ?owe 
To  god,  and  said,  A  lorde,  if  thou 
Wolte  graunt  vnto  thy  man  victorie, 
I  shall  in  tokeh  of  thy  raemorie. 
The  firste  life,  that  1  maie  see, 
Of  man  or  woman,  wher  it  bee, 
A  none  as  1  come  home  ageyne, 
To  the,  whiche  arte  god  sooereyne, 
Sleen  in  thy  name,  and  sacrifie. 

And  thus  with  bis  chiualrie 
He  goth  hym  forth,  so  as  he  sholde. 
And  wanne  all  that  he  Wynne  wolde. 
And  ouercame  his  fumen  alle. 

Maie  no  man  knowe  that  shall  falle. 


This  duke  a  lastie  doa^hter  bad,  *  - 
And  feme,  whiche  the  worldes  sprad. 
Hath  brought  vnto  this  ladies  eare, 
Howe  that  hir  fother  hath  <k>  there. 
She  waytelh  vpon  bis  comynge. 
With  daunsiiige,  and  with  caralynge. 
As  she  that  wolde  be  tofore 
All  other,  and  so  she  was  therfore 
In  Masphat  at  hir  fathers  gate 
The  first:  and  whan  he  Cometh  ther  at» 
And  sigh  his  doughter,  he  to  braide 
His  clothes,  and  wepende  he  saidex 

O  migbtie  god  amonge  vs  here 
Nowe  wote  I,  that  in  no  maoere 
7*his  worldes  ioy  maie  be  plaine. 
I  had  all  that  I  couth  satne 
Ayene  my  fomen  by  thy  grace: 
So  whan  I  came  towarde  this  place. 
There  was  no  gladder  man  than  I: 
But  now  my  lorde  all  sodeinly 
My  ioye  is  touraed  io  to  sorowe. 
For  I  my  doughter  shall  to  morowe 
To  hrwe  and  brenne  in  thy  seruice^ 
To  louynge  of  thy  sacrifice 
Through  myn  auowe,  so  as  it  is. 

The  maiden  whan  she  wist  of  this. 
And  sawe  the  sorowe  hir  fother  made. 
So  as  she  maie  with  wordes  glade 
Comforted  hjrm,  and  bad  hym  boMe 
His  couenant,  as  he  was  beholde, 
Towardes  god,  a»  he  behighu 
But  netbeles  hir  berte  aftight. 
Of  that  ahe  sawe  hir  deathe  comende: 
And  than  vnto  the  grounde  knelende 
Tofore  hir  fother  sbe  is  falle. 
And  saitb,  so  as  it  is  felle 
Upon  this  point,  that  she  shall  deye. 
Of  one  thyng  fint  sbe  wolde  hym  prey. 
That  forty  daies  of  respite 
He  wolde  hir  graunt,  vpon  tbis'plighti^ 
That  she  the  wbile  maie  bew^pe 
Hir  maydenhode,  whiche  sbe  to  kepe 
So  longe  hath  kept,  and  not  be  set, 
Wherof  hir  lusty  youth  is  lette. 
That  she  no  children  bath  forth  drawe 
In  mariage  after  the  lawe: 
So  that  the  people  is  not  encreased. 
But  that  it  might  be  released. 
That  she  hir  t3rme  hath  lore  so 
She  wolde  by  his  leue  go 
With  other  maydens  to  complaine : 
And  afierwarde  voto  the  peine 
Of  death,  she  wolde  come  ageyne. 

The  fether  herde  his  doughter  seyne. 
And  thervpon  of  one  assent 
The  maydens  were  anone  assent. 
That  sbulden  with  his  mayden  wende. 

So  for  to  speake  vnto  this  ende, 
Thei  gone  the  downesand  the  dales. 
With  wepynge,  and  with  wofoll  tales. 
And  euery  wight  fair  maydenhede 
Complayneth  vpon  thilke  nede, 
That  she  no  children  had  bore, 
Wherof  she  bath  hir  youth  lore, 
Whiche  neuer  she  recouer  maie. 
For  so  felle,  that  hir  Uate  daie 
Was  oome,  in  whiche  sbe  shulde  take 
Hir  dethe,  whiche  she  maie  not  forsake. 

Lo  thus  sbe  deyde  a  wofull  maide. 
For  thilke  cause,  whiche  1  said^. 
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Ai  thon  bait  Tsdentonde  aboue. 

Mj  fitlier  as  towafde  tht  loue 
Of  maydens  for  to  telle  tcootbe. 
Ye  hmae  thilke  Vice  of  slouthe 
Me  tbinketh  right  wonder  wel  declared. 
That  ye  the  women  haue  not  spared 
Of  hem  that  tarien  so  b'ehynde* 

Bat  yet  it  ^lletb  in  my  mynde 
Towarde  the  qien,  howe  that  ye  speke 
Of  hem  that  woH  no  trauaile  seke 
In  caose  of  loue  vpoo  deierte. 
To  speke  in  wordes  so  oouerte* 
1  not  what  trauaile  that  ye  ment. 

My  Sonne  and  after  myn  entent 
I  woil  the  telle,  what  1  thought: . 
How  whilom  men  her  loues  boughte^ 
Through  grtat  trauaile  in  strange  iondes. 
Where  that  thei  wrought  with  her  hondes 
Of  armes  many  a  worthy  dede. 
In  sondry  places,  as  men  maie  lede. 

tuem  probat  armoram  probitas  Venus  approbate 
etH^uem 

Torpor  habet  reprobum,  reprobat  ilia  Yinrai. 
Feoora  segnicies  insignia  nescit  amoris, 

Nam  piger  ad  braaium  tardins  ipse  Tenit. 

Hie  loquitur,  quod  in  amoris  causa  militie  probi- 
tas ad  armorum  laboris  exercitium  nullatenus 
'  torpescat. 

That  euery  loue  of  pure  kynde 

Is  fjnt  forth  drewe,  well  I  fynde: 

But  netheles  yet  ouer  this 

Beaerte  dotbe  so,  that  it  is 

'fhe  rather  had  in  many  place. 

For  thy  who  secheth  loues  grace. 

Where  that  these  worthy  women  are. 

He  maie  not  than  him  selue  spare 

Upon  his  trauaile  ^r  to  serve, 

Wherof  that  he  maie  thanke  desenle. 

Where  as  these  men  of  armes  be, 

Sometyme  ouer  the  great  sea. 

So  that  by  londe,  and  eke  by  ship 

He  more  trauaile  for  worshyp. 

And  make  many  hastte  rodes. 

SoBtime  in  P.ruis  sometyme  in  Kodes, 

And  some  time  in  to  Tartaric: 

So  that  these  herauldes  on  hym  crie, 

Vailant  Fayiant,  lo  where  he  goth. 

And  than  be  yeneth  hem  golde  and  cloth: 

So  that  his  fiune  might  sprynge, 

And  to  his  ladies  eare  brynge 

Some  tidynge  ofhis  worthinesse. 

So  that  she  might  of  his  prowesse. 

Of  that  she  heide'men  recorde. 

The  better  rnto  bis  loue  accorde, 

And  daunger  put  out  of  hir  mood, 

Whan  all  men  recorden  good: 

And  that  she  wote  well  for  hir  sake, 

Tliat  he  oo  trauaile  wolI  forsake. 

My  sodne  of  this  trauaile  I  mene, 
^ow  shrine  the:  for  it  shall  be  senc. 
If  tbou  arte  ydell  in  this  cas. 

My  £sther  ye,  and  euer  was. 
For  as  me  thynketh  tniely, 
^at  euery  muk  doth  more  than  I, 
As  of  this  point,  and  if  so  Is, 
That  1  bauo  ought  done  so  er  tbi^ . 


It  is  so  littell  of  accompte,' 

As  who  saith,  it  maie  not  amount 

To  winne  of  loue  his  lustie  yifte. 

For  this  I  tell  you  in  shrifte, 
That  me  were  leuer  hir  loue  winne. 
Than  Kaire,  and  all  that  is  tberinue. 

And  for  to  slea  the  hehthen  all 
I  not  what  good  there  might  fall 
So  mnche  blood  though  there  were  shad: 
This  fynde  1  write,  howe  Chrtste  bad. 
That  no  man  other  shulde  slea. 
What  shulde  I  wynne  ouer  the  sea. 
If  I  my  ladie  loste  at  home? 
But  passe  thei  the  salte  fome. 
To  whom  Christe  bad  thei  sbuldeo  preche 
To  all  the  worlde,  and  his  feith  teacbe. 
But  now  thei  rucken  in  her  nest,    • 
And  resten,  as  hem  liketh  beste 
In  all  the  swetnes  of  delices. 
Thus  thei  defenden  ts  the  vices. 
And  sitten  hem  selfe  all  amidde, 
To  slea  and  fight,  thei  vs  bidde. 
Hem  whom  thei  shuld,  as  the  boke  sailba^ 
Conuerten  vnto  Christes  faithe. 
But  herof  haue  I  great  meruaile, 
How  that  thei  shuld  me  bid  trauaile* 
A  sarazyn  if  1  slea  shall^ 
I  slea  the  soule  forth  withall: 
And  that  was  neuer  Christes  lore: 
But  now  boo  therof  I  sale  no  more. 

But  I  won  speke  rpon  my  shrift. 
And  to  Cupide  I  make  a  yifte. 
That  who  as  euer  price  deserue 
Of  arme,  I  woll  loues  seme. 
As  thoo^  I  shulde  hem  bothe  kepe, 
Als  well  yet  wolde  I  take  kepe, 
When  it  were  time  to  abide. 
And  for  to  trauaile,  and  for  to  ride. 
For  how  as  euer  a  man  laboure 
Cupide  appointed  hath  his  houre. 

Hie  allegat  Amans  in  sui  excusatioB^m,  qvafiter 
Achilles  apud  Troiam  propter  amorem  Miseoe 
anna  sua  per  atiquod  tempus  dimiiit. 

For  I  haue  herde  tell  also, 
Achilles  lefte  his  armes  so, 
Both  of  hjrm  selfe^  and  of  his  men,- 
At  Troie  for  Polixen, 
Upon  hir  lone  when  he  foU : 
That  for  no  chance  that  befell 
Amonge  the  grekes,  or  rp  or  downe, 
He  wolde  nought  ayene  the  towne 
Ben  armed,  for  the  loue  of  hir: 
And  so  me  tbinketh  leue  syr, 
A  sum  of  armes  maie  him  reste 
Sometyme  in  hope  for  the  beste, 
If  he  maie  fynde  a  werre  nerre, 
What  shulde  I  than  go  so  ferre? 
In  strange  londes  many  a  mile 
To  ride,  and  lese  at  home  tbeA  while 
My  loue,  it  were  a  shorte  bejete 
To  winne  cbafK;,  and  lese  whete. 
But  if  my  ladie  bide  wolde. 
That  I  for  hir  loue  sholde 
Trauaile,  me  thynketh  truely, 
I  might  flee  through  out  the  skie. 
And  go  through  out  the  depe  sea, 
For  all  ne  sette  1  not  a  strea. 
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Whatthonke  that  I  myght  da  gete. 
What  belpeth  a  man  haue  mete. 
Where  drinke  lackethe  on  the  bonle: 
What  belpeth  any  mansworde: 
To  aaie  howe  I  trauaile  ftiste. 
Where  aa  me  faileth  at  laste 
That  thynge,  whiche  I  trauaile  fore, 

0  in  good  tymc  were  he  bore. 
That  might  atteine  tuche  a  mede. 
But  certes  if  I  might  gpede 
With  any  maner  besinesse 

Of  worldes  traoaile  than  I  gesse. 
There  shulde  me  none  idelship 
Departe  from  hir  ladiship. 

Bat  this  I  flee  on  dates  nowe. 
The  blynde  god  (I  wote  not  howe) 
Cupido,  whiche  of  loue  is  lorde, 
He  lette  the  thynges  in  discorde. 
That  thai  that  lest  to  Jone  entende, 
Fiill  ofte  he  woll  hem  yene  and  sonde 
Moflte  of  his  grace:  and  thus  I  fynde. 
That  he  that  shulde  go  behyade, 
Goth  maty  a  tyme  ferre  to  fore. 
So  wote  I  not  right  well  therfbre, 
On  whether,  borde  that  1  shall  saile. 
Thtts  can  I  nought  my  selfe  connsaile^ 
But  all  I  sette  on  auenture, 
And  am,  as  who  saith,  out  of  cure. 
For  ought  that  I  can  sey  or  do. 
For  enermo  1  fynde  ft  so. 
The  more  besinesse  I  laie. 
The  more  that  T  knele  and  praie, 
With  good  wordes,  and  with  softe. 
The  more  I  am  reftised  ofte 
With  besiaes,  and  maie  not  winne. 
And  in  good  feith  that  is  great  sinne. 
For  I  maie  seie  of  dede  and  thought. 
That  idell  man  haue  I  be  nought 
For  howe  as  euer  that  I  be  deslaide. 
Yet  euermore  I  haue  assaide. 
But  though  my  besynesse  laste. 
All  is  but  ydall  at  laste. 
For  whan  tbefiecte  is  idefaiesse, 

1  not  what  ^ynge  is  besinesse. 
Saie  what  auaileth  all  the  dede, 
Whiche  nothynge  belpeth  at  nede. 
For  the  fortune  of  euery  fame 
Shan  of  his  ende  beare  a  name. 

And  thus  for  ourht  is  yet  befalle. 
An  idell  man  I  woll  me  calle. 
And  after  myn  entendement, 
But  ypon  your  amepdefnent . 
Myn  boly  father,  as  you  semeth. 
My  reason  and  my  cause  demeth. 

My  ion  I  haue  herde  of  thy  matere. 
Of  that  thon  hast  the  shryuen  hen. 
And  for  to  speake  of  idell  liure, 
Me  semeth  that  thun  tharst  not  care. 
But  only  that  thou  might  not  spede. 
And  therof  soone  I  wcA  the  rede 
Abide,  and  haste  not  to  faste 
Thy  dedes  ben  eoeiy  daie  to  caste 
Thou  nost,  what  chance  shall  betide: 
Better  is  to  waite  vpon  the  tide. 
Than  rowe  ayenste  the  stremes  strongs* 
For  though  so  be  the  thynke  Iqnge ; 
Percase  the  reuolucion 
Of  heoen,  and  thy  condidoii 
Ne  be  not  yet  of  one  acco^e. 
But  (  daf^  make  this  recorde 


To  Venus,  whose  priest  that  I  am:^ 
That  sithen  that  I  hither  cam 
To  here,  as  she  me  badde,  .thy  life, 
Wherof  thou  els  be  gyltife,' 
Thou  might  herof  thy  conscience 
Excuse,  and  of  great  diligence, 
Whiche  thou  to  loue' hast  so  dispendec^ 
Thou  oughtest  wel  to  be  commended. 

But  if  so  be,  that  there  ought  &ile 
Of  that  thou  slottthest  to  trauaile 
In  armes  for  to  ben  absent. 
And  for  thou  makest  an  argument 
Of  that  thou  saidest  here  abone. 
How  Achilles  through  strength  of  loae 
His  armes  left  for  a  Uirowe: 
Thou  Shalt  an  other  tale  knowe, 
Whiche  is  contrarie,  as  thou  sltalt  witl& 

For  this  a  man  maie  finde  writte» 
Whan  that  knighthode  shall  be  weired. 
Lust  matie  not  than  be  preferred: 
The  bed  mot  than  be  forsake. 
And  sbelde  and  spare  on  bond  take, 
Whiche  thing  shall  make  hem  after  glade» 
Whau  the!  be  worthy  knigbtes  made : 
Wherof,  so  as  it  cometh  to  honde, 
A  tale  thou  shalt  vnderstonde. 
How  that  a  knight  shall  armes  sewe. 
And  for  the  whUe  his  ease  escbewe. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  amoris  delectamento  postposiio, 
miles  arma  sua  preferre  debet,  Et  ponit  exenu 
plum  de  Ulyssoy  cum  ipse  a  hello  Troiano  lupi. 
ter  amorem  Penelope  remanere  domi  Yoluisset^ 
Nauplos  pater  Palamidiscum  tantis  sennofM^u* 
allocutus  est,  quod  Ulysses  thoro  sue  coniygia 
relicto  labores  armorum  Tiia  cum  aliis  Troia 
magnanimis  subibat. 

Upon  knightbode  \  rade  thus, 
Howe  whilom  the  kjng  Naoplus, 
The  Auler  of  Palamides, 
Came  for  to  preyen  Vlysses, 
With  other  Gregois  eke  also. 
That  he  with  hem  to  Troie  go. 
Where  that  the  siege  shulde  be, 

Anone  fpon  Penelope 
His  wife,  whom  that  he  loneth  bote, 
Thinkend,  wolde  hem  nought  behote: 
But  he  shope  then  a  wonder  wile, 
Howe  that  he  shulde  hem  best  begile. 
So  that  be  might  dwelle  stille 
At  home;  and  wekl  his  loue  at  wille: 
Wherof  eriy  the  morowe  daie. 
Out  of  his  bed,  where  that  he  laie^ 
Whan  he  was  vp,  he  gan  to  fare 
In  to  the  felde,  and  loke  and  stai^, 
As  he  whiche  feigneth  to  be  wood: 
He  toke  a  plough,  where  that  it  stoode, 
Wherin  anone  in  stede  of  oxes 
He  let  do  yoken  great  Foxes, 
And  with  great  salt  the  londe  he  sewe^ 

But  Nauplus,  whiche  the  cause  knewe, 
Ayeue  the  sleighte,  whiche  he  feigneth. 
Another  sleighte  anone  ordeineth. 
And  fell  that  tyme  Vlysses  had 
A  childe  to  sonne,  and  Nauplus  bad. 
How  men  that  sonfie  take  sholde. 
And  set  hym  vpon  the  molde« 
Where  that  his  fode^  helde  the  plough^ 
In  thilkr  fbroiigh,  whichq  he  tho  dnmgl^ 
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For  in  sach  wise  lie  ilioaght  astai^y 
How  it  VlyntB  sbolde  pait. 
If  Uiat  h«  were  wood  or  none. 

The  knightes  (or  tUe  child  forth  gone, 
Teleouiclius  anone  was  (ette^ 
Tofoi«  the  plough  and  euen  sette» 
Where  that  his  hder  shulde  driae. 
B«xt  whan  ]ie  sawe  his  cbilde  as  bliae» 
He  drof  the  plough  oat  of  the  weye. 
And  Nauplos  tho  began  to  seye. 
And  hath  halfe  in  a  iape  cried: 
O  Vijrssesi  thou  art  aspied, 
What  ia  all  this  thou  woldest  mene? 
For  openliche  it  is  nowe  sene. 
That  though  hast  feigned  all  this  tfayog. 
Whiche  is  great  shame  to  a  kynge, 
Whan  that  for  lust  of  any  slouthe, 
'Thbo  Wilteti  a  quarel  of  trouthe 
Of  anoaes  thilke  honour  forsatte, 
And  dwelle  at  home  for  looes  sake. 
For  better  it  were  honour  to  wynne 
Thcb&  loue,  whiche  likynge  is  ynne. 
'  For  thy  take  worship  Tpon  honde. 
And  elles  thou  shalt  Tnderstondey 
These  other  wprthie  kynges  all 
Of  Greoe,  whiche  vnto  the  call, 
Towardes  the  wol  be  ri^t  wrotb. 
And  greoe  the  per  chans  both: 
Whiche  shall  be  to  the  double  shame. 
Most  for  the  hyndryng  of  thy  nanie« 
That  thov  for  slouthe  of  any  loue, 
Shalt  so  thy  lustes  set  aboue. 
And  lene  of  armes  the  knigbthode, 
Whiche  is  the  price  of  thy  maobode* 
And  ought  first  to  be  desired. 

But  he,  whiche  bad  his  herte  fired 
Upon  his  wife,  whau  be  this  berde. 
Nought  one  word  there  ayene  answerdCy 
But  tometh  home  halusm  ashamed. 
And  hath  with  in  hym  selfe  so  tamed 
His  herte,  that  all  the  sotie 
Of  lone  for  cbioalrie 
He  lefte,  and  be  bym  leef  or  loth, 
To  Troie  forth  with  hem  he  gotb. 
That  he  hym  might  not  eicuse. 
Thus  stent  i^  if  a  knight  refuse 
The  lust  of  armes  to  trauaile. 

There  maie  no  wortdes  ease  anaile. 
But  If  worship  be  with  all, 
And  that  hath  shewed  oueralU 
For  it  sitwel  in  all  wise 
A  knight  to  ben  of  highe  emprise. 
And  putteu  all  drede  aweye. 
For  in  this  wise  I  haue  herd  seye. 

Hie  narrat  super  eodem,  qoaliter  Laodomta  regis 
Protbesalai  Txor,  Yolens  ipsum  a  belJo  Troiano 
secnm  retinere,  fatalem  sibi  mortem  in  porta 
Troie  prenoneiauit :  sed  ipse  militiam  potius- 
quam  oda  afitectans,  Troiam  adiit:  vbi  soe 
DKNlis  precio  perpetoe  laudis  Cronicam  ademit 

Thb  worthie  knight  Prothesalaie 
On  his  passage,  where  he  laie 
Toward  Troie  thilke  siege. 
The  whiche  was  all  his  owne  liege 
Laodomie  his  lustie  wife, 
Whiche  for  bis  I6ue  was  pensife. 
As  he  whiche  all  hir  hert  had 
Vpon  a  thyng,*wberof  she  drad. 


A  letter,  for  to  make  hym  dwella 
Fro  Troie,  send  hym,  thus  to  telle, 
Howe  she  bath  asked  of  the  wise 
Toucbend  of  hym  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  tbei  haue  done  hir  vnderetoade. 
Toward  other  bowe  so  it  stonde. 
The  destyne  it  hath  so  shape, 
That  he  shall  not  the  deth  escape, 
In  caas  that  he  anriue  at  Troie, 
For  thy  as  to  hir  woiides  ioye. 
With  all  htr  herte  she  hym  preyde^ 
And  many  another  cause  alleyde. 
That  he  with  hir  at  home  abide. 

But  he  hath  cast  hir  letter  a  side. 
As  he  whiche  thb  no  manere  hede 
Toke  of  hir  womaqlicbe  drede : 
And  forth  he  goth,  as  nought  ne  were 
To  Troie,  and  was  the  firste  there, 
Whiche  londeth,  and  toke  arriuaile. 
For  hym  was  leoer  in  the  battaile. 
He  seith,to  deyen  as  a  knight,  . 
Than  for  to  Hue  in  all  his  might. 
And  be  reproued  of  bis  name. 

Lo  thus  Ypon  the  worldes  fame 
Knigbtfaode  hath  euer  yet  beset, 
Whiche  with  no  cowaidis  is  let. 

Adhuc  super  eodem  qualiier  Rex  Saul,  non  ob« 
stante  quod  Samuelem  a  Pbitonissa  soscitatom 
et  coniuratum  responsum,  quod  ipse  in  bello 
moreretor,  accepisset:  hoites  tamen  suos  ag- 
grediens  militie  famam  cunctis  huius  vite  blaa** 
dimentis  preposuit. 

Or  kynge  Saul  also  I  flnde, 
Whan  Samael  out  of  hiskinde. 
Through  that  the  Phitooes  haUi  lered 
In  Samarie,  was  arered 
iKxige  tyme  after  that  he  was  dede. 
The  kynge  Saul  hym  asketh  rede. 
If  that  be  shall  go  fight  or  none. 

And  Samuel  hym  said  anone. 
The  first  dale  of  the  bataile 
Thou  sbalte  be  slain  without  foile. 
And  lonathas  thy  sonne  also. 

But  bowe  as  eiier  it  telle  soo. 
This  woilhy  knight  of  bis  courage 
Hath  Tndertake  the  viage, 
And  wolde  nought  his  knighthode  let 
For  no  penile  he  couth  set: 
Wherof  that  both  his  sonne  and  he. 
Upon  the  |tIount  of  Gelboe 
Assemblen-with  hir  enemies. 
For  tbei  knighthode  of  suche  a  pris 
By  olde  dales  than  helden, 
That  tbei  none  other  thyog  behdden. 
And  thus  the  foder  for  worship. 
Forth  with  his  sonne  of  felanship. 
Through  lust  of  armes  weren  dede. 
As  men  maie  in  Che  bible  rede, 
Tbei  wbos  knighthode  is  yet  in  mynde. 
And  shall  be  to  the  worlde  ende. 

Hie  loqmtur,  quod  miles  in  suis  primordiii  ad  au^ 
daciam  prouocari  debet  Et  narrat  qoaliter 
Chiro  Centaurus  Aehillem,  qui  secum  ab  infkn- 
tia  in  montem  Peleon  educauit,  vt  andax  effl- 
ceretur,  primitus  edocuit,  quod  cum  Ipse  vena- 
tionibus  ibidem  insisteret,  leones,  et  ttgrides, 
huinsmodique  aulmalia  sibi  resistencta,  et  nulla 
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alia  ftigitiud  agitareiy  et  sic  Achilles  in  iiiiien- 
tate  animatus  faznosissime  milicie  probitaiem 
postmodum  adoptauit. 


AVD  for  to  token  oaermore, 
Ir  bath  and  shall  ben  euennore. 
That  of  kni^htbode  the  prowesie. 
Is  grounded  vpon  hardinesse 
Of  bym  that  dare  well  vndertake: 
And  who  that  wolde  ensamplc  take 
Upon  the  forme  of  knightes  lawe. 
How  that  Achilles  was  forth  drawe 
With  Chiro,  whiche  Centaurus  bight. 
Of  many  a  wonder  here  he  might. 
For  it  stood  tbiike  time  thns, 
That  this  Cbiro  this  Centaurus 
Within  a  large  wyldernesse. 
Where  was  lyon  and  leonesse. 
The  leparde,  and  the  Tygre  also. 
With  hert,  and  bynd,  buk,  and  do. 
Had  bis  dwellynge,  as  tho  befille 
Of  Peleon  vpon  the  hille: 
Wberof  was  than  mochell  specbe, 
Tliere  hath  Cbiro  this  childe  to  teche. 
What  tjrme  be  was  of  twelue  yere  age. 
Wherof  to  maken  his  oours^e 
The  more  hardy  by  other  weye. 
In  the  forest  to  hunt  and  pleie 
Whan  that  Achilles  walke  wolde, 
Centaurus  badde,  that  he  ne  sbolde 
After  no  best  make  his  cbas, 
Whiche  wolde  fleen  out  of  bis  place: 

As  bucke  and  do,  and  herte  and  hynde. 
With  whiche  he  maie  no  werre  fynde. 
But  tho,  that  wolden  bym  withstonde. 

There  shuld  he  with  his  darte  oo  honde 
Upon  the  Tygre  and  the  lion 

Purchace  and  make  bis  venison. 

As  to  a  knight  is  accordant: 

And  tberupon  a  oouenant 

This  Cbiro  with  Achilles  set. 

That  eoery  daie  without  let 

He  shidd  seche  a  craell  best. 

Or  sle  or  wounden  at  the  lest^ 

So  that  he  might  a  token  brynge 

Of  bloude  Tpon  bis  bomecomynge. 
And  thus  of  that  Cbiro  hym  taught, 

Achilles  sucbe  an  herte  caught. 

That  he  no  more  a  lion  drad, 

Whan  he  his  darte  on  bonde  had. 

Than  if  a  lion  were  an  asse, 

And  that  hath  made  bym  for  to  passe 

Al  other  knightes  of  his  dede. 

Whan  it  cam  the  great  nede. 

As  it  was  aftei^arde  w^l  knowe. 
Lo  thus  my  son  thou  ntight  kno#e. 

That  the  courage  of  bardioesse 

Is  of  knighthode  the  prowesse, 

Whiche  is  to  loue  sufflsant 

Abouen  all  the  reoienant. 

That  ?nto  loues  courte  pursue. 
But  who  that  wolde  no  slouthe  eachewe 

Upon  knif  bthode,  and  not  trauaile, 

I  not  what  lone  hym  shulde  auaile: 

But  euery  lobour  asketb  why 

Of  some  rewarde,  wherof  that  I 

Bnsamples  couth  tell  enough. 

Of  hem  that  towarde  loue  drough 

By  olde  dates,  as  thei  sbolde. 
My  frdfiir  tberof  here  I  wolde. 


My  soone  it  is  well  reafonble     • 
In  place,  whiche  is  honourable. 
If  that  a  man  his  herte  sette,  • 

.That  than  be  for  no  slouth  letta 
To  do  what  longeth  to  manhede* 

For  if  thou  wolt  the  bokes  rede     ^ 
Of  Launoclot,  and  other  mo, 
There  might  thou  seen,  how  it  wu  tlw 
Of  armes,  for  thei  wolde  atteine 
To  loue,  whiche  witbooten  peine 
Maie  not  be  gette  of  Idelnes, 
And  that  I  take  to  witnesse 
An  olde  Cronike  in  speciall, 
The  whiche  in  to  memoriall 
Is  writte  for  bis  loucs  sake, 
Howe  that  a  knight  shall  Tndert&ke. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  miles  priusqoam  amorls  ampletu 
dignus  efficiator,  euentus  bellicos  •▼ictonosiw 
amplectere  debet,  at  narrat  qualiter  Hercules  et 
Achillous  propter '  Deianiram  Calidonie  regie 
filiam  singulareduellum  adinuioeift  inianuit,  cv- 
ius  victor  Hercules,  existens  amonan  nerilis 
amorem  virginis  laodabiliter  conqueatauit* 

There  was  a  kynge,  wludie  Oenea 

Was  bote,  and  be  Tuder  pees 

Held  Calidonie  in  his  empyre: 

And  had  a  dougbter  Deianite, 

Men  wiste  in  thilke  tyme  none. 

80  Ikyre  a  wight,  as  she  was  on«. 

And  as  she  was  a  Insty  wight, 

Right  so  was  than  a  noble  knight. 

To  whom  Mercuric  iader  was. 

This  knight  the  two  pilers  of  bras. 

The  whiche  yet  a  man  maie  fynde 

Set  vp  in  the  deserte  of  Inde, 

That  was  the  worthy  Hercules,  ' 

Whos  name  shall  ben  endeles< 

For  the  meruailes,  whiche  he  irroogbt* 
This  Hercules  the  loue  sought 

Of  Deianire,  and  of  this  thynge 

Unto  hir  foder,  whiche  was  kynge 

He  spake  touchend  of  mariage. 
The  Vyuge  knowend  his  hie  linagt. 

And  drad  also  his  mightes  stenie, 
To  bym  ne  durst  bis  dougbter  werna. 

And  netheles^  this  he  bym  seyde, 

Howe  Acbilous,  er  he^  fyrst  preydo 
To  wedden  hir:  and  in  acorde 
Tbei  stode,  as  it  was  of  recorde. 

But  for  all  that^  this  be  him  grannteth. 
That  whiche  of  hem,  tiiat  other  dauntelb. 
In  armes,  hym  she  shulde  take^ 
And  that  the  kynge  hath  rndertake. 

.  This  Acbilous  was  a  geaunt, 
A  subtill  man,  a  deceiuaunt, 
Whiche  through  Magike  and  soreerie 
Coutfae  all  the  woride  of  trecherie. 
*    And  whan  that  he  this  tale  berde, 
Howe  vpon  that  the  k3mge  answerde^ 
With  Hercules  be  must  feigbt: 
He  trusteth  nought  rpon  his  sleight 
Al  onely,  whan  it  cometh  to  nede : 
But  that,  whiche  Toideth  all  drede. 
And  euery  noble  herte  stereth 
The  loue,  that  no  lyfe  forbereth, 
For  his  lady,  whome  h^  desyretb. 
With  hardinesse  his  berte  fyreth. 
And  sent  bym  worde  without  faiJe, 
That  be  woU  take  the  bataiJe. 
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Tbei  aettendaie,  tbei  chosen  felde. 
The  knigbtcs  couered  voder  shelde 
T6  ^yder  come  at  tyme  sette, 
Aod  eche  one  is  with  other  mette. 
It  fell  tbei  Ibus^hten  bothe  on  foote, 
There  was  no  stone,  there  was  no  roote, 
Whiche  might  letten  hem  the  weie, 
Bot  all  was  voide  and  take  anreie. 

Tbei  smiten  strokes  but  a  fewe. 
For  Hercules,  whiche  wolde  shewe 
Hifl  great  strengthe,  as  for  the  nonei 
He  atert  vpon  hym  all  at  ones. 
And  caught  hym  In  his  arraes  stronge. 

This  geanot  wote,  he  maie  not  longe 
Endure  voder  to  harde  bondes. 
And  tbottght  he  wolde  out  of  his  hondes 
By  aleigfate,  in  some  maner  escape. 
And  as  he  contbe  hym  selfe  ibrshape 
In  lykenesse  of  an  adder  he  slipte 
Out  of  his  hoode,  and  forthe  he  skipte^ 
And  ofte,  as  he  that  fyghtwolle. 
He  tomeCh  hym  into  a  bolle. 
And  gan  to  belowe  in  snche  a  tonne 
At  though  the  worlde  shuM  all  go  donoe: 
The  ground  he  spometh,  and  he  trannceth, 
Hit  large  homes  he  auauncetfi. 
And  cast  hem  here  and  there  abonte. 

Bat  he,  whiche  stant  of  h^m  no  doate« 
Awaiteth  well  whan  that  he  came. 
And  b]rm  by  bothe  homes  nam. 
And  all  at  ones  he  hym  caste 
Unto  the  gronnde,  and  helde  hym  fiiste. 
That  be  ne  might  with  no  sleight 
Out  of  hit  honde  gete  vpoo  height. 
Till  he  was  ooercome,  and  yolde. 
And  Hercules  hath  what  he  wnide. 

The  kynge  hym  graunted  to  falfille 
His  askynge  at  his  owne  wille. 
And  the,  for  whome  be  had  serued, 
Hir  thought  he  hath  hir  well  deseraed. 
And  thus  with  great  deserte  of  armes 
He  wan  bjrm  for  to  ligge  in  armes. 
As  he  whiche  hath  it  dere  abought. 
For  otiierwiae  shulde  he  nonght. 

4 

Nota  de  Penthesilea  Amazonie  r^ina,  que  Hec* 
toris  amore  coUigata,  contra  Pirrum  Acbiliis 
filium  apad  Troiam  arma  fone  etiam  person- 
aliter  non  rocusauit. 

AWD  oner  this  if  thou  wilte  here 
Upon  knighthode  of  this  mattere. 
How  loue  and  armes  ben  acqoeinted, 
A  man  maie  see  both  writte  aod  peinted« 
So  ferforth,  that  PenthetUe, 
Whiche  wat  the  queue  of  Femioe, 
The  loue  of  Hector  for  to  seke, 
And  for  thonour  of  annes  eke, 
To  Troie  cam  with  spare  and  shelde. 
And  rode  hir  selfe  in  to  (he  felde. 
With  maidens  armed  all  a  route^ 
In  rescut  of  the  Towoeaboute, 
Whiche  with  the  grekes  was  belein* 

Kota  qualiter  Philimenis  propter  militie  ihmam  a 
finibua  terre  in  defensionem  Troie  veniens,  tres 
pnellaa  a  regno  AmazonieqnolTbetanno'perci- 
piendas  sibi  et  heredibus  suis  imperpetanm  ea 
de  cansa  habere  promerait. 


J  Fro  Paphlagonie  and  at  men  sein, 
Whiche  stant  vpon  the  worldes  ende,  - 
That  tyme  it  liked  eke  to  wende 
Philimenis,  whiche  wat  kynge. 
To  Troie,  and  came  vpon  thit  thynge 
In  helpe  of  thilke  noble  towue. 
And  all  was  that  for  the  renoune 
Of  worship  and  of  worldes  fame; 
Of  whiche  he  wolde  beare  a  name. 
And  so  he  did,  and  forth  with  all 
He  wan  of  loue  in  speciall 
A  foire  tribute  for  euermo. 
For  it  felle  thilke  tyme  so, 
Pyrrus  the  tonne  of  Achillea 
This  worthy  queue  amonge  the  pret 
With  dedely  swerde  sought  out,  and  fonde. 
And  slough  hir  with  his  owne  honde. 
Wfaerof  this  kynge  ef  Paphlagonie 
Penthesile  of  Amazonie, 
Where  she  was  quene,  with  hym  ladde. 
With  suche  maidens  as  she  hadde 
Of  hem  that  were  left  aliue. 
Forth  in  his  ship,  till  tbei  arioe. 
Where  that  the  body  was  begrane 
With  worship,  and  the  women  sane. 
And  for  the  goodship  of  this  dede, 
Tbei  graonten  hym  a  lostie  mode. 
That  euery  yere,  for  his  truage. 
To  hym  and  to  his  heritage. 
Of  maidens  faire  he  shall  faaue  three. 
And  in  this  wise  spedde  hee, 
Whiche  the  fortune  of  armes  soughtf 
With  his  trauaile  his  ease  he  bought. 
For  other  wise  he  shulde  bane  foUed, 
If  that  he  had  nought  trauailed. 

• 

Nota  pro  eo,  quod  Eneas  legem  Tarnum  in  hello 
deuicit,  non  solum  amorem  Lauine,  sed  et  reg<« 
nnm  Italic  sibi  tubiugatnm  obtinoit. 


Enbas  eke  within  Itaile 
Ne  had  he  wonne  the  bataile. 
And  done  his  might  so  besily 
Ayene  kynge  Tome  his  enemie, 
Ne  htd  nought  Lauine  wonne. 
But  for  he  hath  hym  oner  ronne    * 
Aod  gat  his  pris,  he  gat  hir  loue. 

By  these  ensamples  here  abotto, 
Lo  powe  my  sonne,  at  I  haoe  tolde, 
Thou  might  wel  see,  who  that  is  bolde. 
And  dar  trauaile,  and  vndertake 
The  cause  of  loue,  he  shall  be  take 
The  rather  vnto  loues  grace. 
Forcomonlicbe  in  worthie  place 
The  women  louen  worthinesse 
Of  manhode,  and  of  gentilnesae. 
For  the  gentils  be  most  desired. 

My  fader  but  I  were  inspired 
Through  lore  of  you,  I  wote  no  weycf 
What  gentilneste  is  for  to  seye: 
Wherof  to  telle  I  yon  beseche^ 

The  gnmnde  my  tonne  for  to  seche 
Upon  this  diffinicion^ 
The  worldes  constttucion 
Hath  set  the  name  of  gentilneste 
Upon  the  fortune  of  richesse: 
Whiche  of  longe  tyme  is  falle  in  age. 
Than  is  a  man  of  highe  linage 
After  the  forme  as  thou  sbaH  here. 
But  no  tiiynge  after  the  matere. 
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For  who  that  ttuon  vndentonde^ 
VpoD  ridieue  it  mmie  not  ■tonde. 
For  that  ii  thyug,  wbicbe  fiuteth  ode. 
For  he  that  stant  to  daie  alofte, 
And  all  the  woride  hath  in  hii  wooet. 
To  morowe  he  falleth  all  at  ones 
Out  of  riches  in  to  pouerte; 
So  that  therof  is  no  deserte, 
Whiche  gentUnesse  maketh  abide. 
And  for  to  loke  on  other  side, 
Howe  that  a  gentilman  is  bore: 
Adam,  whiche  was  all  tofore, 
With  Eue  his  wife,  as  of  hem  tiro 
All  was  alicbe  gentili  tbo» 
80  that  of  generacion 
To  make  declaracion, 
There  maie  no  gentilnes  bee. 
For  to  the  reason  if  we  see 
Of  mans  byrtbe  the  measure. 
It  is  so  coaunoo  to  natnre. 
That  it  yetieth  euery  man  aliehe. 
As  well  to  the  poore  as  to  the  ridie. 
For  naked  thai  ben  bore  bothe. 
The  loide  no  more  hath  for  to  clothe. 
As  of  bym  that  like  throwe. 
Than  hath  the  poorest  of  the  rowe. 
And  whan  thei  shnll  both  passe, 
1  not  of  liem  whiche  hath  the  lasse 
Of  worldes  good,  but  as  of  charige. 
The  lorde  is  more  for  to  chaif  e. 
Whan  fod  shall  his  accompte  here. 
For  he  hath  had  his  lustes  here. 
Bnt  of  the  body,  whiche  riiall  deye. 
All  though  there  be  diuers  weye 
To  deth,  yet  is  there  but  one  ende. 
To  whiche  that  euery  man  shall  wende. 
As  well  the  begger  as  the  lorde. 
Of  one  nature  of  one  accorde. 

She  whiche  our  olde  mother  is 
The  erthe,  dothe  that  and  this 
Receyueth,  and  alicbe  deuonretli. 
That  she  to  nouther  pait  fononreth. 
So  wote  I  nothyng  after  kinde. 
Where  I  maie  gentillet  finde. 
For  lacke  of  vertue  lacketb  of  grace, 
Wherof  Rtcbesse  in  many  place. 
Whan  men  best  wene  for  to  stonde. 
All  sodeinly  goth  out  of  honde. 
But  fvrtue  sette  in  the  courage, 
There  maie  no  woride  be  so  saluage, 
Whiche  might  it  take  and  done  awaye^ 
Till  when  that  the  body  derei 
And  than  he  shall  be  ricbed  so^ 
Thai  it  maie  ftiile  neuermo. 

So  maie  that  well  be  gentilnesM, 
Whiche  yeueth  so  great  a  sikernes* 
For  after  the  condiciou 
or  reasonable  intencion, 
The  whiche  ont  of  the  soule  growetb, 
And  the  vertoe  fro  vice  knoweth, 
Wherof  a  man  the  vice  escheweth. 
Without  slouth,  and  rertue  seweth. 
That  is  a  very  gentili  man: 
And  nothyng  els,  whiche  be  can 
Ne  whiche  he  hath,  ne  whiche  he  maie. 

But  for  all  that  yet  nowe  a  daie. 
In  lones  courte  to  taken  hede. 
The  poore  vertue  shall  not  spede. 
Where  that  the  ricbe  vice  wowetb. 
For  selde  it  is,  that  loue  alloweth 


The  gentili  man  witbonten  good^ 
Though  his  condicion  be  gMd. 

Bnt  if  a  man  of  bothe  two 
Be  riche  and  vertnous  also : 
Than  is  he  well  the  more  worth. 
But  yet  to  put.hjrm  selfe  forth. 
He  must  done  his  besinesse 
For  notber  good,  ne  gentilnesM 
Maie  helpen  hem,  whiche  idel  becw 

But  wbo  that  woll  in  his  degre 
Tmuaile  so,  as  it  belongeth, 
It  happeth  ofte,  that  he  fongeth 
Worship,  and  ease  bothe  two. 
For  euer  yet  it  hath  be  so. 
That  loue  honest  in  sondrie  wey 
Profiteth:  for  it  dothe  aweye 
The  vice:  and  as  the  bokes  seyne. 
It  maketh  curteis  of  the  Yileyne, 
And  to  the  oowarde  hardiesse 
It  yeoeth:  so  that  the  veiy  prbwetse 
Is  caused  vpon  lones  reule. 
To  bym  that  can  manhode  reule: 
And  eke  towarde  the  womanhede. 
Who  that  therof  woU  taken  hede. 
For  though  the  better  afiaited  bee 
In  euery  thyng,  as  men  maie  see. 
For  loue  hath  euer  his  lustes  greoe 
In  gentili  folke,  as  it  is  sene, 
Whiche  thyng  there  maie  no  kind  areiL 

I  trowe  that  there  is  no  beste. 
If  he  with  loue  shulde  acquaint. 
That  he  ne  wolde  make  it  queint 
As  for  the  while,  that  it  last. 

And  thus  I  conclude  at  last. 
That  the!  ben  idell,  as  me  semeth, 
Wbicbe  vnto  thyng,  that  lone  demetb. 
For  slonthen,  that  thei  sbnlden  do. 

And  ouer  this  my  sonne  also. 
After  the  vertue  morall  eke 
To  speke  of  loue  if  1  shall  sake 
Amonge  the  holy  bokes  wise, 
t  finde  writte  in  suche  a  wise* 

Nota  de  amore  charitatii,  vbi  dicit^  qoi  nan  diligity 
manet  in  moite.  " 


Who  loueth  not,  as  here  is  dead. 
For  lone  aboue  all  other  is  head, 
Whiche  hatb  the  Tertoes  for  to  lede. 
Of  all  that  vnto  mannes  dede 
Belongeth.    For  of  iddship 
He  hateth  all  the  Mauship. 
For  slouthe  is  ener  to  despise, 
Whiche  in  disdeigne  hatb  all  apprise. 
And  that  accordeth  nought  to  oun. 
For  he  that  wit  and  reason  can. 
It  sit  hym  wel,  that  he  trauaile 
Upon  suche  thyng,  which  might  auaile. 
For  iddship  is  nought  comended, 
But  euery  lawe  it  hath  defended. 
And  in  ensample  tbenrpon 
The  noble  wise  Salomon, 
Wbicbe  had  of  eoery  thyng  insight, 
Seith:  As  the  birdes  to  the  flight 
Ben  made,  to  the  man  is  bore 
To  laboor,  whiche  is  no«ght  foibore 
To  hem,  that  thinken  for  to  thriue* 
For  we,  wbicbe  are  nowe  a  line. 
Of  hem  that  besy  whilom  were 
(As  wel  i^  tcbole  as  els  where) 
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Kowe  eoeiy  dale  ensaiQple  take. 
That  if  it  were  nowe  to  make 
Tfajrof^  which  that  thei  firate  fooaden  out. 
It  ahuld  not  be  brpugbt  ahoat. 
Her  liues  than  were  jonyef 
Her  wittes  great,  her  mightes  strong* 
Hex  heKes  ftiU  of  besinetfe, 
Wherof  the  worldes  redioe9ie» 
In  body  both,  and  in  coniige, 
Stant  euer  vpon  his  aiiaotgga : 
And  for  to  drawe  in  to  memorie 
Her  names  bothe,  and  bfr  hutorie 
Upon  the  verto  of  her  dode 
In  sondry  bokes  (hou  might  red^. 

Expeditde  manibat  labor,  Tt  de  cotidtanis 
Actibus  ac  vit^  Tjfiere  poscit  homo. 

Scd  qui  doctrina  6au^  fert  xqcpte  labores 
Pneuak^  et  meriU  perpetufta.parat. 

Hie  loqaitor  contra  ociosps  qooscunqpey  et  maxi- 
me  contra  ittos,  qui  excellentig  prudentie  inge- 
nium  hsbeates  absque  fructa  opcmm  torpes- 
cunt.  Et  pooit  exemplom  de  dJIigentia  pre- 
decessonim.  qui  ad  totius  humani  generis  doc* 
trinam  et  aQzilinm  suis  continuis  laboribus  et 
stndiis  gratia  mediaote  diuina  artes  et  scientias 
primitus  inoenenint. 

Of  en^y  wisdome  4he  parfite 

The  bigbe  god  of  his  spirite 

Yafe  to  men  in  ertb  here. 

Upon  the  forme  and  the  matere, 

Of  that  he  wolde  make  hem  viite 

And  thos  cam  in  the  firste  aprise 

Of  bokes,  and  of  all  good, 

Throagh  hem,  that  whilom  vnderstode 

The  lore,  whiche  to  hem  was  yeue : 

Wherof  these  other,  that  nowe  liue 

Ben  euery  daie  toleme  newe:  • 

But  er  the  tyme  that  men  sewe, 

And  that  the  labour  forth  it  brought. 

There  was  no  come,  though  men  it  sought 

In  none  of  all  the  fieldes  oute> 

And  er  the  wisedome  cam  aboute 

Of  hem,  that  first  the  bok6s  writte. 

This  maie  wel  euery  wise  man  witte. 

There  was  great  labour  eke  also. 

Thus  was  none  idel  of  the  two. 
That  one  the  plough  hath  vndertake 
With  labour,  whiche  the  hood  hath  take. 

That  other  toke  to  stodie  and  muse. 
As  he  whiche  wolde  not  refuse 
The  labour  of  his  wittes  all: 
And  in  this  wise  it  is  befall 
Of  labour,  whiche  that  thei  begonne 
We  be  now  taught,  of  that  we  conne. 
Her  besines  is  yet  to  aeene. 
That  it  stant  euer  aliche  greene. 
All  be  it  so  the  bodie  deye,  . 

The  name  4>f  hem  shall  nener  aw^ej 
In  the  Cronicke  as  I  finde, 
Cham,  whos  labour  is  yet  in  myndc, 
Was  he,  whiche  tirste  the  letters  fonde. 
And  wrote  in  habrewe  with  his  honde 
Of  natorall  philosophie. 
He  fonde  first  also  the  d^rgie. 
Cadmus  the  letters  of  gregois 
First  made  rpon  his  owne  choite. 

Theges  of  thyng,  whiche  sfaal  btisU 
He  was  the  first  augur  -of  all, 

vol*  II. 


And  Philemon  by  the  visage 
Fonoe  to  descriue  the  courage. 

Cfaudins,  Esdras,  and  ^ulpices, 
Termegis,  Pandulfe,  and  FngidiUes» 
Menander,  Ephiloquorus, 
Solinus,  Pandas,  and  losephus. 
The  first  were  of  enditours 
Of  olde  Cronike,  and  eke  fiuctoars. 

And  Herodot  in  bis  science 
Of  metre,  of  ryme,  and  of  cadence 
The  first  was,  whjcbe  men  note. 
And  of  musike  also  tbe  note 
In  mans  voyce  or  softe  or  sharpe. 
That  fonde  loball,  and  of  the  harpe 
The  mery  sowne,  whiche  is  to  like, 
That  fonde  Paulins  forth  with  pbislke. 

Zeuzis  fonde  first  the  portrature : 
And  Promaetheus  the  sculpture. 
After  what  forme  that  hem  thought. 
The  resemblace  anon  thei  wroaght. 

Tuball  in  yron  apd  in. stele 
Fonde  first  the  fbrge,  gnd  wixMigbt  it  vele. 

And  ladahel,  as  saith  the  boke, 
Firste  made  nette,  and  fishes  toke. 

Of  hontyng  eke  he  ibnde  tbe  chace, 
Whiche  nowe  is  knowe  iu  many  place. 
A  tent  of  clothe  with  corde  and  stake 
He  sette  vp  first,  and  did  it  make. 

Herconius  of  cokerie 
First  made  the  delicacie. 

The  crafte  Myneure  of  wolle  fbnde. 
And  made  cloth  hir  awne  honde. 

And  Delbora  made  it  of  lyne. 
Tbe  women  were  of  great  engyne. 

But  thyng  which  yeueth  mete  and  driake. 
And  doth  the  labour  er  for  to  swynke, 
To  till  the  londes,  and  sette  the  vines, 
Wherof  the  come  and  tbe  wynes 
Ben  sustenance  to  mankyndc, 
in  olde  bokes  as  I  finde, 
Saturaus  of  his  owoe  wit 
Hath  fbunde  first:  and  more  yit 
Of  chapmenhode  he  fonde  the  weye. 
And  eke  to  coygne  the.  money 
Of  sondry  metall,  as  it  is. 
He  was  the  first  man  of  this. 
But  bowe  that  metall  earn  a  place 
Through  mans  wit  and  goddes  grace 
The  route  of  philosophers  wise 
Contreueden  by  sondry  wise. 
First  for  to  gette  it  out  of  myne. 
And  after  for  to  trie  and  fine. 

And  also  with  great  diligence 
Thei  fonde  tbiike  experience, 
Whiche  cleped  is  Alconomie, 
Wherof  the  siluer  multiplie 
Thei  made,  and  eke  the  golde  also. 
And  for  to  telle  howe  it  is  so 
Of  bodies  seuen  in  speciall 
With  foure  spirites  io5mt  withall, 
Stant  the  substance  of  this  inatcre. 
The  bodies,  whiche  I  speke  of  here. 
Of  the  pianettes  ben  begonne 
The  golde  is  titled  to  the  sonne, 
Tbe  moone  of  siluer  hath  his  part. 
And  Iron  that  stonde  vpoo  Mart, 
Tbe  leed  after  Satoroe  groweth. 
And  lupiter  the  brasse  bestoweth. 
The  copper  sette  is  to  Venus, 
And  to  his  part  Mercurius 
I  I 
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Hath  the  quicke8ilQer,at  it  fallctb. 

The  whiche  after  the  boke  it  calleth 

Is  first  of  thilke  foure  named 

Of  spirites,  whtcbe  beo  proclaimed. 

And  the  spirite,  whiche  is  seconde. 

In  Sal  Armoniake  is  fonnde: 

The  tbirde  spirite  Sulphur  is, 

The  fourth  sewende  after  this 

Arcennium  by  name  is  bote, 

With  blowyng  and  with  fires  bote. 
,  In  these  thynges,  whiche  I  saye, 

Thei  worchen  by  diuers  waye. 

For  as  the  philosopher  tolde 

Of  golde  and  siluer  thei  ben  bolde 

Two  principall  extremitees, 

To  whiche  all  other  by  degrees 

Of  the  metalles  ben  accordant. 

And  so  through  kinde  resemblant: 

That  what  man  couth  awaie  take 

The  rust,  of  whiche  thei  woxen  blake. 

And  the  sauodr  of  the  bardnes, 

Thei  shulden  take  the  sikenes 

Of  golde  or  siluer  parfectly. 
Sut  for  to  worcbe  it  sikeriy 

Betwene  the  corps  and  the  spirite, 

Er  that  the  metall  be  parfite 
In  seuen  formes  it  is  sette 
Of  all:  and  if  one  be  lette, 
The  remenant  may  not  auaile: 
But  other  wise  it  male  nought  faile. 
For  thei,  by  whom  this  art  was  founde, 
To  euery  poynt  a  certayne  bounde 
Ordetnen,  that  a  man  maie  fynde, 
This  craite  is  wrought  by  wey  of  kinde. 
So  that  there  is  no  ftdlace  in. 
But  what  man  that  this  werke  begyn. 
He  mote  awaite  at  euery  tide, 
So  that  uothynge  be  lefte  a  side. 

Fyrst  of  the  dbtillacion* 
Forth  with  the  congellacion, 
Solucion,  Discencion, 
And  kepe  in  his  entencton 
The  point  of  sublimacioo, 
And  forth  with  Calcinacion 
Of  very  approbacion, 
Do  that  there  be  fixacion, 
With  temperate  betes  of  the  fyre, 
Tyll  he  the  psfffite  Elixer 
Of  thilke  philosophers  stone 
Maie  gette,  of  whiche  that  many  one 
Of  philosophers,  whilome  write : 
And  if  thou  wolt  the  names  wite 
Of  thilke  stone,  with  other  two, 
Whiche  as  the  clerkes  maden  tbo. 
So  as  the  bokes  it  recordeti, 
The  kynde  of  hem  I  shall  recorden. 

Nota  de  tribus  lapidibus,  quos  philosophi  com- 
posueinnt:  qoorum'primus  est  lapis  vegetabilis, 
qui  sanitatem  oonseruat,  Secundns  dicitur  lapis 
Auimalis,  que  membra  et  Tirtutes  sensibiles 
fortificat,  Tertius  dicitur  lapis  mineralis,  que 
omnia  metalla  purificat,  et  in  suum  perfectum 
natural!  potentia  deduciL 

These  olde  philosophers  wise. 
By  wey  of  kynd^  in  sondrie  wise 
Tbre  stones  made  through  ciergie. 
The  fyrste  I  shall  speoifie. 
Was  cleped  Vegetabilis: 
Of  whiche  tb^  proprc  Teitae  is 
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To  mans  heale  for  to  serae,* 

As  for  to  kepe  and  to  presenie 

The  body  fro  sickenes  all. 

Till  death  of  kynde  vpon  hym  &II. 

The  seconde  stone  I  the  bebote 

Is  lapis  Animalis  bote: 

Tbe  whose  vertue  is  propre,  and  eontb 

For  eare,  and  eie,  nose,  and  mouth, 

Wherof  a  man  maie  here  and  see. 

And  smeile,  and  taste  in  his  degree. 

And  for  to  fele,  and  for  to  go 

It  helpetb  a  man  of  both  two: 

Tbe  wittes  fine  be  vnderfongeth 

To  kepe,  as  it  to  hym  belongetb. 

Tbe  tbirde  stone  in  speciaJl 
By  name  is  cleped  Minerall, 
Whiche  the  mettals  of  euery  mjme 
Attempreth,  till  that  thei  ben  fyne. 
And  puretb  hem  by  snche  a  wey. 
That  all  tbe  vice  goth  awey 
Of  rust,  of  sty  nke,  and  of  hardnes : 
And  wban  thei  ben  of  sucbe  clennes. 
This  minerall,  so  as  T  fynde, 
Transformeth  all  the  fyrste  kynde. 
And  maketh  hem  able  to  conceiue 
Through  bis  vertue,  and  receiue 
Both  ill  substance  and  in  figure 
Of  golde  and  siluer  the  nature. 
For  thei  two  ben  thextremitees. 
To  whiche  after  the  propertees 
Hath  euery  metall  his  desire^. 
With  helpe  and  comforte  of  the  fyre. 
Forth  with  this  stone,  as  it  is  saide, 
Whiche  to  the  sonne  and  moone  is  laide: 
For  to  the  redde,  and  to  the  white 
This  stone  hath  power  to  profite. 
It  maketh  muitiplicacion 
Of  golde,  and  the  fixacion 
It  causeth,  and  of  his  habite 
He  doth  the  werke  to  be  parfite 
Of  tbiike  Elixer,  whiche  men  call 
Alconomy,  as  is  befalle 
To  hem,  that  whilom  were  wise. 
But  now  it  stant  all  olberwise. 
Thei  speken  faste  of  tbiike  stone. 
But  howe  to  make  it,  nowe  wote  none. 
After  tbe  soothe  experience. 
And  netheles  great  diligence 
Thei  setten  vp  thilke  dede, 
And  spillen  more  than  thei  spede. 
For  alway  tbei  fynde  a  lette, 
Whiche  bringeth  in  pouertee  and  dette 
To  hem,  that  riche  were  tofore, 
Tbe  losse  is  had,  the  lucre  is  lore: 
To  get  a  pounde  tbei  spenden  fine, 
1  not  how  suQhe  a  crafte  shall  thriue» 
In' tbe  maner  as  it  is  vsed. 
It  were  better  be  refosed, 
Than  for  to  i^'orchen  vpon  wene 
In  thynge,  wbiche  stant  not  as  tbei  wene 
But  not  for  thy  who  that  it  knewe. 
The  science  of  hym  selfe  is  trewe. 
Upon  the  forme,  as  it  was  founden, 
Wherof  the  names  yet  be  grounded 
Of  hem,  that  first  it  founden  out: 
And  thus  the  fame  goth  all  about 
To  sucbe  as  soughten  besines 
Of  vertue,  and  of  wortbines. 
Of  whom  if  I  the  names  call, 
Hermes  was  (me  the  Qnt  of  all^ 
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To  whom  tbis  arte  is  motte  applied: 
Geber  Uierof  was  mafrnifiedy 
And  Ortolan,  and  Morien, 
Amonge  the  wbjohe  is  Auicen, 
Whicbe  fonde  and  wrote  a  great  partie 
The  practike  of  AJconomie: 
Whose  boket  plainly,  as  thei  stonde 
Upon  this  crafte,  fewe  vnderstonde, 
But  yet  to  put  hem  in  assaie. 
There  ben  full  many  nowe  a  daie. 
That  knowen  littell  what  tbei  meoe, 
It  is  not  one  to  wite,  and  wene. 
In  forme  of  wordes  tbei  it  trete. 
But  yet  tbei  fallen  of  beyete. 
For  of  to  moche,  or  of  tp  lite. 
There  i^  algate  founde  a  wite: 
So  that  thei  fulowe  not  the  line 
Of  the  perfecte  medicine, 
Whiche  grounded  is  vpon  nature: 
But  thei  that  writen  tbe  scriptoie 
Of  Greke,  Arabe,  and  Caldee, 
Thei  were  of  suche  auctoritee. 
That  thei  first  fbunden  out  the  wey 
Of  all  that  thou  hast  herde  me  sey. 
Wberof  tbe  cronike  of  her  lore 
Shall  stonde  in  price  fur  euermore. 
But  fowarde  our  marches  here 
Of  tbe  Latins,  if  thou  wolt  here 
Of  hem  that  whilom  vertuous 
Were,  and  tberto  laborious. 
Carroent  tnade  of  hir  engine 
The  first  letters  of  latine, 
Of  whiche  the  tonge  romayn  came, 
Wherof  that  Aristarcus  name. 
Forth  with  Donat,  and  Bidymns 
The  fyrste  rule  of  schole,  as  thus, 
Howe  that  latine  shall  be  compowned. 
And  in  what  ^Ue  it  shall  he  sowncd,     * 
That  euerr  worde  in  his  degree 
Sbal  stonde  vpon  congroitee. 

And  thiike  time  at  Rome  also 
Was  Tullius  Cicero, 
That  writeth  vpon  Retborike, 
How  that  men  shulde  her  wordes  pike 
After  tbe  forme  of  eloquence, 
Whicbe  18,  men  seine,  a  great  prudence. 
And  after  that  out  of  bebrewe 
Jerome,  whicbe  the  langage  knewe. 
The  Bible,  in  whicbe  tbe  lawe  is  closed, 
In  to  latine  be  hath  transposed. 
And  many  an  other  writer  eke 
Out  of  Caldee,  Arabe,  and  Greke, 
With  great  labour  the  bokes  wise 
Translateden,  and  otherwise 
Tbe  latins  of  hem  selfe  also 
Her  study  at  thiike  tyme  ^ 
With  great  trauaile  of  schole  toke 
In  soodry  forme  for  to  loke, 
That  we  maie  t4|ke  her  euidence 
Upon  the  lore  of  tbe  science 
Of  craftes  bothe,  and  of  clergie, 
Amonge  the  whiche  in  poesie 
To  the  louers  Guide  wrote 
And  taughl,  if  loue  be  to  hote. 
In  what  maner  it  shulde  akele. 

For  thy  my  sonne  if  that  thou  Me, 
That  loue  wrynge  the  to  sore, 
Beholde  Guide,  and  take  his  lore. 
My  father  if  thei  might  spede. 
My  loue,  I  wolde  hi^  bokes  rede. 


And  if  they  techen  to  restresme 

My  loue,  it  were  an  idell  peyne 

To  leme  a  tbynge,  whiche  mai  not  bee. 

For  liche  vnto  the  grene  tree. 

If  that  men  take  his  roote  aweie: 

Right  so  myn  hertc  shulde  deie. 

If  that  my  loue  be  withdrawe, 

Wberof  touchende  vnto  this  sawe 

There  is  but  onely  to  purse  we 

My  loue,  and  idelship  escbewe. 

^  My  good  Sonne  sooth  to  seye. 

If  there  be  stker  any  weye  , 

To  loue,  thou  hast  saide  the  best. 

For  who  that  woll  haue  all  his  rest. 

And  do  no  trauaile  at  nede, 

It  is  no  reason  that  he  spede. 

In  loues  cause  for  to  wynne. 

Fur  he,  whicbe  dare  nothyng  begynnei 

I  not  what  thyng  he  shulde  acheue. 

But  ouer  this  thou  shalte  beleue,  ' 
So  as  it  sit  the  well  to  knowe. 
That  there  hen  other  vices  slowe, 
Whiche  vnto  loue  do  great  lette. 
If  thou  thyn  herte  vpon  hem  sette. 

P^rdit  homo  cauiiam  linquens  sua  iura  sopori, 
Et  quasi  dimidiom  pars  sua  mortis  habet 

Est  in  amore  vigil  Venus,  et  que  habet  vigilanti, 
Gbsequium  thalamis  fiert  vigtlata  suis. 

Hie  loquitur  de  Somnolentia,  quse  Accidie  Came- 
raria  dicta  est,  cuius  natura  semimortua  alicui- 
us  negotii  vigilias  obseruari  soporifero  torpore 
recusat,  vnde  quatenus  amorem  concemit  Con- 
fessor Amanti  diJigentius  opponit. 

Towards  the  slowe  progenie 
There  is  yet  one  of  companie, 
And  he  is  cleped  Somnolence, 
Whiche  dothe  to  Slooth  his  reuerence. 
As  he  whiche  is  his  chamberlein. 
That  many  an  honderde  tyme  hath  lein 
To  slepe,  when  he  shulde  wake. 
He  hath  with  loue  truce  take, 
That  wake  who  so  wake  will, 
If  he  maie  couche  adov/ne  his  bill. 
He  hath  all  wowed  what  hym  list, 
Thlit  ofte  he  goth  to  bedde  vnkist, 
And  saith,  that  for  no  druerie 
He  woU  not  teue  his  sluggardie. 

For  though  no  man  wold  it  alowe. 
To  slepe  leuer  than  to  wo  we 
Is  his  maner,  and  thua  on  nightes 
When  he  seeth  the  lusty  knightes 
Reuelen,  where  these  women  afe, 
Awey  he  sculketh  as  an  hare. 
And  gothe  to  bed,  and  leyth  hym  sofle. 
And  of  his  slouthe  he  dremeth  ofte, 
How  that  he  sticketh  in  the  mire. 
And  howe  he  sittetb  by  the  fire. 
And  claweth  on  his  bare  skankes. 
And  howe  he  clymeth  vp  the  bankes. 
And  falleth  in  the  slades  depe. 
But  then  who  so  take  kepe. 
When  he  is  &lle  in  sncbe  a  dreme. 
Right  as  a  ship  against  the  streme 
He  routeth  with  a  slepie  noyse. 
And  broustleth  as  a  monkes  froyse. 
When  it  is  throwe  in  to  the  panne. 
And  otberwhile  selde  whanne 
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That  he  maie  dreme  m  loitie  sweu^, 

Hym  thinketh  as  tboughe  he  were  in  heuen: 

And  as  the  vorid  were  holly  his. 

And  than  be  speaketh  of  that  end  this, 

And  maketh  his  exposicion 

After  his  disposicion, 

Of  that  he  wold,  and  in  suche  wise 

He  dothe  to  lone  all  his  seraise. 

1  not  what  thonke  he  shall  deserue. 

But  Sonne  if  thoa  wolte  loue  serue, 

I  rede  that  thou  do  not  so. 
A  good  fiither  certes  no, 

I  had  leaner  by  my  trouth, 

Er  I  were  sette  on  suche  a  sloutb. 

And  beare  suche  a  slepye  snoute, 

Bbthe  eien  of  my  head  were  out. 

For  me  were  better  ftiUy  die. 

Than  I  of  suche  sli^gardie 

Had  any  name,  god  me  sbilde. 

For  whan  my  mother  was  with  childe^ 

And  I  lay  in  her  wombe  close, 

I  wolde  rather  Atropos, 

Whiche  is  goddesse  of  all  death, 

Anooe  as  I  had  any  breathy 

Me  had  fro  my  mother  cast. 
But  nowe  I  am  notbyng  agastf 

Ithankegod:  forLacfaesh«« 

Ne  Cloto,  whicfae  hir  felawe  i^, 

Kf  e  shopen  no  loehe  desttnee. 

Whan  tbei  at  my  natiuitee 

My  werdei  setten  as  tbei  wolde. 

But  tbei  me  shopen  that  I  sholde 

{[schewe  of  slope  the  tmandise, 

80  that  I  hope  in  sucbe  a  wise 

To  loue  for  to  ben  excused. 

That  I  no  sompnolence  haue  vscd. 

For  certes  father  Genius, 
Yet  vnto  nowe  it  hath  be  thus 
Atalltymeifitbefelle, 
So  that  1  might  come  and  dwelle 
In  place  there  my  lady  were» 
I  was  not  slowe  ne  slepy  there* 
For  than  I  dare  well  vuderta^e. 
That  whan  hir  list  on  nightes  wake 
In  chambre  as  to  carole  and  daunce^ 
Me  thinke  I  maie  me  more  auaunce 
If  I  may  gone  vpon  hir  honde. 
Then  if  I  wynne  a  kynges  londe. 
For  whan  I  maie  hir  honde  beclip. 
With  suche  gladnes  I  daunce  and  skip, 
Me  thinketh  I  toucbe  not  the  floore. 
The  Ro,  whiche  renneth  on  the  moove 
Is  than  nought  so  light  as  I. 
So  mowe  ye  witten  all  for  thy, 
That  for  the  tyme  slepe  I  hate, 
And  whan  it  fidleth  other  gate. 
So  that  hir  liketh  not  to  daunce. 
But  on  the  dyes  to  caste  a  chauBoey 
Or  as ke  of  loue  some  demannde, 
Or  eh  that  hir  list  commsonde 
To  rede  and  here  of  Troilns, 
Right  as  she  wolde,  so  or  thus, 
I  am  all  redie  to  consent. 
And  if  so  is,  that  I  maie  bent 
Somtyme  amonge  a  good  leyser, 
So  as  I  dare  of  my  desire, 
I  telle  a  part:  but  whan  I  praie, 
A  none  she  biddeth  me  90  my  weye. 
And  saith:  it  is  forre  in  the  iMght« 
And  I  swcre»  it  is  euea  light 


But  as  it  falleth  at  bitt^ 

There  may  no  worldes  wfe  lact. 

So  mote  I  nedes  fro  hir  wende9 

And  of  my  watche  asadie  an  ende. 

And  if  she  than  hede  toke, 

Howe  pitousliche  on  hir  I  ktcke. 

Whan  that  I  shall  my  leue  take, 

Hir  ought  of  mercy  for  to  stake 

Hir  daunger,  whiche  saith  euer  naieu 
But  he  seith  often,  Haoe  good  daie. 

That  lothe  is  for  to  take  bis  kue. 

Therfore  while  I  maie  belene, 

1  tary  forth  the  night  alonge. 

For  it  is  nought  00  me  ak«ge. 

To  slepe,  that  I  soone  go. 

Till  that  I  mote  algate  so. 

And  than  I  bidde,  god  hirvce. 

And  so  downe  knelende  on  my  knea^ 

I  take  Icoe,  and  if  I  shall, 

I  kisie  hir,  and  go  foith  withaR. 

And  other  while,  if  that  I  dore, 

Er  I  come  folly  at  dore, 

I  toume  ayene,  and  feigne  a  thynge. 

As  though  I  had  lost  a  rynge. 

Off  somwhat  ds,  for  I  wolde 

Kisse  hir  eftsoone,  if  I  shukle. 

But  selden  is,  that  I  so  spede. 

And  whan  I  see,  that  I  mote  nede 

Departe,  I  departe,  and  than 

With  all  my  herte  I  curse  and  banae. 

That  euer  slepe  was  made  for  eye. 

For  as  me  thinketh  I  might  drie 
Without  slepe  to  waken  euer, 

So  that  I  shulde  not  disseuer 
Fro  hir,  in  whom  is  all  my  light. 
And  than  1  curse  also  the  night. 
With  ail  the  will  of  my  courage, 
And  sale.  Away  thou  blacke  image, 
Whiche  of  thy  derke  doudie  foce 
Makestall  the  worldes  light  defooe. 
And  causest  Toto  slepe  awaye. 
By  whiche  I  mote  nowe  gone  awaye 
Out  of  my  ladies  compa«ie. 
O  slepy  night  I  the  dcfie. 
And  wolde  that  thou  lay  in  pretse 
With  Proserpine  the  goddesse. 
And  witli  Pluto  the  belle  kynge. 
For  till  I  se  the  daie  springe, 
I  sette  slepe  nought  at  a  rissbe. 
And  with  that  worde  I  sigh  and  wisshe. 
And  saie:  A  why  ne  were  it  daie. 
For  yet  my  lady  than  I  maie 
Beholde,  though  I  do  no  more. 
And  efte  I  thinke  fortbermore. 
To  some  man  howe  the  night  doth  ease 
Whan  he  hath  thyng,  that  may  hym  pt 
The  longe  night  by  his  side. 
Where  as  I  foile,  and  go  beside. 
But  slepe,  I  not  wherof  it  senieth. 
Of  whiche  no  man  his  thanke  deserueth 
To  get  hym  loue  in  any  place. 
But  is  an  hyndrer  of  his  grace. 
And  maketh  hym  dead  as  for  a  IhrovTe, 
Right  as  a  stocke  were  ouerthrowe. 
And  so  my  fader  in  this  wise 
I1ie  slepy  nightes  I  despise: 
And  euer  a  middes  of  my  tale 
I  thinke  Tpon  the  nightyngale, 
Whiche  slepeth  not  by  wey  of  kynda 
For  lotte^  in  bokes  aa  I  ffode. 
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Tbu  at  iMte  I  fo  tb  bedde^ 
And  yet  myn  herte  tielii  to  weddo 
With  hir,  where  as.  I  cam  fro, 
Though  I  departs,  he  woll  not  so, 
There  is  no  locka  maia  sbet  hym  oate« 
Hym  nedeth  nought  to  gOBeaboate, 
That  peroe  maie  the  haide  valK 
Thus  is  he  with  hir  ooerall 
That  be  hirleef,  or  he  loih, 
In  to  hir  bed  myn  herte  ^otb : 
And  sofkdy  taketh-hir  in  his  anne, 
And  feleth  howe  that  she  is  waftna. 
And  wissheth  that  Ihs  body  wem 
To  fele,  thakha  feleth  ther^ 

And  thus  my  seUeo  i  tomeat, 
lyil  that  the  dead  depe  me  heat* 
But  thaa  by  a  thoosand  looie, 
Wd  more  than  I  was  tobie 
I  amtonnented  in  my  slepe: 
But  that  I  dreme  b  not  on  shape. 
For  I  ne  thyaka  naught  on  wuU, 
But  I  am  dretched  to  the  fnll 
Of  lone,  (hat  I  bane  to  kepe: 
That  nowe  I  laugh  and  nowe  I  wepe, 
And  nowe  I  lese  and  nowe  I  wynne> 
And  nowe  I  ende»  and  nowe  beginne: 
And  other  while  idrene,  and  mete. 
That  I  alone  with  hir  mate. 
And  that  daunger  is  lafte  behynde: 
And  than  in  slepe  soche  ioye  i  ffude, 
That  I  ne  bede  naoer  awaka 

But  after,  whan  I  bede  take. 
And  shall  ariie  vpon  the  morowe. 
Than  is  all  tomed  in  to  sorowe: 
Nought  for  the  cau^  I  shall  arisa, 
But  for  I  mette  in  suche  a  wise. 
And  at  laste  I  am  bethought^ 
That  all  is  ▼aine,'and  ha^petb  noaght. 
But  yet  me  tbyvketh  by  my  wille, 
1  wold  haae  ley  and  slepe  stille. 
To  meten  euer  of  tuohe  a  sweuen. 
For  than  I  had  a  slepie  beuen. 

OOHFESBOR. 

My  Sonne  and  for  thou  telkst  so, 
A  man  maie  finde  of  tyme  a  go. 
That  many  a  sweuen  hath  be  ccrteyn, 
All  be  it  80,  that  8om  men  seyn, 
Tliat  sweuens  ben  of  no  credence: 
But  for  to  sbewe  in  enidence. 
That  they  foil  ofte  soth  tbynges 
Be  token,  1  thynke  in  my  wrytinges 
To  telle  a  tale  therapon, 
Whiche  felle  by  old  dayes  gone. 

Hie  pooit  exemplum,  qnaliter  scxnnia  prenoiticc 
veritatis  quandoque  certitudlnem  figurant.  £t 
narrmt,  quodcom  Ceixrex  Trocenie  pro  reforma- 
tione  fratris  sui  Dedalionis  in  ascipitrem  trans- 
nmtati  percgre  proficiscens  in  mari  Iodkius  a 
paftria  dimersns  fuerat,  luno  mittens  Iridem 
nunciam  snam  in  partes  Chimerie  ad  domum 
somni  iusiit,  quod  ipse  Alcione  dlcti  regis  Txori 
huius  rei  euentum  per  somnta  certificaret.  Suo 
facto  Alciona  rem  pcrscrutans  corpus  mariti 
sui,  ^bi  super  fluctns  mortaus  iactabatnr,  in- 
ueoit:  que  prodolore  angustifita  cupiens  corpus 
amplectere,  in  altum  mare  super  ipsiim  prosililt, 
vnde  dii  misertj  amborum  corpora  in  aues^  que 


adbuc  Alciooas  dicte   sunt,  snbito  connarte- 
runt. 

This  fynde  I  writte  inn  poesie, 
Ceyz  the  kynge  of  Trocenie 
Had  Alceon  to  his  wyfe, 
Whiche  as  hir  owne  hertes  lyfe 
Hym  louetb,  and  he  had  also 
A  broder,  whiche  was  cleped  tho 
Dedalion,  and  be  par  cas. 
Fro  kynde  of  man  forshape  was 
Iq  to  a  goshauke  of  likenes. 
Whereof  this  kynge  great  heauinesse 
Hath  take:  and  thought  in  his  courage 
To  gone  vpon  a  pilgremage 
lo  a  strange  region. 
Where  he  hath  bis  deuocion 
To  done  his  sacrifice,  and  preye. 
If  that  he  might  iu  any  weye 
Tovranles  the  goddes  fynde  grace. 
His  broders  hele  to  porchace. 
So  that  he  might  be  reformed, 
Of  that  he  had  ben  transformed. 
To  this  purpose,  and  to  this  ende. 
This  kynge  is  redy  for  to  wende: 
As  he  whiche  wold  go  by  ship. 
And  for  to  done  h]nn  felauship. 
His  wife  vnto  the  sea  hym  brought 
With  all  hir  herte,  and  hym  besought. 
That  he  the  tyme  hir  wolde  seyne, 
Wban  that  he  thought  come  ageyne. 

Within,  he  saith,  two  monethes  daie. 
And  thus  in  all  the  haste  he  maie 
He  toke  his  leue,  and  forth  he  saileth. 
Wepend  and  she  hir  selfe  bewaileth. 
And  tometh  home  there  she  cam  fro. 

But  whan  the  monethes  were  ago» 
The  whiche  he  set  of  his  comynge. 
And  that  she  herd  no  tydynge. 
There  was  no  care  for  to  seche, 
Wherof  the  goddes  to  beseche 
Tho  she  began  in  many  wise. 
And  to  luno  hir  sacrifice 
Aboue  all  other  moste  she  dede. 
And  for  hir  lorde  she  bath  so  bede. 
To  witte  and  knowe  howe  that  he  forde^ 
That  luno  the  goddes  hir  heide 
Anone,  and  vpon  this  matere 
She  badde  Iris  bir  massagyer. 
To  Slepes  bonis  that  she  shall  wende. 
And  byd  hym,  that  he  make  an  ende 
By  sweuen,  and  shewen  all  the  cas 
Unto  this  ladie,  howe  it  was. 

This  Iris  fro  the  highe  stage 
(Whiche  mdertake  hath  the  message) 
Hir  reinie  cope  dyd  Ypon, 
The  whiche  was  wonderly  begone 
With  colours  of  dyuers  hewe. 
An  honderd  mo  than  men  it  knewe^ 
The  heuen  lyche  vnto  a  bowe 
She  bende,  and  she  cam  downe  lowe. 
The  god  of  tlepe  where  that  she  fonde/ 
And  that  was  in  a  straunge  londe, 
Whiche  marcheth  vpon  Chimerie. 
For  there,. as  seith  the  poesie. 
The  god  of  slepe  hath  made  his  hous, 
Whiche  of  entaylle  is  meruailous. 

Under  a  hille  there  is  a  caoe, 
Whiche  of  the  sonne  maie  not  haue. 
So  that  no  man  maie  knowe  aright 
The  poynt  betwene  ^e  daie  and  night 
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There  is  do  fyre,  there  is  oo  sparke, 
Tberl;  is  no  dore,  wbiche  maie  cbarke, 
Wherof  an  eie  shulde  vtjsfaet. 
So  that  inward  there  is  no  let. 

And  for  to  speke  of  that  withoute, 
There  stant  no  great  tree  nigh  aboute, 
WheroD  there  might  crowe  or  pie 
Alifi^ht?  for  to  clepe  or  crie. 
There  is  no  cocke  to  crowe  daie, 
Ne  best  none,  wbiche  noise  maie 
The  hylly  but  all  abdute  rounde 
There  is  growend  vpon  the  grounde 
Popie,  wbiche  beareth  the  sede  of  slepe. 
With  other  herbes  sucbe  an  hepe. 
A  still  water  for  the  nonea 
Rennend  vpon  the  small  stones, 
Wbiche  bight  of  Letbes  the  riuer. 
Under  that  hi  lie  in  sucbc  roaner 
There  is,  wbiche  yeueth  great  appetite 
To  slepe,  and  thus  fall  of  delite 
Slepe  hath  his  hpus.    And  of  his  couche 
Within  bis  chamber  if  I  shall  touche. 
Of  Hebenus  that  slepie  tree 
The  hordes  all  aboute  bee. 
And  for  he  sbukl  jlepe  softe. 
Upon  a  fether  bed  alofte 
He  lietb,  with  many  a  pylow  of  downe. 
The  ehambre  is  strowed  yp  and  downe 
With  sweuens  many  a  thousande  fblde. 

Thus  came  Iris  in  to  this  boldet 
And  to  the  bed,  wbiche  is  all  blacke 
She  goth,  and  ther  with  slepe  she  spake. 
And  in  this  wise  as  she  was  bede. 
The  massage  of  luno  she  dede. 
Full  ofte  hir  worde  she  rehersetb, 
£r  she  bis  slepie  eares  perseth. 
With  mochell  wo  but  at  laste 
His  slomerend  eies  b(*  vpcaste. 
And  said  hir,  that  it  shall  be  do* 
Wherof  amonge  a  thousand  tbo 
Within  his  hous,  that  slepie  were 
In  speciall  be  cbese  out  there 
Three,  wbiche  sbulden  do  this  dede. 

The  first  of  hem,  so  as  I  rede. 
Was  Morpheus,  the  whose  nature 
Is  for  to  take  the  iygure 
Of  that  person,  that  hym  liketb, 
Wherof  that  be  full  ofte  entriketh 
The  lyfe,  wbiche  slepe  shall  by  night. 
And  Ithecus  that  other  bight, 
Wbiche  bath  the  voice  of  euery  souoe. 
The  chere  and  the  condicioun 
Of  euery  life  what  so  it  is. 

The  thirde  sewende  after  this, 
Is  Panthasas,  wbiche  maie  transforme 
Of  euery  thynge  the  right  forme. 
And  chauttge  it  in  an  other  kynde. 
Upon  bem  three,  so  as  1  fynde, 
Of  sweuens  stant  all  thapparence, 
Wbiche  ether  while  is  euidenoei 
And  other  while  but  a  iape. 
But  netbeies  it  is  so  shape. 
That  Morpheus  by  nigbt  aUone 
Apperetb  vntill  Alceone, 
In  lykenesse  of  hir  busbonde, 
All  naked  dead  vpon  the  stronde. 
And  how  be  dreint  in  speciall 
These  other  two  it  she  wen  all, 
The  tempest  of  the  blacke  olowde. 
The  woode  sea,  the  wyndes  Iowde» 


All  this  she  met,  and  teeth  hym  dies? 
Wherof  that  she  began  to  criea 
Slepend  a  bedde  there  she  laie. 
And  with  that  noise  of  hir  affraie, 
Hir  women  sterten  vp  aboote, 
Wbiche  of  hir  ladie  were  in  doabte, 
And  asken  hir,  howe  that  shefsrde. 
And  she,  right  as  she  sigh  and  berde, 
Hir  sweuen  hath  tolde  hem  euery  dde^ 
And  thei  it  halsen  all  wele, 
And  seyn,  it  is  a  token  of  good. 
But  till  she  wist  howe  that  it  stood. 
She  hath  no  copnfbrt  in  hir  hertct 

Upon  the  morowe  and  vp  she  sterte^ 
And  to  the  sea  (where  as  she  mette 
The  bodie  laie)  without  lette 
She  drough:  and  whan  that  she  earn  nigh, 
Starke  dead  his  armes  sprade  she  sighe 
Hir  lorde,  fletende  vpon  tbe  wawe: 
Wherof  hir  wittes  be  witbdrawe. 
And  she  wbiche  toke  of  death  no  kepe, 
Anone  forth  lepte  in  to  tbe  6ep€, 
And  woulde  baoe  caught  hym  in  hir  anne. 
This  infbrtune  of  double  harme 
Tbe  goddes  from  the  lienen  aboue 
Beheld,  and  for  the  troothe  of  loue, 
Whiche  in  this  worthte  ladie  floode, 
Thei  haoe  vpon  the  salt  floode, 
Hir  dreint  lorde  and  hir  also     - 
For  deth  to  life  tomed  so. 
That  thei  ben  shapen  in  to  briddes 
Swimmend  vpon  the  wane  amiddes. 
And  wban  she  sawe  hir  lorde  lyuead 
In  lykenesse  of  a  birde  swymende, 
And  she  was  of  the  same  sorte. 
So  as  she  might  do  disporie 
Upon  the  ioie,  whiche  she  had 
Hir  winges  both  abrode  she  sprad, 
And  hym  both  so  as  she  maie  sufflse, 
Beclipte  and  kiste  in  snche  a  wise. 
As  she  was  whilome  wont  to  do, 
Hir  winges  for  hir  armes  tbo 
She  toke,  and  for  hir  lippes  softe 
Hir  harde  bille,  and  so  full  ofta 
Shefondeth  in  hirbirdes  forme, 
If  that  she  might  hir  selfe  conformt 
To  do  the  plesance  of  a  wife, 
As  she  did  in  that  otiier  life. 
For  though  she  had  hir  power  lore, 
Hir  wille  stode,  as  it  was  tofore. 
And  seruetb  hym  so  as  she  maie, 
Wherof  in  to  this  ylke  dale. 
To  geder  vpon  the  sea  thei  wonne. 
Where  many  a  dooghter  and  sonne 
Thei  bringen  forth  of  byrdes  kynde. 
And  for  men  shulden  take  in  mynde 
Tbti  Alceon  the  trewe  queue, 
Hir  briddes  yet  as  it  is  sene, 
Of  Alceon  the  dame  beare. 

U)  thus  my  sonne  it  maie  the  stere 
Of  sweuens  for  to  take  kepe. 
For  oft  tyme  a  man  a  slepe 
Maie  se,  what  after  shall  betide. 
For  thy  it  helpeth  at  some  tide 
A  man  to  slepe  as  it  belongeth: 
But  slouthe  no  life  vnderfongeth, 
Whiche  is  to  loue  appertenant 

My  foder  vpon  the  couenant 
I  dare  well  make  this  auowe. 
Of  all  my  life  in  to  nowe, 


CONFESSIO  AMANTIS.    BOOK  IV. 


119 


AIs  ferforth  M  1  can  TQdentcmde^ 
Yet  toke  I  nener  slepe  on  houdey 
What  it  was  tyme  for  to  wake. 
For  though  myu  de  it  wolde  take, 
Myn  herte  it  eoer  there  agayoe. 
Bat  Detheles  to  speake  it  plajrne. 
All  this  that  I  haiie  sayde  you  here, 
Of  my  wakyoge,  ai  ye  male  here. 
It  toucheth  to  my  lady  twete. 
For  other  wiie  I  yon  bihete. 
In  atraunge  place  whan  I  go, 
Me  lyst  no  tbynge  to  wake  so. 
For  whan  the  women  lysten  plaie, 
And  I  hir  se  not  in  the  waie, 
Of  whome  I  sholde  myrthe  takOy 
Me  list  not  longe  for  to  wake, 
Bat  if  it  be  for  pare  shame. 
Of  that  I  wolde  eacbewe  a  name, 
That  thei  ne  ahold  haae  cause  none 
To  seie,  A  lo  where  snche  one, 
That  hath  forlore  his  connteoaunce. 
Aod  thus  amonge  I  synge  and  daunce 
And  feigne  lust,  there  none  is. 
For  ofte  syth  I  fele  this 
Of  thought,  wbiche  in  mine  herte  falletb, 
Whan  it  i*  night  myn  heade  appalletb: 
And  that  is  for  I  see  hir  nought, 
Wbiche  is  the  waker  of  my  thought. 

And  thus  as  tymelicbe  as  I  male 
Full  ofte,  whan  it  is  brode  date, 
I  take  of  all  these  other  leue. 
And  go  my  wey:  and  thei  beleue. 
That  seen  per  cas  her  loues  there. 
And  I  go  forth  as  nought  ne  were 
Unto  my  bed,  so  that  alone 
I  male  there  ligge  sigh  and  grone. 
And  wissben  all  the  lonre  night,  ' 
Tyll  that  1  see  the  daies'light: 
I  not  ifthatbesompnolence. 
Bat  Tpon  your  conscience 
Myn  holy  &der  demeth  ye. 

My  Sonne  1  am  well  payd  with  the 
Of  slepe,  that  thou  the  sluggardie 
By  nights  in  loues  companie 
Eschewe  bast,  and  do  thy  peyne 
So,  that  thy  lone  dare  not  pleyne. 

For  lone  vpon  his  luiit  wakende 
Is  eoer,  and  wold  that  none  ende, 
Wherof  the  longe  night  is  sette, 
Wherof  that  thou  beware  the  bette^ 
To  telle  a  tale  I  am  bethought, 
Howe  loue  and  slepe  acorden  nought. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  Yigilia  in  amantibus,  et  non  som- 
nolentia laudaoda  est.  £t  ponit  exemplum  de 
Cepbalo  filio  Pbebi,  qui  nocturne  silentio  Auro- 
ram  amicam  suam  diligentius  amplecteus,  Solem 
et  Lonam  interpellabat,  videlicet  quod  sol  in 
circulo  ah  oriente  distantiori  cumim  cum  luce 
sua  retardaret,  et  quod  Luna  sphere  sua  lougis- 
sima  oitem  circuens,  noctem  continuaret,  ita 
▼t  ipsum  Cephalum  amplexibus  Aurore  volutum 
priusquam  dies  illucesceret  suis  delitiis  adquies- 
cere  diutius  permittere  dignarentur. 

For  loue  who  that  lost  to  wake 

By  night,  he  male  ensample  take 

Of  Cephalus,  whan  that  he  laie 

With  Aurora  the  swete  male 

n  armes  all  the  longe  night. 

But  whan  it  drough  towarde  the  lyght. 


That  he  within  his  herte  sie 
The  daie,  wbiche  was  the  morowe  nie, 
Anone  vnto  the  sonoe  be  praide, 
For  luste  of  loue:  and  thus  he  saide: 

O  Phebus,  wbiche  the  dales  light 
Gouemest  tyll  that  it  be  night, 
And  gladdest  euery  creature 
After  the  lawe  of  thy  nature, 
But  netbeles  there  to  a  thyoge, 
Wbiche  onliche  to  thy  knowlechynge 
Belongeth  as  fn  priuitee 
To  loue,  and  to  his  dutee, 
Wbiche  asketh  not  to  ben  a  pert. 
But  in  scilence,  and  in  couert 
Des3^eth  for  to  be  beshaded: 
And  thus  whan  that  tbe  light  is  faded, 
And  vesper  sbeweth  hym  alofte 
And  that  tbe  night  is  longe  and  softe 
Under  tbe  loudes  derke  and  stille. 
Than  bath  this  tbynge  most  of  bis  wille. 
For  thy  vnto  thy  mightes  hie, 
As  thou,  wbiche  art  the  dates  eie 
Of  lone  and  might  no  counseyl  hyde. 
Upon  this  derke  nightes  tide 
With  all  myn  herte  I  the  beseche, 
That  I  plesance  might  seche 
With  hir,  wbiche  lyeth  in  mjrn  armes, 
Withdrawe  the  baner  of  thyn  armes. 
And  lete  thy  lightes  ben  vnborne. 
And  in  the  signe  of  Capricome 
Tbe  bousappropredto  Satume, 
I  preie  the,  that  thou  wolt  soiourne 
Where  ben  the  nightes  derke  and  longe. 
For  I  my  loue  haue  vnderfbnge, 
Wbiche  lieth  here  by  my  side  naked. 
As  she  whiche  wolde  ben  awaked, 
And  me  list  no  thynge  for  to  slepe : 
So  were  it  good  to  take  kepe 
liowe  at  this  nede  of  my  prater, 
And  that  the  like  for  to  stere 
Thy  fyrie  carte,  and  so  ordeine, 
That  thou  thy  swift  bors  restreine 
Lowe  vnder  erthe  in  Occident, 
That  thei  toward  tborient 
By  cerele  go  tbe  longe  weie. 

And  eke  to  tbe  Diane  I  preie. 
Which  deped  art  of  thy  noblesse 
Tbe  nightes  moone,  and  the  Goddesse, 
That  thou  to  me  be  gracious. 
And  in  Cancro  thyn  own  hous, 
Ayene  Phebus  in  opposite 
Stond  at  this  time,  and  of  delite 
Beholde  Venus  with  a  gladde  eie. 
For  than  vpon  Astronomie 
Of  due  constellacion, 
Thou  makest  prolificacion. 
And  dost  that  children  ben  begete, 
Whiche  grace  if  that  I  might  gete, 
With  all  myn  herte  1  woU  serue 
By  nyght,  and  thy  vigille  obserue. 

Lo  thus  this  lustie  Cepbalus 
Praied  vnto  Pbebe,  and  to  Phebus, 
The  night  in  lengthe  for  to  drawe. 
So  that  he  might  do  the  lawe 
In  thilke  poynt  of  loues  heste, 
Wbiche  cleped  is  the  nightes  feste. 
With  outen  slepie  of  sluggardie, 
Whiche  Venus  out  of  companie 
Hath  put  awey,  as  thilke  same, 
Whiche  lustles  fer  from  game 
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In  cbambre  doth  fall  ofte  wo 
A  bedde  whaa  it  folleth  so. 
That  loue  sbulde  ben  awaited, 

But  slouthe,  whiche  is  euill  afiaited 
With  slepe  bath  made  bis  retenue, 
That  wbat.thynge  is  to  loue  due, 
Of  all  his  dette  he  paieth  none. 
He  wote  not  ho  we  the  nygt  is  gone, 
Ne  howe  the  dale  is  come  aboote, 
But  onely  for  to  slepe  and  route. 
Till  high  middaie,  that  he  arise. 
But  Cephalus  did  otherwise, 
As  thou  my  sonoe  h«st  herd  abone. 

My  fisder  who  that  hath  his  loue 
A  bcdde  naked  by  his  side, 
Ai^d  wold  than  his  eien  hide 
With  slepe,  I  not  what  man  is  he. 
But  certes  as  louchend  of  me. 
That  felle  me  neuer  yet  er  this. 
But  other  while  whan  so  is. 
That  1  male  catcbe  slepe  on  honde 
Lyggend  alone,  than  1  fonde 
To  dreme  a  mefy  sweuen  er  daie. 
And  it  so  ialle,  that  I  maie 
My  thought  with  socbe  a  swenen  please. 
Me  thynke  I  am  somdele  at  ease. 
For  I  none  other  comfoit  baue. 
So  nedeth  nought  that  I  shall  crane 
The  Sonnes  carte  for  to  tarie 
Ne  yet  the  Moone  that  she  carie 
Hir  oours  a  longe  vpon  the  heuen* 
For  I  am  nought  the  more  in  euen 
Towardes  loue  in  no  degree. 
But  in  my  slepe  yet  thau  I  see 
Somwbat  in  sweuen  of  that  me  liketh, 
Whiche  afterwarde  myn  herte  entriketh. 
Whan  that  I  fynde  it  other  wise : 
So  wote  1  not  of  what  seruice 
That  slepe  to  mans  ease  dooth. 

My  Sonne  certes  thoa  sayst  sooths 
But  onely  that  it  helpetb  kynde, 
Somtyme  in  Phisike  as  I  fynde. 
Whan  it  is  take  by  measure 
But  he  whiche  can  no  slepe  measure 
Upon  the  reule  as  it  belongetb, 
Full  ofte  of  sodeine  chaunce  he  fbngeth, 
Suche  infortune,  that  hym  greu^h. 

But  who  these  olde  bokes  leueth, 
Of  somnolence  howe  it  is  writte. 
There  maie  a  man  the  soth  witte. 
If  that  he  wolde  ensample  takei 
lliat  otherwhile  is  good  to  wake, 
Wherof  a  tale  in  Poesie 
I  thynke  for  to  specific. 

m 

Hie  loquitur  in  amoris  causa  contra  istos,  qui 
somnolentie  dediti,  ea  que  seruare  tenentur, 
amittunt,  Et  narrat  quod  cum  lo  paella  pul- 
cherrima  a  lunone  in  vaccam  transformata,  et 
In  Argi  custodiam  sic  deposit&m  fuisse  snper- 
ueniens  Mercurius  Aigum  dormientem  occidit, 
▼t  ipsam  vaccam  a  pattnra  rapiisnt,  quo  roliii^ 
•ecum  perduzit. 

OuiDB  telleth  in  his  saies 

Howe  Jupiter  by  olde  daies 

Laie  by  a  maide,  whiche  lo 

Was  cleped,  wherof  that  luno 

His  wife  was  wrothe,  and  the  goddesse 

Of  lo  tomed  the  likenesse 


In  to  a  Cowe  to  goe  thete  oote 

The  large  feldes  all  abouto, 

And  get  hir  mete  vpon  the  grene. 

And  therupon  this  highe  queue  ! 

Betoke  hir  Argus  for  to  kepe. 

For  he  was  seldon  wonte  to  slfepe : 

And  yet  he  had  an  hondred  eyes, 

And  all  aliche  well  tbfei  syen. 

Now  herken  how  he  was  begiled 

Mercurie  whiche  was  all  affiled 
This  Cowe  to  stele  hecamedesgaisadt 
And  had  a  pipe  well  deuised 
Upon  the  notes  of  musike, 
Wherof  he  might  his  eres  like. 
And  ouer  that  he  had  affilited 
His  lusty  tales,  and  awaited 
His  time ;  and  thus  in  to  the  felde 
He  came,  where  Aigus  he  behelde 
With  lo,  whiche  beside  hym  went: 
With  that  his  pype  anon  be  bent. 
And  gan  to  pipe  in  his  manere 
Thynge,  whiche  was  slepie  for  to  here,- 
And  in  his  pipynge  euer  amonge 
He  tolde  hym  suche  a  lusty  songe. 
That  he  the  fool  hath  brought  a  slepe. 
There  was  none  eie  that  might  kepe 
His  heade,  whiche  Mercurie  of  smote. 
And  forth  with  all  auone  fote  hote 
He  stale  the  cowe,  whfche  Argus  kepte. 
And  all  this  fell  for  that  he  slepte. 

Ensample  it  was  to  many  mo. 
That  mochell  slepe  doth  ofte  wo. 
Whan  it  is  time  for  to  wake. 
For  if  a  man  this  vice  take, 
In  somnolence  and  hym  deitte. 
Men  sholde  vpon  his  dOre  write 
His  £pitaphe,  and  on  bis  grane. 
For  he  to  spille,  and  nought  to  saue 
Is  shaped,  as  though  he  were  deade. 

For  thy  my  sonne  holde  vp  thin  heade, 
And  let  no  slepe  thyn  eic  englu^. 
But  whan  it  is  to  ifeasou  due. 

My  fader  as  touchend  of  this. 
Right  so  as  I  you  tolde,  it  is. 
That  ofte  a  bedde,  whan  I  sholde, 
1  maie  not  slepe  though  I  wolde. 
For  loue  is  euer  fast  byme, 
Whiche  taketh  none  bede  of  du6  tyme. 
For  whan  1  shall  myn  eien  dose, 
Anone  my  hert  he  woll  oppose. 
And  hold  his  schole  in  suche  il  wise 
Tyll  it  be  daie  that  I  arise : 
That  selde  it  is  whan  that  I  slepe. 
And  thus  fro  somnolence  I  kepe 
Myn  eie,  and  for  thy  if  there  bee 
Ought  elles  more  in  this  degree 
Now  asfce  forth.    My  sonne  yis. 
For  slouth,  whiche  as  tnoder  is. 
The  fourth  drawer  and  the  Norice 
To  man  of  many  a  dredfull  vice, 
Hath  yet  another  last  of  all, 
Whiche  many  a  man  hath  made  to  Ihfie, 
Wliere  that  he  might  neucr  ^fise : 
Wherof  for  thou  the  shalt  anise, 
Er  thou  so  with  thy  selfo  misfore. 
What  vice  it  is  I  woll  disclare. 

Nil  fortuna  iuuat,  vbi  desperatio  Icdit. 

Quo  destccat  humor  non  viridtnscit  humu^. 
M agnanimns  &ed  amor  spem  ponit,  et  inde  ^alutcii^i. 

Conscquitur,  quo  ei  prespcra  fata  fauent. 
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Hk  loquitur  mper  Tteiiha  w^tdn  sceidte,  qnsTrit- 
tkta,  siue  <lMper«ci(^  dScitnr,  oaioi  ol»tiiiate 
c<m<ticio  toUus  conaoMkuMB  tpefli  dbponeiis  ali- 
cuiua  remedji,  quo  liberanri  p^nt^  fbitMMUi*  si^ 
bi  euenire  UBpo§BilMle  credit 

Wham  slooth  doth  all  that  he  aaie 
To  driue  forth  the  longe  daie 
Tdl  h«  become  to  the  node. 
Than  at  last  vpon  the  dede 
He  loketh  howe  his  tyme  is  lora, 
And'ia  so  wo  begone  tberibr^ 
That  he  within  his  thought  conceiaeth 
Tristesse,  and  so  him  selfe  deceiueth, 
That  be  wanhope  brlageth  inney 
Where  is  no  comforte  to  beginne. 
But  euery  ioye  hym  is  delaied. 
So  that  within  his  herte  affiraied 
A  thoosande  tyme  with  one  breath 
Wepende  he  wissheth  aher  death. 
Whan  he  fortune  fynt  aduerse. 
For  than  he  woU  his  hope  reherse, 
As  though  his  worlde  were  all  forlorCi 
And  saitb,  alas  that  I  was  bore. 
How  shaU  I  line?  bow  shall  1  do  ? 
For  nowe  fortune  is  thus  my  fo. 
I  WDte  well  god  me  woll  not  helpe : 
What  shulde  I  than  of  ioye  ydpe  ? 
Where  there  no  bote  is  of  my  care. 
So  onercaste  is  my  welfare 
That  1  am  shapen  all  to  strife : 
Alas  that  I  nere  of  this  life, 
£r  I  be  fulliche  ouertake. 
And  thus  he  will  his  sorowe  make. 

As  god  him  might  not  auaile : 

But  yet  ne  woll  he  not  trauaile. 

To  helpe  hym  selfe  at  sucbe  a  nede. 

But  sloutheth  vnder  sucbe  a  drede, 

Whiche  is  affermed  in  his  herte: 

Right  as  he  might  nough  asterte 

The  woiides  wo,  whiche  he  is  innc. 
Also  whan  he  is  falle  in  synne, 

Hym  thynketh  he  is  so  fer  culpable. 

That  god  woll  not  be  merciable 

So  great  a  sinne  to  foryeue. 

And  thus  he  leueth  to  be  shrtue. 

And  if  a  man  in  tbilke  thro  we 

Wold  hym  counseile,  he  wolde  not  knowe 

The  80th,  though  a  man  it  fyndc* 

For  tristesse  is  of  sucbe  a  kynde, 

That  for  to  maintene  his  folic 

He  hath  with  hym  obstinacic, 

Whiche  is  within  of  sucbe  a  sloutb* 

That  he  fonaketh  all  the  trouth. 

And  wooll  to  no  reason  bowe. 

And  yet  he  can  not  alowe 

His  owne  skille,  but  of  bede 

Thus  dwineth  he,  till  he  be  dede. 

In  hyndrynge  of  his  owne  estate. 

For  where  a  man  is  obstinate, 

Wanhope  fiilleth  at  laste, 

Whiche  maie  not  longe  after  laste,    . 

Till  slouth  make  of  hym  an  ende. 

But  god  wote  whether  he  shall  wende. 
My  Sonne  and  right  in  suche  manere 

There  be  loners  of  heuie  chere. 

That  sorowen  more  than  is  nede. 

Whan  they  be  taried  of  her  sped^ 

And  can  not  them  seWe  rede. 

But  lesea  hope  for  to  spede, 


And  stynten  lone  to  pmvewe. 
And  thus  tbei  faden  byde  and  hewe. 
And  lustles  in  her  hertes  ware. 
Herbf  it  is,  that  I  wolde  are. 
If  thou  my  sonne  art  one  of  thd. 

A  good  father  it  is  so, 
Out  take  o  poial  I  am  bekaowe. 
For  els  I  am  ouerthrowe 
In  all  that  euer  ye  hum  seide. 
My  sorowe  is  euermors  mbodi^ 
And  secheth  oner  all  my  vtynei^ 
But  for  to  coonsaile  of  my  peiaes 
I  can  no  bote  do  therto. 
And  thus  withouten  hope  1 90 : 
So  that  my  wittes  bea  empcked. 
And  1  am,  as  who  saith  dispeirad 
To  winne  lone  of  thilka  swcta, 
Without  whom,  I  yon  behcte, 
Myn  herte,  that  ie  lo  bestaddn, 
Right  inly  nener  aaie  he  gladde. 
For  by  my  trouth  1  shall  not  Kc. 
Of  pure  sorowe,  whicke  Idrie, 
For  that  she  saith  she  wtH  me  nought. 
With  dretchyng  of  wya  owne  thooght. 
In  suche  a  wasdiope  I  an  Iblle, 
That  I  ne  can  ▼nethes  catie. 
As  for  to  speke  of  any  gnoe. 
My  ladies  mercy  to  porchaea. 
But  yet  I  saie  nought  for  this. 
That  all  in  my  defaute  It  is. 
That  I  am  neuer  yet  in  stede^ 
Wban  time  was,  that  I  me  bede 
Ne  sayde,  and  as  I  durst  tolde. 
But  neuer  fonde  I,  that  ahe  wdde 
For  ought  she  kaewe  of  myn  ententj 
To  speke  a  goodly  woide  assent. 

And  netheles  this  dare  I  saie. 
That  if  a  sinfviU  wolde  praie 
Tp  god  of  his  foryencnes. 
With  halfe  so  great  a  besmefse. 
As  I  bane  do  to  my  ladie,' 
In  lacke  of  askynge  of  mercie. 
He  shulde  neuer  come  in  helle. 
And  thus  I  maie  you  soothly  telle, 
Saufe  onely  that  I  crie  and  bidden 
I  am  in  tristesse  all  amidde, 
And  fulfilled  of  detperanee : 
And  therof  yeue  me  my  penanee 
M3rn  boly  father,  as  you  liketh. 

My  sonne  of  that  tbya  heite<  siketh. 
With  sorowe  might  thou  not  amende, 
Tyll  loue  his  grace  woll  the  sende. 
For  thou  thyu  owne  cause  empelrest. 
What  tynie  as  thou  thy  selfe  despeirest 
I  not  what  other  thyng  aasileth 
Of  hope,  whan  the  herte  Aiileth 
For  suche  a  sore  is  incurable : 
And  eke  the  goddes  ben  vengeable, 
And  that  a  man  maie  fight  well  frede^ 
These  oldc  bokea  whoso  rede 
Of  thinge,  whiche  hath  befhile  er  this. 
Nowe  here,  of  what  entample  it  is. 

Hie  narrat  qtMliter  Ifrfiis,  regis  Theneri  fitfus,  ob 
amoreta  cuiusdam  puette  nomine  Aravarathen, 
quam  neqae  donis  aat  precihas  rmcere  potuit, 
despernns  ante  patris  ipsius  flaene  ianuas  noc- 
tanter  sc  suspeodit,  vnde  dii  commoti,  dietam 
pnellam  in  lapidem  dnnsstaam  trensmutarunt, 
quam  rex  Theucer  voa  cum  filio  sao  ni^id  Sala- 
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roinam  in  Templo  veneris  pro  perpetoa  memo- 
ria  sepeliri  et  locari  fecit. 


Whilom  by  olde  daies  fer. 

Of  Mese  was  the  kynge  Theocer, 

Whithe  bad  a  knight  to  Sonne  Iphis, 

Of  iooe  and  he  so  maistred  is. 

That  he  bath  sdt  all  his  couragey 

As  to  regi^rde  of  his  lignage, 

Upon  a  maide  of  lowe  estate. 

But  though  he  were  a  potestate 

Of  worldes  good,  he  was  subiecte 

To  loue  and  put  in  sncbe  a  plite. 

That  he  excedeth  the  measare 

Of  reason,  that  hym  selfe  assure 

He  can  nought.     For  the  more  he  praid. 

The  lasse  loue  on  hym  she  layde. 

He  was  with  louevnwise  constreigned, 

And  she  with  reason  was  restreigned. 

The  lustes  of  his  herte  he  seweth, 

And  she  fw  drede,  shame  escbeweth : 

And  as  she  shulde,  ioke  good  bede^ 

To  saue  and  kepe  hir  womanhede. 

And  thus  the  thyoge  stode  in  debate 

Betwene  bis  Just,  and  hir  estate. 

He  yaue,  be  sende,  he  spake  by  month. 

But  yet  for  ought  that  euer  he  couth 

Unto  his  spede  he  fonde  no  weie : 

80  that  he  cast  bis  hope  aweie. 

Within  his  herte  he  gan  despeyre 

Fro  daie  to  dale,  and  so  emipeire. 

That  he  hath  lost  all  his  delite 

Of  lust,  of  slope,  of  appetite. 

That  he  through  strength  of  lone  passeth 

His  witte,  and  reason  onerpassetb : 

As  he  whicbe  of  his  life  ne  rought, 

His  death  Tpon  bym  selfe  be  sought : 

So  that  by  night  bis  weie  he  nam, 

There  wist  none  wbere  he  becam. 

The  night  was  derke,  there  shone  no  mooney 

Tofore  the  gates  he  cam  soonei 

Where  that  this  yonge  maide  was, 

And  with  this  wofull  worde^  alas 

His  deadly  plaintes  he  began 

So  stilly  tMat  there  was  no  map 

It  herde<  and  than  be  saide  thus : 

O  thou  Cupide,  O  thou  Venus, 

Fortuned  by  whose  ordinance 

Of  loue,  is  euery  mans  chance. 

Ye  knowen  all  myn  bole  herte. 

That  I  ne  maie  your  hondes  asterte. 

On  you  is  euer  that  I  crie. 

And  you  deig:neth  not  to  plie, 

Ne  towarde  me  your  eare  encline. 

Thus  for  I  see  no  medicine  . 

To  make  an  ende  of  my  quarele. 

My  death  shall  be  in  stode  of  bele 

Ha  thou  my  wofull  ladie  dere, 
Wbiche  dweltest  with  thy  father  here, 
And  slepest  in  thy  bedde  at  ease, 
Thou  wotest  nothyng  of  my  disease, 
Howe  thou  and  I  be  nowe  Tnmete, 
A  lorde,  wliat  sweuen  sbalt  thou  mete : 
What  drenies  bast  tboo  nowe  00  honde  ? 
Thou  slepest  there,  and  I  herde  stonde. 
Though  I  no  deafh  to  the  deserue. 
Here  shall  1  for  thy  loue  sterue, 
Here  shall  I  a  kyng^s  Sonne  die 
For  loue,  and  for  no  felonie. 


Whether  thou  therof  baue  ioy  or  sorow. 

Here  sfaalt  thou  se  me  dead  to  morowe. 

O  bardie  berte  abouen  alle. 

This  death,  whicbe  shall  to  me  fiille, 

For  that  thou  wolde  not  do  me  grape^ 

It  shall  be  toUe  in  many  place. 

That  I  am  dead  for  loue  and  troutb, 

In  thy  deiante,  and  in  thy  sloutb. 

Thy  daonger  shall  to  many  mo 

Ensample  be  for  euermo, 

Whan  thei  the  wofull  death  recorde. 

And  with  that  worde  be  toke  a  corde. 
With  wbiche  vpon  the  gate  tree 
He  henge  him  selfo,  that  was  pitee. 

The  morow  cam,  the  night  is  gone. 
Men  come  out  and  see  anone 
Where  that  this  yonge  lorde  was  dede, 
There  was  an  hous  without  rede. 
For  no  man  knewe  the  cause  whie. 
There  was  wepyng,  there  was  crie. 

This  maiden,  wluin  she  it  herde. 
And  sigh  this  thynge  howe  it  misferde : 
Anone  she  wist  what  it  ment. 
And  all  the  cause  howe  it  went. 
To  all  the  worlde  she  tojde  it  out. 
And  preieth  to  hem,  that  ^ere  abonte 
To  take  of  hir  the  rengeance. 
For  slie  was  cause  of  tbilke  chance, 
Why  that  this  kynges  son  is  spilte : 
She  taketh  vpon  hir  selfe  the  gilte. 
And  is  all  redie  to  the  peine, 
Wbiche  any  man  bir  wolde  ordeine. 
But  if  any  other  wolde. 
She  saitb,  that  hir  selfe  she  sbolde 
Do  wreche  with  bir  owne  honde. 
Through  out  the  worlde  in  euery  londe. 
That  euery  lyfe  therof  shall  speke, 
Howe  she  bir  selfe  it  shulde  wreke. 
She  wepeth,  she  crieth,  she  swoaneth  ofte. 
She  caste  bir  eien  vp  alofte. 
And  saide  amonge  foil  piteonsly : 
O  god,  thou  west  that  it  am  I, 
For  whom  Ipbis  is  thus  beseine, 
Ordeine  so,  that  men  maie  seine 
A  thousande  winter  alter  this,^ 
Howe  soche  a  maiden  did  amis. 
And  as  I  did,  do  to  me. 
For  I  ne  did  no  pitee 
To  hym,  whicbe  for  my  loue  is  lore. 
Do  no  pitee  to  me  therfore. 
And  with  this  worde  she  fell  to  groande 
A  swoune,  and  there  she  laie  a  stounde. 

Tbe  goddes,  whicbe  hir  plaintes  berdcj 
And  sith  how  wofolly  she  ferde, 
Hir  life  thei  toke  awey  anone. 
And  shopen  hir  into  a  stone. 
After  the  forme  of  hir  image. 
Of  body  both,  and  of  visage. 
And  for  the  meruaile  of  this  thynge 
Unto  the  place  came  the  kynge. 
And  eke  tbe  queene,  and  many  mo: 
And  whan  thei  wisteti  it  was  so. 
As  I  bane  tolde  it  here  abone, 
How  that  Ipbis  was  deade  for  Iooe, 
Of  that  he  bad  be  refused  : 
Thei  helden  all  men  excused, 
And  wondren  vpon  the  fengeance. 
And  for  to  kepe  remembrance, 
Thisfayre  image  maiden  liche. 
With  companie  noble  and  riche, 
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^NTith  torchei,  and  great  Mlemnitee, 

To  Salaminethe  Citee 

T^ey  leade  aod  carie  foitb  wkhall 

This  deade  corps,  and  seine  it  shall, 

Be^yde  thiike  image  bane 

His  sepulture,  aod  be  begraue. 

This  corps  aod  this  ioiage  tbos 
In  to  the  citee  to  Veous, 
Where  that  goddesse  bir  temple  had. 
To  gether  botbe  two  thei  ladde. 
This  like  ioMge  as  for  a  miracle, 
Was  set  vpoo  ao  high  piooacle. 
That  all  men  it  might  koowe : 
And  voder  that  tbei  madeo  lowe 
A  tombe  ricbe  for  the  nones 
Of  marble  and  eke  of  Jaspre  stones, 
Wiierin  that  Iphis  was  beloken. 
That  evermore  it  shall  be  spoken* 
Aod  for  men  shall  the  sothe  witte 
Thei  haue  her  epitaphe  writte, 
As  thynge,  whiche  shulde  abide  stable. 
The  letters  grauen  in  a  table 
iH  marble  were,  and  saide  this : 
Here  lietb,  whiche  slough  bym  selfe,  Iphis 
For  lone  of  Arazarathen. 
And  in  ensample  of  the  women. 
That  suffren  men  dien  so, 
Hir  forme  a  man  maie  seen  also, 
Howe  it  is  tonmed  flesshe  and  bone 
In  to  the  figure  of  a  stone. 
He  was  to  nesshe,  and  she  to  harde. 
Beware  for  thy  here  afterwaide 
Yemen  and  women  both  two, 
Ensaropleth  you  of  that  was  tbo. 

Lo  thus  my  sonne  as  1  the  saie 
It  greueth  by  diuers  wale 
In  dispeire  a  man  to  faile, 
Whiche  is  the  last  branche  of  all 
Of  slepe*  as  thou  bast  herde  deuise, 
Wberof  that  thou  thy  selftf  anise. 
Good  iS|  er  that  thou  be  deceiued, 
Wher  that  the  grace  of  hope  is  weined. 

My  father  bowe  so  that  it  stonde, 
Nowe  bane  I  pleynly  rnderstoode 
Of  sloutbet  courte  the  propertee, 
Wheiof  toochende  in  my  degree. 
For  euer  1  thynke  to  beware. 
Bot  oner  this  ao  as  I  dare. 
With  all  myn  berte  I  you  beseche. 
That  ye  me  wolde  enforme  and  techsy 
What  there  is  more  of  your  apprise 
In  looey  ala  well  as  otherwise, 
So  that  I  maie  me  cleane  shriue. 

My  Sonne  while  thou  arte  aliue. 
And  hast  also  thy  foil  mynde, 
Amonge  the  vices,  whiche  I  fynde. 
There  is  yet  one  suche  of  the  seuen, 
Whiche  all  this  woilde  hath  set  vnenen, 
And  causeth  many  a  wrongo. 
Where  he  the  cause  hath  vnderfonge, 
Wberof  hereafter  thou  shake  here 
The  forme  botbe,  and  the  matere. 

BXFUCrr  UBBR  QUARTUS. 


Non  decet,  vt  soli  semabitur  «s,  sed  amori 
Debet  homo  solam  solus  habere  suam. 


Obstat  auaritia  nature  legibus,  et  quas 
Largus  amor  poscit,  strictius  ilia  vetat 

Omne  quod  est  nimium,  vitiosum  dicitur  auraro, 
VeiJera  sicut  oues  scruat  aoarus  apes. 


Hie  in  quinto  libra  intendit  Confessor  tractare  de 
auaritia,  que  omnium  malorum  radix  esse  dici- 
tur, necnon  de  eiasdem  ricii  speciebus,  et  pri« 
tnum  ipsius  auaritie  naturam  describit 

INCIPJT  USER  2UJSTUS. 

FvRSTE  whan  the  higbe  god  beganne 

This  worlde,  and  that  the  kynde  of  man 

Was  fol  into  no  gret  encres. 

For  worldes  good  was  tho  no  pres. 

But  all  was  set  to  the  commune. 

Thei  speken  than  of  no  fortune. 

Or  for  to  lese  or  for  to  winne 

Till  Auarice  brought  it  in. 

And  that  was  whan  the  Worlde  was  wore 

Of  man,  of  hors,  of  shepe,  of  ore. 

And  that  men  knewen  the  money : 

Tho  went  pees  out  of  the  wey. 

And  werre  came  on  euery  side, 

Whiche  all  loue  leide  aside, 

And  of  common  his  propre  made. 

So  that  in  stede  of  shouell  and  spade 

The  sharpe  sworde  was  take  on  honde. 

And  in  this  wise  it  came  to  londe^ 

Wberof  men  made  diches  depe, 

And  high  walles,  for  to  kepe 

The  golde,  whiche  Auarice  endoseth. 

But  all  to  littel  hym  supposetb. 

Though  be  might  all  the  wortde  purcbace. 

For  what  thing,  that  be  maie  enbraoa 

Of  golde,  of  catell,  or  of  londe^ 

He  let  it  neoer  out  of  bis  honde, 

But  gette  hym  more,  aod  halt  it  fost. 

As  though  the  worlde  shulde  euer  laste. 

So  is  he  liche  vnto  the  helle. 

For  as  these  olde  bokes  telle. 

What  Cometh  therin  lasse  or  more. 

It  shall  departe  neuermore. 

Thus  whao  he  hath  his  cofer  lokeo, 

It  shall  Dot  after  ben  vnstoken. 

But  whan  he  list  to  haue  a  sight 

Of  golde,  Howe  that  it  shtneth  bright. 

That  he  theron  maie  loke  and  muse 

For  otherwise  he  dare  not»vse 

To  take  his  parte  or  lesse  or  more^ 

So  is  he  poore,  and  ouermore 

Hym  lacketh,  that  he  hath  enough. 

An  ore  draweth  in  the  plough 

Of  that  hym  selfo  hath  no  profite : 

A  shepe  right  in  the  same  plite 

His  woU  beareth,  but  oo  a  dale 

An  other  taketh  the  flees  nwaie. 

Thus  hath  he,  that  he  nought  ne  hath. 

For  he  therof  his  parte  ne  tath. 

To  sete  howe  suche  a  man  hath  good. 

Who  so  that  reasone  vnderstoode 

It  is  vnproperliche  sayde ; 

That  good  hath  hypi,  and  halt  him  talde. 

That  he  ne  gladdeth  nought  withall. 

But  is  vnto  bis  good  a  thrall^ 

And  a  subiecte  thus  senieth  he: 

Where  that  he  shulde  roaister  be. 

Suche  is  the  kynde  of  thauarous. 

My  sonne  as  thou  art  amorous, 
Tell  if  thou  fare  of  loue  so. 

My  father  as  it  semeth  no. 
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That  aMraoi  ytt  BMiar  I  wa«. 

So  as  ye  aetten  me  tlia  cm. 

For  as  ye  tolden  here  abone, 

In  fiiU  poflaetiioa  of  loaa 

Yet  wa«  I  neiier  here  toibre: 

So  thai  na  thyaketb  watt  thaiibfa 

I  maie  exoiue  wali  my  dade. 

But  of  my  wyll  witbonten  drede. 

If  I  that  tmaour  might  geta^ 

It  shulde  neuer  be  fbryete,     ' 

That  I  ne  wolde  it  flute  hoM». 

Tyll  fod  of  kwe  bym  sriae  woldef 

That  death  ▼§  shalde  depaite  a  two. 

For  leueth  well,  %  loae  htr  lo. 

That  euen  with  myn  owne  life. 

If  I  that  swete  lustia  wife 

Might  ones  welden  at  my  wille, 

Fbr  euer  I  wolde  holde  bir  ttille: 

And  io  this  wise  taketfa  kepe. 

If  1  hir  bad,  I  wolde  hir  kepe : 

And  yet  no  fridaie  wolde  I  fiist. 

Though  I  hir  kepe  and  heMa  fMt 

Fie  on  the  bagges  in  the  chisL 

I  had  enough,  if  I  hir  kyst* 

For  certes  if  she  were  mjmef 

1  had  hir  lenet  than  a  myne 

Of  golde :  for  aK  this  worldea  ryehe 

Ke  might  me  make  so  riche, 

As  she  that  is  so  inly  good: 

I  set  nought  of  other  good. 

For  might  I  gekte  sache  a  thyoge, 

I  had  a  treasour  for  a  kynge. 

Apd  thoi^h  I  wnldeitlhsthohK 

I  were  than  well  beholde. 

Bat  1  might  pipe  nowe  with  lasse, 

And  suffire  that  it  oner  passe. 

Not  with  my  wtU,  for  thus  I  wolde 

Ben  auarous,  if  that  1  sholde. 

But  father  I  herde  you  sey. 

How  the  auarous  hath  yet  some  wey 

Wherof  lie  maie  be  glad.    FtMr  hee 

Maie,  whan  bym  list,  his  trasura  see. 

And  grope,  and  fole  it  all  abovte : 

But  1  fall  ofte  am  shet  therouta. 

There  as  my  worthie  tresonr  is. 

So  is  my  life  Itche  vnto  this. 

That  ye  me  tolden  here  to  fore, 

Howe  that  an  oxe  his  yoke  hath  bore 

For  thyiige  that  shulde  hym  not  auaile : 

And  in  this  wise  I  me  tranaile. 

For  who  that  euer  halli  the  welfore, 

I  wote  well  that  I  bane  the  care^ 

For  1  am  had,  and  noogfat  ne  haue, 

And  atti,  as  who  saith,  lones  knaue. 

Nowe  deme  in  your  owne  thonght, 

If  this  be  auarice  or  nought. 

My  Sonne  I  haue  of  the  no  wonder. 
Though  thou  to  seme  be  put  vnder 
With  loue,  whiche  to  kynde  accordeth: 
But  so  as  euery  beke  recordetb. 
It  is  to  kynde  no  pleasance, 
That  men  aboue  his  sustenanee. 
Unto  the  golde  shall  seme,  and  bowe. 
For  that  maie  no  reason  auowe. 
But  auarice  nethelen. 
If  he  maie  getten  his  enciees 
Of  golde,  that  wolde  be  seme  and  kepe^ 
For  he  talceth  of  nought  els  kep^. 
But  for  to  fylle  his  bagges  large : 
And  all  is  to  hym  but  a  charge. 


For  he  ne  parteth  nought  withaM, 
But  kepcth  it  as  seruaunt  shdl. 
And  thus  though  that  he  muItipKe 
His  golde,  without  treasorie 
He  is,  for  roan  is  nought  araendfed 
With  golde,  but  if  it  be  dispended 
To  mans  Tse,  wherof  I  rede 
A  tale,  and  take  therof  good  hede. 
Of  that  befelle  by  olde  tide. 
As  telleth  ts  the  derke  Ouide. 

Hie  loquitur  contra  istos  auaros,  et  namt  qualiter 
Mida  rex  Frigie  Silenum  Bacchi  sacei^dotem, 
quem  rustici  Tinculis  ferreis  alligarunt  dissoluit, 
et  in  hospicium  suum  benignissime  recollegit : 
pro  quo  Bacchus  quodcunque  munus  rez  exi- 
gere  vellet,  donari  concessit.  Unde  rex  auari* 
tia  ductus,  Tt  quicquid  tangerety  in  aurum  con- 
u^rteretur,  indiscrete  petiit. 

Bacchus,  whiche  u  the  god  of  wine 

Accordant  vnto  his  divine 

A  prest,  the  whiche  Silenus  brght, 

He  had^  and  feM  so,  that  by  night 

This  prest  was  drunke,  and  goth  a  stmyde, 

Wherof  the  men  were  euill  apajrde 

In  Frigelonde,  where  as  be  went. 

But  at  last  a  chorle  hym  hent 

With  strength  of  other  feiawship : 

So  that  Tpon  bis  drunkeship 

They  bounden  hym  with  cbeynes  ftiste, . 

And  forth  they  lad  hym  also  foste 

Unto  the  kynge,  whiche  bight  Mide. 

But  he  that  wolde  his  vice  bide. 

This  curtois  kynge  toke  of  hym  bede 

And  bad,  that  men  shulde  hym  lede 

In  to  a  chambre  for  to  kepe. 

Till  he  of  leyser  had  slepe. 

And  thus  this  priest  was  soone  Tnboond* 

And  ypon  a  couche  fro  the  grounde 

To  slepe  he  was  leyde  soft  enough. 

And  whan  he  weke,  the  kinge  bim  drougli 

To  his  prewnoe,  and  did  hym  chere. 

So  that  this  preest  in  suche  manere. 

While  that  him  liketh,  ther  he  dwelletiS 

And  al  this  he  to  Bacchus  telleth. 

Whan  that  he  cam  to  hym  ageyne. 

And  Whan  that  Bacchus  hard  seyne. 
How  Mide  hath  dene  his  curtesie, 
Hym  thinketh,  it  were  a  vilanie. 
But  he  rewarde  hym  for  his  dede. 
So  as  he  might  of  his  godhede. 
Unto  this  kjrnge  this  god  apperetb. 
And  clepeth,  and  that  other  hereth. 
Hiis  god  to  Mide  thonketh  fhjrre. 
Of  that  be  was  so  debonayre 
Towarde  bis  prest,  and  bad  hym  seye. 
What  thynge  it  were,  be  wolde  preye. 
He  shulde  it  haue  of  worldas  good. 
This  kynge  was  glad,  and  stille  sloode, 
And  was  of  his  askynge  in  doute. 
And  all  the  worlde  he  casteth  aboute. 
What  thynge  w«s  best  for  his  aatate» 
And  with  hym  selfe  stode  in  debate 
Upon  thre  pointes,  whiche  I  fynde, 
Ben  leoest  vnto  mans  kynde. 
The  first  of  hem  it  is  ddite. 
The  two  ben  worship  and  pvofite. 
And  than  he  tboofpht,  if  that  1  crane 
Delite,  tho«igh  I  delito  asaia  bane, 
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Delite  dial]  passen  m  my  «^, 

That  is  DO  siker  aomlage. 

For  eoeiy  ioye  bodily 

Shall  ende  in  wo,  delite  for  thy 

WoU  I  not  cbese.    And  if  I  wonhip 

Aske,  and  of  the  worlde  lordiliip, 

This  is  an  oocupacion 

Of  piDude  imaginacioo> 

Whiche  maketh  an  heftevaine  withia. 

There  is  no  certaineftfr  to  vritine. 

For  lorde  and  knane  it  all  ohe  wey. 

Whan  thei  bo  bote  and  van  thei  dey. 

And  if  I  profite  aske  woMe, 
I  not  in  what  maner  I  sholde 
Of  worldes  good  haue  sTkerntf.    . 
For  eoery  thefe  rpon  richetse 
Awaiteth,  for  to  robbe  and  stele : 
Siiche  good  is  cause  of  harmes  fele. 
And  also  though  a  man  at  ones 
Of  all  the  woride  within  his  wooes 
The  treasour  might  haue  eiiery  dele: 
Yet  had  he  hot  one  maM  dele 
Towarde  hym  selfo,  so  as  I  thynke. 
Of  dothynge,  and  of  meate  and  drinke. 
For  more  (out  take  ^anitee) 
There  hath  no  lorde  in  his  degvee. 

And  thus  fpoa  these  poyntesdiimrse 
Diuersly  he  gan  rsherce. 
What  poynt  hym  thonght  for  tim  heste. 
But  playoly  for  to  gelle  i^rm  Met, 
He  can  no  siker  wale  casta. 
And  netheles  yet  at  laste 
He  fell  Tpon  the  cooetite 
Of  goMe,  and  Chan  hi  saadrie  wise 
He  thought,  as  I  bane  mid  tofons, 
How  treasour-  maie  he  soeoe  love. 
And  had  an  inly  great  degyre 
Toochende  of  suche  reeonere, 
Howe  that  he  might  his  cante  au«3rl^, 
To  get  hym  golde  withoaAen  foile. 
Within  his  herte  and  tbas  he  preiteth 
The  golde,  and  faith,  how  that  he  peiseth 
Abooen  all  otiier  m^all  moste. 
The  golde,  he  saith,  maie  leie  an  hoite 
To  make  werre  ayeae  the  kynge. 
The  golde  pot  Tnder  all  thyage, 
A  ad  set  in  what  hym  list  ahone: 
The  golde  can  make  of  hale  lon^ 
And  werre  of  pees :  and  right  of  wionge. 
And  longe  to  shovte,  and  shorte  to  longer 
Without  golde  maie  be  no  frtt: 
Gokle  is  the  lorde  «f  man  and  best. 
And  maie  hem  both  biamid  lelle 
So  that  a  man  maie  sothely  teHe,. 
That  all  the  worlde  to  golde  obeieth. 

For  thy  this  kynge  to  Baccus  preitb, 
To  graunte  him  golde,  hut  he  excedetb 
Measure,  more  than  hym  nedetb. 
Men  tellen,  that  the  maladie, 
Whiche  cleped  is  hydropsie. 
Resembled  is  vnto  this  yice. 
By  waie  of  kjrnde  of  Auarica 
The  more  hydropsie  drinketh. 
The  inore  hym  thinfceth:  for  him  thynketh. 
That  be  maie  neoer  drinke  his  fille. 
So  that  there  maie  no  thynge  falfilte 
The  histes  of  his  appetite. 
And  right  in  soche  a  maner  plite 
Stant  ener  Auarice,  and  ener  stoodci 
The  more  ba  hi^  of  worlde»  good. 


The  more  he  wolde  it  kepe  streifee, 
And  ener  mere  and  more  coueite. 
Ami  right  in  suohe  coodteion. 
Without  good  discrecioD, 
This  kynge  with  Auarice  is  smitte. 
That  all  the  woride  it  might  witte. 
For  he  to  Bacchus  than  preid, 
lliat  wberapon  his  honde  he  leyd. 
It  shulde  through  his  tonche  anoae 
Become  golde:  and  thenipoa 
This  god  hym  graunteth,  as  he  badde. 

Tho  was  this  kynge  of  Frige  gladde. 
And  for  to  put  it  in  assaie. 
With  all  the  hast  that  he  mate. 
He  toncheth  that, he  tenoheth  this: 
And  in  his  bond  all  goMe  It  n, 
The  stone,  the  tree,  the  leaf,  the  gfas. 
The  flonre,  the  fniite  all  goMe  it  was. 
Thus  toucheth  he,  while  he  maie  laste 
To  go:  but  honger  at  la«te 
Hym  toke  so,  that  he  mote  nede. 
By  wey  of  kynde  his  honger  fsde. 
The  cloth  was  leid,  the  horde^was  t^. 
And  all  was  forth  tofore  hym  ert, 
His  disshe,  his  oup,  his  drink,  his  meate. 
But  whan  he  wolde  or  drinke  or  eate, 
Anone  as  it  his  month  earn  nighe. 
It  was  all  golde :  and  than  he  sighe 
Of  Auarice  the  foKet 
And  he  with  that  begenne  to  crie. 
And  preide  Bacohns  to  foryeue 
His  gylt,  and  sofihr  hym  for  to  fyne. 
And  be  suche  as  he  was  tofore: 
So  that  he  were  nought  forlore. 

This  god,  whiche  herde  of  this  greoanoe, 
Toke  routhe  vpon  his  repentanee. 
And  bad  hym  go  forth  redily 
Unto  a  flood  was  ihst  by, 
Whiche  Paceole  than  bight; 
In  whiche  als  fast  as  euer  he  might 
He  shuld  hym  wasshe  oueralt : 
And  said  hym  than  that  he  shall 
Recouer  his  first  a«tate  ageine. 

This  kynge  right  as  he  hettl  'seyn, 
In  to  the  flood  goth  fro  the  londe. 
And  wesshe  hym  bothfoote  and  honde. 
And  so  forth  all  the  remenaate. 
As  hym  was  set  in  conenant. 
And  than  he  sigh  meruailes  strange. 
The  flood  his  colour  gan  to  change. 
The  grauell  with  the  small  stonfs. 
To  gold  thei  tome  bothattones: 
And  he  was  quite  of  that  he  hadde: 
And  thus  fortune  his  chance  ladde. 
And  whan  he  sigh  his  touch  aweyj 
He  goth  hym  home  the  right  wey. 
And  iiueth  forth  as  he  did  er. 
And  put  all  auarice  a  fer. 
And  the  riches  of  goMe  despfseth. 
And  seith,  that  meate  and  cloth  sof&seth. 

Thus  hath  this  kynge  experience, 
Howe  fooles  done  the  renerence 
To  golde,  whiche  of  his  owne  kynde 
Is  lasse  worth  than  is  the  rynde. 
To  sustenance  of  mans  foode: 
And  than  he  made  lawes  good, 
And  all  his  thynge  set  vpon'skiHe: 
He  bede  his  people  for  to  tiHe    ' 
Her  londe,  and  Hue  mder  the  lowe. 
And  that  thei  shnld  also  forthdrawe. 
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Bestail,  and  seche  oone  encreci 

Of  golde.  whicbe  ig  the  breche  of  pcet 

For  this  a  mau  maie  fyode  writte. 

To  fore  the  time,  er  golde  was  amitte 

In  coygne,  that  meo  the  floreo  knewe. 

There  was  wel  pighe  no  man  Tntrewe. 

Tho  was  there  shelde  oe  speare, 

Ne  deadly  wepen  for  to  beare. 

Tho  was  the  towne  withoaten  walle, 

Whiche  nowe  is  closed  ouer  alle. 

Tho  was  there  no  broc^e  in  loiide« 

Whiche  oowe  taketh  enery  cause  on  bonde 

So  maie  men  knowe,  bow  the  floreyn 

Was  rooder  first  of  malenginy 

And  bringer  in  of  all  werre, 

Wherof  this  world  stant  out  of  berre. 

Through  the  counseill  of  Auariee, 

Whtehe  of  his  owne  prQpre  vice 

Is  as  the  helle  wonderful!. 

For  it  maie  neuermore  be  full : 

That  what  as  euer  oometb  therinne, 

A  wey  ne  maie  it  neuer  winne. 

But  Sonne  myn  do  thou  not  to. 
Let  all  suche  Auarice  go, 
And  take  thy  parte  of  that  thou  hast: 
I  bid  not  that  thou  do  wast. 
But  holde  largesse  in  bu  measure. 
And  if  thou  see  a  creature* 
Whiche  through  pouert  is  fiille  in  nede, 
Yeue  hym  some  good :  for  this  I  rede 
To  hym  that  woll  not  yeuen  here', 
What  pejrne  he  shall  baue  els  where: 
There  is  a  j;wyB  amonge  all 
Benethe  in  helle,  whiche  men  calle 
The  wofull  peyne  of  Tantalie, 
Of  whiche  1  shall  the  redily 
Deuise  howe  men  therin  stoiide. 

In  hell  thou  sbalt  vnderstonde, 
Th^re  is  a  flood  of  thilke  office,    - 
Whiche  seruetb  all  for  auarice: 
What  man  that  stond  shall  therin. 
He  stant  vp  euen  to  the  chinne. 

Aboue  his  hede  also  there  hongeth 
A  fruite  whiche  to  that  peine  longeth : 
And  that  fruite  toucheth  euer  in  one 
His  oueittppe,  and  therupon 
Suche  tbirste  and  bonger  hym  aasailetb, 
That  neuer  bis  appetite  ne  £sikth. 
But  whan  he  wolde  his  bonger  fode. 
The  frute  withdraweth  hjrm  at  iiede : 
And  though  he  beue  his  hede  on  high, 
The  fruite  is  euer  aliche  nigh. 
So  is  the  bonger  well  the  more. 
And  also  though  hym  thur«t  sore, 
And  to  the  water  bowe  a  doune, 
The  flood  in  suclie  condicion 
Aualeth,  that  his  drinke  arecbe 
He  maie  not  lo  nowe  whiche  a  wreche, 
That  meate  and  drinke  is  hym  so  couth. 
And  yet  thercometh  none  in  his  mouth, 
liche  to  the  peines  of  this  flood 
Stant  Auarice  in  worldes  good. 
He  hath  enough,  and  yet  hym  nedetb, 
For  his  scarcenes  it  hym  forbedeth : 
And  euer  his  honger  after  more 
Trauailetb  hym  aliche  sore : 
So  is  he  peinied  overall. 
For  thy  thy  goodes  forth  withall 
My  Sonne  loke  thou  dispende, 
Wherof  thou  might  thy  selfe  amende 


Both  here,  and  eke  in  other  plae«f 
And  also  if  thou  wolte  purchace 
To  be  beloued,  thou  must  vse 
Largesse:  for  if  thou  refuse 
To  yeue  for  thy  loues  sake. 
It  is  no  reason  that  thou  take 
Of  loue,  that  tbou  woldest  crane. 
For  thy  if  thou  wolt  grace  baue. 
Be  gracious  Hfld  do  largesM: 
Of  Auarice  and  the  sekenesse 
Eschewe  aboue  all  other  tbynge. 
And  uke  insample  of  Mide  the  kyoge. 
And  of  the  flciod  of  belle  also. 
Where  is  enough  of  all  wo. 
And  though  there  were  no  matere. 
But  onely  that  we  finden  here; 
Men  ought  Auarice  eschewe. 
For  what  man  thilke  vice  sewe. 
He  gete  hym  selfe  but  litell  rest. 
For  howe  so  that  the  body  rest. 
The  herte  vpon  the  golde  trauailetb, 
Whom  many  a  nightes  drede  assaileih. 
For  though  he  iigge  a  bed  naked. 
His  herte  is  euermore  awaked. 
And  dremeth,  as  he  lieth  to  slepe. 
How  bevy  that  he  is  to  kepe 
His  tresour,  that  no  thefe  it  stele: 
Tk|us  hath  he  but  a  wofull  wele. 
And  right  to  ih  tl^e  same  wise. 
If  thou  thy  selfe  wolt  wele  anise, 
There  be  louers  of  suche  enowe. 
That  wol  vnto  no  reason  bowe 
If  so  be  thei  come  aboue. 
Whan  thei  ben  maisters  of  her  loue. 
And  that  thei  shulden  be  moate  gladde 
With  loue,  thei  ben  moste  bestadde :  . 
So  fayn  thei  wolde  it  bolden  all, 
That  her  berte,  her  eie  is  ouerall. 
And  wenen  euery  man  be  thefe. 
To  stele  awey  that  hem  is  lefe. 
Thus  through  her  owne  fantasie 
Thei  fallen  in  to  Jelouftie. 

Than  hath  the  ship  to  broke  his  cable. 
With  euery  wynde  and  is  menable. 

My  frider  for  that  ye  nowe  telle, 
I  baue  herde  oft  tyme  telle. 
Of  Jelousie,  but  what  it  is, 
Yet  vnderstod  I  neuer  er  tiiis. 
Wherfore  I  wolde  you  beseche. 
That  ye  me  wolde  tnforme  and  teche. 
What  maner  thyng  it  might  bee. 

My  Sonne  that  is  harde  to  mee. 
But  netheles  as  I  baue  herde, 
Now  herken,  and  thou  shalt  be  answerde. 

Nota  de  Zelotipia,  cuius  fontastica  suspitio  amo* 
remquamuis  fidelissimum  multotienssiae  cans* 
corruptum  imagioatur. 

AMONO  the  men  lacke  of  manhod 

III  mariage,  vpon  wifehode 

Maketfa  that  a  man  him  selfe  deceiueth: 

Wherof  it  is,  that  he  conceiucth. 

That  like  vneasy  maladie, 

The  whiche  is  cleped  Jelousie : 

Of  whiche  if  1  the  propertee 

Shall  telle,  after  the  nicetee. 

So  as  it  worcheth  on  a  man : 

A  feuer  it  is  cotidian. 
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Whicbe  euery  daie  wol  come  aboute, 

Where  ao  a  man  be  iaor  oate. 

At  home  if  that  a  man  woll  wonoe. 

This  feuer  is  than  of  comon  wonne 

Most  greaous  in  a  mans  eie. 

For  than  he  maketh  bym  tote  and  prie. 

Where  so  as  euer  his  lojie  go. 

She  8ba]l  not  with  hir  litell  to 

Misteppe,  but  he  seeth  it  all: 

His  eie  is  walkend  ouerall. 

Where  that  she  synge,  or  that  she  daunce, 

He  seeth  the. lest  couutenance. 

If  she  loke  on  a  man 'a  side. 

Or  with  bym  rowne  at  any  tide. 

Or  that  she  laogh,  or  that  she  loare^ 

His  eie  is  there  at  euery  houre. 

And  whan  it  draweth  to  the  night, 

If  she  than  be  without  light, 

Anone  is  all  the  game  sbente. 

For  than  he  set  his  parliament 

To  speake  it  whan  be  cometb  to  bed. 

And  saitb :  if  I  were  nowe  to  wed, 

I  wolde  neuer  baue  wife« 

And  so  he  torneth  in  to  strife 

The  Inste  of  loues  dutee. 

And  all  vpon  diuersitee. 

If  she  be  fresshe,  and  well  arated^ 
He  saitb  hir  baner  is  displaied 
To  depe  in  guestes  by  the  weie. 
And  if  she  be  not  well  beseie, 
And  that  hir  list  not  to  he  gladde. 
He  beareth  on  bonde  that  she  is  madde. 
And  looetb  not  hir  husbonde.' 
.  He  saith,  he  maie  well  ▼nderstonde. 
That  if  she  woide  his  companie, 
She  shuld  than  afore  bis  eie 
Shewe  all  the  pleasure  that  she  might. 
So  that  by  daie  ne  by  night 
She  not  wliat  thyng  is  for  the  beste. 
But  liueth  out  of  all  rest. 
For  what  as  euer  bym  liste  to  seyn, 
She  dare  not  speke  o  worde  ageyn, 
Bat  wepetb,  and  holt  bir  lippes  close. 
She  maie  welle  writte,  Sance  repose 
The  wife,  whiche  is  to  suche  one  maried. 
Of  all  women  be  be  waned. 
For  with  bir  feuer  of  lelousie, 
His  eche  daies  fantasie 
Of  sorowe  is  euer  aliche  grene^ 
So  that  there  is  no  loue  sene, 
While  that  him  list  at  home  abide. 
And  whan  so  is  he  woll  out  ride. 
Than  hath  he  redie  his  aspie 
Abidyng  in  bir  oompanie, 
A  iangler,  an  euill  mouthed  one,- 
That  she  ne  maie  no  whither  gone, 
Ne  speke  one  worde,  ne  ones  loke. 
Bat  he  ne  woll  it  wende,  and  croke. 
And  tome  after  his  owne  entent, 
Though  she  no  thyng  but  honour  ment : 
Whan  that  the  lorde  cometh  home  ageyne. 
The  iangler  must  somwhat  seyn. 

So  what  without,  and  what  withinne. 
This  fener  is  euer  to  begynne. 
For  where  he  cometh  he  can  not  ende. 
Tin  dttth  of  hym  bath  made  ao  eude. 
For  though  so  be,  that  he  ne  here, 
Ne  se,  ne  witte  in  no  manere, 
But  all  honoure  and  womanhede, 
Tbcrof  the  Jelous  taketh  none  hede : 


But  as  a  man  to  loue  rnkynde. 
He  cast  his  staffe  and  as  the  blinde, 
And  fint  defaulte,  where  is  none. 
As  who  so  dremeth  on  a  stone 
Howe  be  is  leyde,  and  groneth  ofte. 
Whan  he  lieth  on  his  pilowe  softe. 
So  is  there  nought  but  strife  and  chest, 
Whau  loue  shulde  make  his  fest. 
It  is  great  thynge  if  he  hir  kisse. 
Thus  hath  she  lost  the  nightes  blisse. 
For  at  suche  tyme  he  gratcheth  eoer. 
And  bereth  on  hondci  there  is  a  leuer. 
That  she  wolde  another  were 
In  stede  of  bym  abedde  there. 
And  with  tho  wordes,  and  with  mo 
Of  Jelousie,  he  torneth  hir  fro» 
And  lieth  vpon  that  other  side. 
And  she  with  that  draweth  hir  aside. 
And  there  she  wepetb  all  the  night. 

A  to  what  peine  she  is  dight. 
That  in  bir  youth  hatb  so  be  set 
The  bonde,  whicbe  maie  not  ben  vnkent? 
I  wote  the  tyme  is  ofte  cursed. 
That  euer  was  the  golde  ▼npursed, 
The  whiche  was  layd  vpon  the  boke. 
Whan  that  all  other  she  forsoke 
For  loue  of  hym,  but  all  to  late 
She  pleineth:  for  as  than  algate 
She  mote  forbeare,  and  to  hym  bowe, 
Though  he  ne  woU  it  nonfat  allowe. 
For  man  is  lorde  of  thilke  feyre : 
So  maie  the  woman  but  empeyrc. 
If  she  speke  ought  agein  his  wille 
And  thus  she  bereth  her  peyne  stille. 

Bat  if  this  Feuer  a  woman  take. 
She  shall  be  wi»11  more  harde  shake. 
For  though  she  both  see  and  here, 
And  fynde,  that  there  is  no  matere, 
She,  dare  but  to  bir  selfe  pleyne: 
And  thus  she  suffretb  double  peyne, 

Lo  thus  my  sonne,  as  I  baue  writte. 
Thou  might  of  Jelowsie  witte 
His  feuer,  and  his  condtcion. 
Whiche  is  full  of  suspection. 
But  wherof  that  this  feuer  growetb. 
Who  ao  these  olde  bokes  troweth. 
There  maie  he  fynde  bowe  it  is. 
For  tbei  vs  teche,  and  telle  this, 
Howe  that  this  feuer  of  Jeloasie 
Somdele  it  growetb  of  iotie 
Of  loue,  and  somdele  of  vntmst. 
For  as  a  sicke  man  lest  his  lust. 
And  whan  he  maie  no  sauoure  geaie, 
He  hateth  than  his  owne  meate. 

Right  so  this  feuerous  maladie, 
Whiche  caused  is  of  fantasie, 
Maketh  the  Jelous  in  feble  plite. 
To  lese  of  loue  his  appetite 
Through  feigned  informacion 
Of  bis  imaginacion. 
But  finally  to  taken  bede, 
Men  maie  well  make  a  likely  hede 
Betwene  bym  whiche  is  auarous 
Of  golde,  and  hym  that  is  Jelous 
Of  loue :  in  o  degree 
Tbei  stonde  both,  as  semeth  mee. 
That  one  wold  haue  his  bagges  still. 
And  nought  departen  with  his  will. 
And  dare  not  for  the  theues  slepe» 
So  fayne  he  wolde  hii  treaioar  kepe: 
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That  other  maie  not  well  be  glad. 
For  euermore  he  is  adrad 
Of  these  louers,  that  goae  aboute, 
lo  aunter,  if  tbei  put  bym  cute. 
So  haue  tbei  both  litell  ioye. 
As  well  of  loue,  as  of  moneie. 

Now  hast  tbou  son  of  my  tfiohyfige. 
Of  Jelousie  a  know^bynge 
That  thou  might  vnderstonde  this, 
Fro  whence  he  cometb,  and  what  be  is; 
And  eke  to  whom  that  be  is  like^ 
Beware  for  thy  thou  be  not  sike 
Of  thilke  iieuer,  as  i  haue  spoke. 
For  it  woll  in  hym  selfe  be  Wffoke. 

For  loue  hateth  no  thyng  more, 
As  men  maie  finde  by  the  lore 
Of  hem,  that  whilom  were  wise, 
Howe  that  tbei  gpeke  in  many  wise. 

My  fader  sotbe  is  that  ye  seyUf 
But  for  to  loke  there  ayen, 
Before  this  time  bowe  it  is  faile, 
Wberof  there  might  eosample  falle 
To  suche  men  as  ben  Jefeus, 
In  what  maner  it  is  gceuouf  9 
Right  fayn  I  wolde  eatinifite  here. 

My  good  Sonne  at  thy  praieres 
Of  suche  ensamples  as  I  finde. 
So  as  tbei  comen  nowe  to  mynde. 
Upon  this  point  ef  tyme  agoiM» 
I  thiake  for  to  teUan  one. 


Hie  ponlt  Confessor  eaemplum  contra  istos  man- 
tos,  quos  Zelotjpia  maculauit  Etnarratqua- 
Vter  Vulcanus,  cuius  vxor  Venus  extitit,  suspi- 
tionem  inter  iptam  et  Martem  concipiens, 
eorum  gestus  diligentius  explorabat,  Vnde  cqo- 
tigit,  quod  cum  ipse  quadam  viceambos  inter  ae 
pariter  amplexantes  in  Iccto  oudos  iaoemt,  ct 
exclamans,  omnem  ceUim  dcomm  et  deanimad 
tantum  speetacnlum  conuocauit,  super  quo  ta- 
men  derisum  potius  quam  remedinm  a  tota  a^ 
horte  consecutus  est. 

OuiDB  wrote  of  many  thya^tSy 
Amonge  the  whicbe,  in  his  wJiilyugbM 
He  told  a  tale  in  poesie, 
Whiche  toucbeth  viito  JelovsMy 
Upon  a  oertaine  cas  of  loue. 
Amonge  the  goddes  al  aboue. 
It  felle  at  thilke  tyme  thus: 
The  god  of  fire,  whiche  Vukwnos 
It  bote,  and  hath  a  cfalle  forth  with 
Assigned  for  to  be  t^e  smith 
Of  Jupiter,  and  bis  figure. 
Both  of  visage  and  of  statute. 
Is  lothly,  and  masgracioos. 
But  yet  he  hath  within  his  faons. 
As  for  the  likynge  of  his  life. 
The  feire  Venus  to  his  wife. 
But  Mars,  whiche  of  batailles  is 
The  god,  an  eie  had  vnto  this» 
As  he  whiche  was  oUualaoas. 
It  felle  him  to  ben  amorous. 
And  thought  it  was  great  pitee» 
To  see  so  lustie  one«s  she, 
Be  coupled  with  so  louid  a  wight 
So  that  his  peine  daie  and  ni|^t 
He  did,  if  he  hir  wynne  might. 
And  she  that  hmd  a  good  insight 


Toward  so  noble  a  knightly  loidAy 

In  loue  fel  of  his  acorde. 

There  lackcth  nought  bat  tyme  and  plMe, 

That  be  nis  sicker  of  hir  grace. 

But  whan  two  hertes  fallen  in  one. 
So  wise  a  waite  was  neuer  nooe. 
That  at  sometyme  tbei  ne  mete. 
And  thus  this  faire  lustie  swete 
With  Mars  hath  ofte  companie. 
But  thilke  vnkynde  Jelousie, 
Whiche  euermore  the  herte  opposeth, 
Maketh  Vulcanus,  that  he  iupposatby 
That  It  is  not  wel  ouerall: 
And  to  hym  selfe  he  said,  he  shall 
Aspie  better,  if  tittt  he  maie. 
And  so  it  felle  vpon  a  daie, 
That  he  this  thyng  so  slighUy  Icdde, 
He  fonde  hem  both  two  a  bcdde 
All  wanne,  echone  with  other  naked» 
And  he  with  crafte.all  redy  maked 
Of  stronge  cheine^  bath  hem  boirodey 
As  be  together  hem  bad  foande. 
And  lefte  hem  bothe  ligge  so, 
And  gan  to  clepe  and  crie  tfap 
Unto  the  gooddes  all  aboute: 
And  tbei  assembled  in  a  route 
Come  all  at  ones  for  to  me. 
But  none  amendes  bad  bee. 
But  was  rebuked  here  a«d  thiere 
Of  hem,  that  loues  freadee  were» 
And  saiden,  that  he  was  to  blamiie. 
For  if  there  felle  hym  any  fhawie. 
It  was  through  his  misgoueman^e. 
And  thus  he  lost  eontcwmce. 
This  god,  and  let  his  cause  hike. 
And  tbei  to  scome  hym  lau^henall. 
And  losen  Mars  out  of  hjs  ho«dtf , 
Wberof  these  erthly  husboadet 
For  euer  might  eosample  take. 
If  suche  a  channce  hemx>nerlalBs. 
For  Vulcanus  bis  wife  facwipjid. 
The  blame  vpon  hym  a^e  he  lajdc, 
Wberof  his  shame  was  the  mare, 
Whiche  ought  for  to  ben  a  iow 
For  euery  man,  that  liiieUi  here* 
To  reulen  hym  in  this  matere. 
Though  suche  an  happe  of  kue  aafcecte. 
Yet  shuld  he  not  apoynte  his  hCBle 
With  Jelousie,  of  that  iswvoi^t: 
But  feigne,  as  though  he  wist  itoai^ht 
For  if  be  let  it  ouer  pasae. 
The  sclaunder  shall  be  well  the  laf  le. 
And  he  the  more  in  ete  etonde. 
For  this  thou  might  well  vntestande. 
That  where  a  man  shall  aedet  lete. 
The  lasse  harme  is  for  to  obese. 

But  Jelousie  of  his  vntriste, 
Maketh  full  many  an  harme  ariste, 
Whiche  eltes  shulde  not  arise. 
And  if  a  map  welde  hym  aaise 
Of  that  faefeile  to  Vulcanus, 
Hym  ought  of  reason  thiake  thus : 
That  sith  a  god  was  therof  sbamad. 
Well  shuld  an  eithily  man  he  blamed. 
To  take  vpon  hym  suche  a  vice. 
For  thy  my  sonne  in  thyne  office 
Beware,  that  thou  be  nought  ielous, 
Whiche  oft  tyme  hath  ebciit  the  hous. 

My  feder  this  ensample  is  'hasde, 
Howe  suche  thynge  to  the  heucnwaadc. 
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Ajnonge  the  goddes  might  fiUle. 
For  tbeie  is  but  o  god  of  all, 
Whicha  is  the  lorde  of  heuen  and  hdle. 
Bat  if  it  like  you  Ui  tdle, 
Howe  socbe  goddes  come  aplacey 
Ye  might  mochell  tbanke  porchace. 
For  I  shall  be  weU  taught  wtthall. 

My  Sonne  it  is  thus  ouerafi 
With  hem»  that  ttanden  misbilened. 
That  socbe  goddes  ben  beleued^ 
In  soodry  place,  in  sondry  wise 
Amonges  hem,  wbiche  be  rnwise, 
There  is  beUken  of  credence, 
Wberof  tha(  1  the  diflerence 
In  the  maner,  af  it  is  writte^ 
Shall  do  the  plainly  for  to  witle. 

Mentibus  illnsis  signantur  templa  deorom, 
Vnde  deos  cecos  natio  ceca  colit. 

Nulhi  creaturi  ratio  facit  esse  creata|n, 
Eqniparans  quoad  hue  iura  pagana  fouent. 


Suia  secondum  poetanun  fiUiulas  io.hulaonodi 

.  libelli  locis  qoampluribus  nomioa  et  gestus  deo- 

mm  Iklsorum  intitulaptur,  quorum  infideUtaSi 

▼t  CbrisUants  daHus  ionotescat,  iotendit  de  ip-  l^  •"  *■"'  enwr,  wiiiche  thei  kno 
iomm  origine  secundiim  varias  paganorum  sec-  I  '^^^  these  bretheme  ben  of  might, 
-  •■  _*^^.        .  -  To  sette and  kepe  Egypt  vpright. 

And  ouerthrowe/if  that  hem  like. 
But  bis,  as  seith  the  cronike. 


Of  the  Caldens  so  in  this  wise 
Stant  the  beleae  out  of  assise: 
Bat  in  Egypte  werste  of  alle 
The  fisitb  is  fids,  bowe  so  it  ftlle. 
For  thei  diuers  beaMes  there 
Hononr,  as  though  the!  goddes  were. 
And  nethelesse  yet  fbrthe  withall 
Thre  goddes  moste  in  spedall 
Thei  hane  forth  with  a  goddeme, 
In  whoBM  is  all  her  sikemesse. 
Tho  goddes  be  yet  cleped  thug 

IOrus,  Typhon,  and.  Isinis. 
They  were  brethren  all  three. 
And  the  goddesse  in  hir  degree. 
Her  sister  wss,  and  bis  bight: 
Whom  Isirus  forlaie  by  night, 
Aud  helde  hir  after  as  his  wifB. 
So  it  befidle,  that  vpon  strife 
Typhon  hath  Isire  his  brother  rfayne, 
Whiche  had  a  cbilde,  to  sonne  Oray^ie: 
Aud  he  bis  fiithers  dethe  to  herte 
So  toke,  that  it  maie  nought  asterte. 
That  he  Typhon  after  ne  slough. 
Whan  he  was  ripe  of  age  enoagh* 
But  yet  the  Egjrpciens  trowe, 
For  all  this  errour,  i^iche  thei  knowe. 


tas  scribere  cqnsequeoter.     ^t  primo  deliecta 
Caldeorum  tractare  proponit 


£m  Christe  was4K>re  among  rs  here 
Of  the  byleues,  that  tho  were. 
In  Ibore  fourmes  thus  it  was. 
Thei  of  Chaldee,  as  in  this  cas 
Had  a  beleue  by  hem  selue, 
Whiclie  stode  vpon  the  signes  twelae, 
Forth  eke  with  the  plsnettes  seuen, 
Wbiche  as  thei.sighen  Tpon  the  heuen 
Of  sondrie  constellacion. 
In  her  imaginacton 
With  sondrie  kerfe  and  portrature 
Thei  made  of  goddes  the  figure. 

In  thelementes'and  eke  also 
Thei  hadden  a  beleue  tho. 
And  all  that  was  ^nresonable. 
For  the  elementes  ben  seruisable 
To  man  :  And  ofte  of  accidence. 
As  men  maie  see  the  experience, 
Thei  ben  corrupt  by  sondrie  weye : 
So  maie  no  mans  reason  seye, 
That  thei  ben  god  in  any  wise. 
And  eke  if  men  hem  wel  anise. 
The  sonnfe  and  moone  eclipsen  both. 
That  be  hem  lef,'or  be  hem  loth, 
Thei  sufTre,  and  what  tbyng  is  passible 
To  ben  a  god  is  impossiUe. 
These  elementes  bc«  breatures. 
So  ben  these  heuenly  figures. 
Wherof  maie  wel  be  iustified. 
That  thei  maie  not  he  deified. 
And  who  thatiaketh  awaie  the  honouf, 
Wbiche  due  is  to  the  creatour. 
And  yeueth  it  to  the  creature: 
He  dothe  to  great  a  forfaiture. 
But  of  Caldee  nelheles. 
Upon  this  feith  though  it  be  lease* 
Thei  holde  affermed  the  creailce. 
So  that  <rf  belle  the  penance. 
As  folke,  wbiche  sUnt  out  of  bdeoe, 
Thd  shall  receiue  as  wt  bdeoe,*  * 
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Fro  Orece  in  to  Bgypte  cam» 
And  she  than  vpon  honde  nam 
To  teche  hem  for  to  sowe  and  ere, 
Whiche  no  man  knewe  tofore  there* 
And  whan  the  Egypciens  sie 
The  feldes  foil  afore  her  eie. 
And  that  the  londe  began  to  greyne, 
Whiche  whilom  had  be  bareyne : 
For  the  ertbe  bare  after  the  kynde 
nie  due  charge,  this  I  fynde. 
That  she  of  birth  the  goddesse 
b  deped,  so  that  in  distresse 
The  women  thenrpon  cbiMynge 
To  hir  clepe,  and  her  offrynge 
Thei  bearen,  whan  that  thei  ben  light. 
Lo  howe  Egypt  all  out  of  sight 
Fro  reason  staut  in  misbeleue 
For  bcke  of  lore  as  I  beleue. 

De  secta  Gieconmi* 

Amonob  the  grekes  out  of  the  weie. 
As  thei  that  reson  put  aweie. 
There  was,  as  the  cronike  saitb. 
Of  misbeleue  an  otheif  faith. 
That  thei  her  goddes,  and  goddesset- 
As  who  saitb  token  all  to  gesses, 
Of  sucbe  as  weren  foil  office. 
To  whom  thei  made  sacrifice. 

Nota  qualiter  Satumus  deoram  snoMtuft  ippd* 

latur. 

Trb  high  god,  so  as  thei  sayde. 
To  whom  tfiei  worship  layde, 
Satumus  higbt  and  k3mge  of  Crete 
He  had  be :  But  of  his  sete 
He  was  put  downe,  as  be  whiche  stoods 
In  frensie,  and  was  so  woode. 
That  fro  bis  wyfe,  wbiche  Rea  hight| 
Hb  owne  cUldreo  he  to  pli|^. 
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And  etc  hetn  of  bii  conomne  voane. 
But  lupiteri  wbiche  was  hit  wmiie. 
And  of  full  age,  bis  father  boode. 
And  kyt  of  witb  his  owoe  bonde 
His-  genitalles,  wbiche  also  fiiste 
In  to  the  depe  sea  he  caste : 
Wberof  the  grekea  afierme  and  sey 
Thus,  whan  the!  were  caste  awey. 
Came  Venus  forth  by  weie  of  kynde. 
And  of  Satume  also  1  fynde> 
Howe  afterwarde  in  to  an  ile 
This  lupiter  hjnn  dyd  exile^ 
Where  that  he  stode  in  gret  mischiefe. 
'lo  wbiche  a  god  thai  mi^n  chiefe. 
And  sitben  that  soche  one  was  hee, 
Wbiche  stode  moste  high  in  his  degree 
Amonge  the  goddes,  tbon^might  luiow 
lliese  other,  that  ben  more  lowe. 
Sen  Utett  worth,  as  it  is  founde* 

IbpUer  dens  ddiclarom. 

For  lupiter  was  the  ieeoud«y 

WhicUe  luno,  had  Tnto  his  wife. 

And  yet  a  lechour  all  his  life 

He  was,  and  in  aooutrie 

ilt  wrought  many  a  trecherie. 

And  for  he  was  so  full  of  vices, 

Thei  cleped  hym  god  of  delioeik 

Of  whom  if  thou  wolte  more  wittef 

Ooide  the  poete  hath  writle. 

JBot  yet  her  sterres  bothe  two^ 

Sstume  and  lupiter  alsoy 

Thai  haue,  atthoqgh  thei  ben  to  bkaw, 

Attitled  to  her  owne  name. 

Mars  was  an  other  in  that  lawe. 
The  wbiche  in  Dace  was  forthe  drawes 
Of  whom  the  clerke  Vegetius 
Wrote  in  his  boke,  and  tolde  thus^ 
Howe  he  into  Italia  came. 
And  suche  fortune  there  he  nam. 
That  he  a  maiden  hath  oppressed, 
Whiebe  in  hJr  ordre  was  professed. 
As  she  wbiche  was  the  prioresse 
In  Vestes  temple  the  goddesse; 
80  was  she  wdl  the  more  to  blame. 
Dame  Ilia  this  ladis  name 
Men  clq>e,  and  dee  she  was  also 
The  kynges  doogbter  that  was  tho, 
Wbiche  Minitorby  name  bight: 
80  that  ayene  tbe  lawes  right. 
Mars  thilke  tyoie  vpon  hir  that 
Remiis  and  Romulus  begat 
Wliiche  after,  whan  th^  come  in  age. 
Of  knigfatfaode,  and  of  vassellaga 
Italy  all  holle  thei  ouercome^ 
And  fononden  the  great  Rome, 
In  annes  and  of  suche  emprise 
Thei  weren,  that  in  thilke  wise, 
Her  &ther  Mars  for  the  meruaile 
The  gisd  is  cleped  of  bataile. 

TiMi  Weren  his  children  both  two^ 
Through  hem  he  toke  his  n^une  soe 
There  was  none  other  cause  why. 
And  yel  a  sterre  vpon  the  skie 
He  hath  vntn  his  name  applied, 
In  wiuehe  that  be  is^igni6ed« 

Am  other  god  thei  hadden  eker 
To  whom  for  coansayle  thei  beseke* 
The  wbiche  iNis  brother  to  Vemis, 
Afoito  MiiBtfl  depe  thni* 
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He  was  an  bunt  vpon  the  hiUes^ 
There  was  with  hym  no  veitue  elles^ 
Wberof  that  any  bokes  carpe. 
But  onely  that  be  couth  baipe : 
Wbiche  whan  he  walked  ouer  londe. 
Full  ofte  time  he  toke  on  bonde. 
To  get  hym  with  his  sostenance^ 
For  lacke  of  other  purueance* 
And  otherwhile  of  his  falsehede 
He  feigneth  hym  to  conne  a  rede 
Of  thyng,  wbiche  afterwarde  shnld  fall, 
Wberof  amonge  his  sleightes  ally 
He  hath  the  lewde  folke  deceiued^ 
So  that  the  better  he  was  reeetoed. 
Lo  nowe  through  what  creadon 
He  hath  deificacion. 
And  deped  is  the  god  of  wit 
To  suche  as  be  tbe  fooles  yit 

An  otfier  god,  to  whom  thei  sought. 
Mercuric  bight,  and  hym  ne  rCwght, 
What  thjmg  he  stale,  ne  whom  ne  slougb. 
Of  sorccfrie  he  couth  enough, 
That  wban  be  wold  hym  selfe  transfonne, 
F^ll  ofte  tyme  be  toke  the  forme 
Of  woman,  and  his  own  lefte : 
So  did  he  well  the  more  thefte, 
A  great  speker  in  all  thynges 
He  was  also,  and  of  lesynges 
An  autoof,  tiiat  men  wisten  none 
An  other  suche  as  he  was  one. 

And  yet  thei  maden  of  this  tbefe 
A  god,  wbiche  was  vnio  hem  lefo^ 
And  deped  hym  in  tho  beleues, 
Tbe  god  of  marehantes,  and  of  thenes. 
But  yet  a  sterre  vpon  the  heucD 
He  hath  of  pianettes  seuep. 

But  Vulcaniis,  of  whom  I  spake. 
He  had  a  courbe  vpon  the  backe. 
And  therto  he  was  hippe  halte. 
Of  whom  thouvaderstonde  sbalte: 
He  was  a  shrewe  in  all  his  youth. 
And  he  none  other  vertoe  couth 
Of  craiie  to  hdpe  hym  selfo  with. 
But  ondy  that  be  was  smith 
With  lupiter,  wbiche  in  his  foiige 
Diuers  thynge  made  hym  foi^e. 
So  wote  1  not  for  what  desyre 
Tbei  deped  hym  the  god  of  tyre. 

Kynge  of  Cidle  Hipolitus 
A  Sonne  had,  and  Eolus 
He  bight,  and  of  his  fiitbers  grauot, 
He  hdde  by  wey  of  conenant. 
The  gouemannce  of  euery  Ue, 
Wbiche  was  longende  vnto  Sicile. 
Of  hem  that  ho  the  londe  foreyn, 
Laie  vpon  the  wynde  all  pleine. 
And  ho  thilke  iles  in  to  the  londa 
Full  ofte  cam  the  wynde  to  honde. 
And  after  the  name  of  hym  for  thy 
The  wy  odes  deped  Eolt 
Thei  were,  and  he  the  god  of  wjmde. 
Lo  nowe  howe  this  bdeue  is  blynde* 

The  kynge  of  Crete  Inpitert 
The  same,  wbiche  I  spake  of  er. 
Unto  his  brother,  wbiche  Neptune 
Was  hole,  it  list  hym  to  commune 
Parte  of  his  good,  so  that  by  ship 
He  made  hym  stronge  of  the  lordship 
Of  all  the  sea  in  tho  parties. 
Where  that  he  wrought  his  tyrasniii. 
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And  the  «ti«Qgc  ylei  tfboutfl 

He  wan,  that  eaery  moii  hatb  doatd 

Upon  hii  marebe  for  to  layle. 

For  be  anone  bcm  woMe  agsayle 

And  robbe,  what  thyng  that  tbei  laddeD| 

His  MMife  condnit  but  if  tbei  badden : 

Wberof  the  coBuneii  Yoice  aroot 

la  enery  loode,  that  soobe  a  loot  • 

He  caoght,  all  nere  it  worth  i^itraii 

That  be  was  cleped  of  the  sea 

The  god  by  name,  and  yet  he  it 

With  hem,  that  to  beltne  amit.    • 

This  Neptune  eke^  was  thiike  sdfto, 
Whicbe  was  the  first  foondertbo 
Of  noble  Troie,  and  he  for  thy 
Was  well  the  more  setft  by. 

The  loresman  of  the  shepebcfdn, 
And  eke  of  hem  that  netherdes, 
Was  of  Arcade,  and  hyg ht  Pkin : 
Of  whom  hath  spoke  many  a  man 
For  in  the  wodde  of  Nooarigne. 
Eodosed  with  the  trees  of  pignc^ 
And  on  the  mount  of  Paritie, 
He  bad  of  beastet  the  bailie. 
And  eke  beneth  the  valeie. 
Where  thyike  riser,  as  men  maie  teie 
(Which  Ladon  bight)  made  his  court- 
He  was  the  chiefe  of  gooenourt 
Of  hem,  that  kepten  tame  beastet, 
Wberof  tbei  maken  yet  the  foattet 
In  the  citie  of  Stimphalidet. 
And  forth  with  all  yet  netbdet,. 
He  tangbt  men  the  forth  drewyngc 
Of  bestaile,  and  eke  the  makynge 
Of  osen,  and  of  hors  the  same, 
Howe  men  liem  thnlde  ride  and  tame. 
Of  foules  eke,  so  as  we  fynde. 
Full  many  a  subtile  crafte  of  kynde 
He  fonde,  whicbe  no  m«n  knewe  tofort* 

Men  did  hym  wonbyp  eke  tberfore 
That  the  iynt  in  thiike  Umde 
Was,  whicbe  the  melodic  fonde 
Of  reedes,  whan  thei  werni  ripe^ 
With  double  pipes,  for  to  pipe : 
Tberof  he  yafo  the  f^rst  lore. 
Till  afterwarde  men  couth  mora 
To  euery  crafte  of  mans  heipe 
He  bad  a  redy  witte  to  heipe 
Thioogb  natoriil  experiences 
And  thus  the  nice  rencrence 
Of  fooles,  whtfn  that  be  was  deadty 
The  foote  was  toumed  to  the  heidv 
And  depen  hym  god  of  natare. 
For  to  tiiei  naiaden  biafygnre.    . 

Am  other  god,  so  as  thei  felt, 
Whicbe  Jnpiter  Tpon  Semde 
Bi^atte  in  hit  anootriei 
Whom  for  to  hide  hit  lecherie. 
That  Done  therof  thall  take  kepe^ 
In  a  jBoootayne  for  to  kepe, 
Whicbe  Dion  higfaft,  and  wat  in  Iiide« 
He  tent,  in  boket  at  I  ijfnde. 
And  he  by  name  Bacchus  bight, 
Whicbe  afterwarde,  whan  that  he  Bight| 
A  wastor  was,  and  all  his  rent      •         •  • 
la  wyne  and  bordeU  he  ditpent.  • 
But  yet  all  were  be  wonnder  bail^ 
Amonge  the  grekct  a  name  he  ba^ 
Tbei  doped  hym  the  god  of  wine. 
And  thvf  a  iMWa  waidioiDC^ 


There  wat  yet  Etcohipilit 
A  god  in  thiike  tyme  as  thus. 
Hit  crafte  stode  vpon  suigerie. 
But  for  the  Inste  of  lecherie 
That  he  to  Daires  doughter  drongh. 
It  fell,  that  Inpiter  hym  slough. 
And  yet  thei  made  bjrm  nought  for  thy 
A  god,  i^nd  wist  no  cattse  why. 
In  Rome,  be  wat  longe  tyme  so 
A  god  amonge  the  Romaines  tho. 
For  as  he  saide  of  his  presence. 
There  was  distroied  a  pestilence,^ 
Whan  tbei  to  the  lie  Delpbos  Went, 
And  that  Apollo  with  bim  sent 
This  Escuiapius  hit  soone, 
Amonge  the  Romaynes  for  to  il^ime: 
And  there  be  dwette  for  a  while. 
Till  afterwaide  in  to  that  yle, 
Pro  when  he  cam,  ayene  he  tourneth,  ^ 
Where  all  bis  life  that  he  soioumeth 
Amonge  the  grekes,  till  that  be  deyde. 
And  thei  vpon  hym  than  leyde 
His  name,  and  god  of  medidae 
He  hatte,  after  that  ilke  lyne 

An  otlier  god  of  Hercules 
Thd  made,  whicbe  was  nethelet 
A  man  I  but  that  he  was  so  strange. 
In  all  this  worlde  that  brode  and  longe 
So  mighty  was  no  mao ,  as  bee : 
Memailes  tweloe  in  his  degree 
As  it  was  couth  in  sondry  londes^ 
He  did  with  his  owne  bondes, 
Agdne  geantts  and  monsters  boch| 
The  whicbe  horrible  were  and  loth : 
But  he  with  strength  hem  ouercam, 
Wherof  so  great  a  price  he  nam. 
That  thd  hym  clepe  amonges  all 
The  god  of  strengthe,  and  to  hym  callc. 
Hnd  yet  there  is  no  reason  inne 
Fdr  he  a  man  was  full  of  synne, 
Whicbe  proued  was  vpon  his  ende. 
For  in  a  rage  hym  selfe  he  brende. 
And  soche  a  cruell  mans  dede 
Accordeth  nofhynge  with  godbede. 

Thei  had  of  goddes  yet  an  other, 
Whicbe  Pluto  bight,  aiMi  wat  the  brother 
Of  lupiter,  and  Im  for  ^outh 
With  euery  worde,  whicbe  cam  to  month 
Of  any  thynge,  whan  he  was  wroth. 
He  wdde  swere  hit  common  dtbe. 
By  Lethen,  and  Phlegeton, 
By  Cocytut,  and  Acheron, 
The  whicbe  after  the  boket  tell 
Ben  the  chiefe  floodet  of  belle  • 
By  Segue,  and  Styge  he  twore  altO| 
That  ben  the  depe  pittes  two 
Of  hell  the  moit  principalL 
Pluto  thete  othet  ouer  all 
Swore  of  hit  common  cuttomanct^  * 
Till  it  befell  fpon  a  chance. 
That  he  for  Inpitera  take 
Unto  the  goddet  lette  do  make 
A  mcrifloe,  and  for  that  dede. 
One  of  the  piteet  for  hit  mede 
In  bdl,  of  whicbe  I  tpake  of  er, 
Wat  greunted  hym,  and  thut  be  thcr 
Upon  the  fortune  of  thit  thynge 
The  name  toka  of  belle  kynge. 

Lo  these  goddes  and  well  mo 
Amonge  tba  grckM  thd  bad  tho^ 
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And  of  goddestei  mtny.  one. 
Whose  uDiei  thou  shalt  hete  anone: 
And  ID  what  wiM  they  deceiuea 
The  fbles,  whiche  her  fdtb  recemea. 

.  Mater  deannii. 

So  as  Saturoe  is  aooerayne 

Of  h\Be  godde«,  as  thei  u  jne: 

So  is  Cybele  of  god^jdnes 

The  mother,  wboo^  without  ge^ees 

The  folke  preyn,  fionoufy  and  teme, 

As  they,  the  whiche  her  lawe  obserue. 

Bnt  for  to  knowen  ▼poo  thii. 

Fro  when  she  cam  and  what  she  is, 

Berecinthia  the  counlrei  highU 

Where  she  cam  firatto  maiis  sight. 

And  after  was  Saturous  wife. 

By  whom  thre  children  in  hir  life 

She  bare,  and  tbei.were  cleped  thf 

luno,  Neptunds,  and  Pluto, 

The  whiche  of  nice  fantasie 

The  people  wolde  deifie* 

And  for  hir  children  were  so 

Cybele  than  was  also  . 

Made  a  goddesse,  and  thei  hir  call 

The  mother  of  the  goddes  all. 

So  was  that  name  bore  forth, 

Anp  yet  the  caiise  is  littell  worth! 

A  Toice  vnto  Saturne  tolde 
How  that  hit  owne  sonne  hym  diolde 
Out  of  his  reigne  put  awey : 
And  he  because  or  thilke  wey. 
That  hym  was  shape  snche  an  hat^ 
Cybde  his  wife  jicgaa  to  hate* 
And  eke  hir  progenie  hothe. 
And  thos  while  that  thei  were  wroth. 
By  Philyra  vpon  a  daie 
In  bis  ammtrie  Jie  laie. 
On  whom  he  lupiter  begat: 
And  thilke  childe  was  after  ^*^ 
Whiche  wrought  all  that  was  prophecied^ 
As  it  tofore  is  specified. 
So  whan  that  lupiter  of  Crete 
Was  kynge,  a  wife  vnto  hym  metet 
The  donghter  of  Cy b^  he  toke. 
And  that  was  Iiinoy  saith  the  boke« 
Of  hb  deificacion. 
After  the  fslse^opinion* 
That  bane  1' tolde,  so  as  thei  mene* 
And  for  this  Inno  was  the  qnene 
Of  lupiter,  and  syster  eke, 
The  fooles  vnto  hir  soke'. 
And  seyn,  thai  she  is  the  goddesse 
Of  reignei  bothe,  and  of  richesse': 
And  dke  she  as  thei  Vnderstonde, 
The  water  Nymphes  tuith  in  honde 
To  leaden  at  hir  owne  neste  i 
And  whan  hir  list  the  skie  tempest. 
The  rejrnbowe  isiiir  messagere. 
liO  whiche  a  misbeleue  is  here. 
That  she  goddesse  is  of  the  skiei 
I  wote  none  other  cause  why. 

An  other  goddesse  is  Mineroe^ 
To  frhom  the  grekes.bbey  aud  senie, 
And  she  was  nigh  4he  great  lay 
Of  Triton  fouf^,  whe^e  she  lay 
A  childe  for  cast,  but  what  she  was,. 
There  knewe  no  man  the  soth  cas: 
Bat  in  AAike  sbe  was  leyde, 
Ib  the  maner  u  I  )Miie  seyde; 
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And  caried  from  that  ilka  pkc« 
In  to  an  yle  ferre  in  Thrace, 
The  whicbe  Pallene  than  bight. 
Where  a  norice  hir  kepte  and  dighU 
And  after  for  she  was  so  wipe. 
That  she  fonde  iyrst  la  hir  auise 
The  cloth  makynge  of  woU  and  line* 
Men  saiden  that  she  was  deuine, 
^iLod  the  goddesse  of  sapience 
Thei  clepen  hir  in  that  credence* 
Of  the  goddesse,  whiche  Pallas 
Is  cleped,  sondry  speche  was. 
One  saith  hir  fytbet  was  Pallant, 
Whiche  in  his  time  was  a  geant, 
A  cruell  man,  a  bataylons. 
An  other  saith,  how  in  his  boos 
She  was  the  cause'why  be  deyde. 
And  of  this  Pallas  some  eke  payde. 
That  she  Martes  wife  wat,  and  so 
Amonge  the  men  that  were  tbo 
Of  mysbeleue  in  the  ryote. 
The  godesse  of  batfule  she  bote 
Was,  and  yet  she  berpth  the  oaae* 
Nowe  loke  bow  thei  be  jfor  to  btana* 

Satumus  after  his  exile 
Fro  Crete,  cam  in  great  perile 
Into  the  londes  of  Itaile: 
And  there  he  did  great  meniailc : 
Wherof  his  name  dwelleth  yit. 
For  he  fonde  of  his  owne  wit 
The  fyrst  crafte  of  plough  tillyngc. 
Of  eary  nge,  and  of  Qonie  aoi^nge. 
And  howe  men  shulde  set  Tines, 

And  of  the  grapes  make  wines. 

All  this  he  Uugfat,aQd  it  fell  so^ 

His  wyfe,  the  whiche  cam  with  bhn  the, 
,  Was  cleped  Ceres  by  name. 

And  for  she  taught  also  the  same. 

And  was  hi*  wife  that  ilke  throve. 

As  it  was  to  the  people  knowe, 

Thei  made  of  Ceres  a  goddeeae. 

In  whome  her  tylthes  yet  they  Ueaie, 

And  sayen  that  Ti;^ptolenna, 

Hir  Sonne  goth  amongpes  ▼% 

And  maketh  the  come  good  chepe  or  dere, 

Ryght  as  hir  list  from  yere  to  yerab 

So  that  this  wife,  because  of  this, 

Goddesse  of  come  cleped  is. 
Kynge  lupiter,  whiche  his  likynge 

Whilom  fulfilled  in  all  thyng^ 

So  prioeliche  abput  he  lad 

His  lust,  that  h^  hie  will  had 

Of  Latona,  and  on  bir  that 

Diane  his  doughter  he  begat, 

Unknowen  of  his  wi^  luno. 

But  afterwarde  she  knewe  it  ac^ 

That  Latona  for  drede  fied 

Into  an  yle,  where  she  bed 

Hir  wombe,  whiche  of  childe  an^ 

Thilke  ile  was  cleped  Delos, 

In  whiche  Diana  VaU  forth  bcongh^ 

And  kepte  so,  that  hir  lacked  nought 

And  after  whan  shewas  of  i^;e. 

She  toke  nene  hede  of  manage. 

But  out  of  mans  companie 

She  toke  hir  all  to  venerieb 

In  foreste  and  in  iHUeroasBe 

For  there  was  ajl  hir  besinesse 

By  daie,  and  ek^  by  nightea  tide. 

With  arowef  brode  mder  the  mdei 
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And  how  in  hoiid«,  of  whicbe  she  slougb, 
And  toke,  all  that  bir  lyit  enough 
Of  beastes,  wbicbe  ben  chaeeable, 
Wherof  the  cronifce  of  this  frble 
Saitb,  that  the  gentils  most  of  all 
Wordiip  bir,  and  to  bir  calle :  > 

And  the  goddesse  of  high  billeff. 
Of  greene  trees,  of  fresabe  welks, 
Th€»  ctepen  bir  in  that  befeoey 
Whicbe  that  no  reason  maie  acheae. 
Proserpina,  wh icbe  doughter  was 
Of  Ceres,  befell  this  cas. 
While  she  was  dwellyng  in  Geoile, 
His  mother  in  that  ilke  while 
Upon  bir  blessynge,  and  bir  best 
Bady  that  she  sb^e  ben  honest. 
And  lere  for  to  weaoe  and  spinne 
And  dwelle  at  home,  and  fcepe  bir  inne. 
Bat  she  cast  all  that  lore  aweie. 
And  as  she  went  bir  ont  to  pleie. 
To  gather  floures  in  a  plaioe, 
And  that  was.ynder  the  moontaine 
Of  Ethna,  felle  the  same  tide 
That  Pinto  cam  the  way  ride. 
And  sodeinly,  er  she  was  ware. 
He  toke  bir  vp  into  his  chare. 
And  as  thei  riden  in  the  felde, 
Hir  great  beautee  he  bebclde, 
Whicbe  was  so  plesant  in  his  eie. 
That  for  to  bolde  in  companie, 
He  wedded  hir,  and  helde  hir  so 
To  ben  his  wife  for  euermo. 

And  as  thou  bast  tofore  faerde  teHe, 
Howe  he  was  cleped  god  <^  heHe, 
80  is  she  cleped  the  goddessei 
Because  of  bjnn  ne  more  ne  lesse. 

Lo  thus  my  somei  as  I  the  tolde. 
The  grekes  whilom  1^  daie  oldes 
Her  goddes  bad  in  sondrie  wiset 
•  And  through  the  loie  of  her  apprise, 
The  Romaines  helde  eke  the  same. 
And  in  worship  of  her  name. 
To  enery  god  inspeciall 
Tbei  made  a  temple  forth  witballc 
And  eke  of  her  yeres  daie 
Attitled  had,  and  of  arraie 
The  temples  weren  than  oideined* 
And  eke  the  people  was  oonstreigned, 
To  come  and  done  her  sacrifice. 
The  preestes  eke  in  her  office 
Solempne  made  thiike  foastes. 
And  thus  the  grekes  like  to  beastes 
That  men  in  stede  of  god  bonoor, 
Wbicbe  might  nonght  hem  setfo  socoori 
While  that  thei  were  aline  here. 
And  ouer  this  as  tbon  sbalte  here. 
The  grekes  (fuiailed  of  iantasie) 
Sayne  ^e,  that  of  the  failles  bye    • 
The  goddei  ben  inspeciall, 
Bot  of  her  name  in  generall 
Tbei  hoten  all  Satyri. 

There  ben  of  nympbes  properly 
In  the  beleue  of  hem  also : 
Oreades  thei  saiden  tho 
Attitled  ben  to  the  monntaines. 

And  for  the  woddes  in  demeines 
To  kepe,  tho  ben  Driades, 
or  fresshe  welles  Naiades. 
And  of  the  nympbes  of  the  see 
Ifyndea  taleinprogertoe,    ^ 


Howe  Dorus  whilom  kyng  of  Qreeei 
Wbicbe  bad  of  infortone  a  pece: 
His  wife,  forth  with  his  doogbter  alii. 
So  as  the  bappes  shulde  falley 
With  many  a  gentil  woman  there, 
Dreint  ^n  the  mite  sea  they  were  s 
Wberof  the  grekes  that  tyme  sajrden. 
And  sHche  a  name  vpon  hem  layden. 
Nereides  that  thei  ben  bote 
The  nympbes,  n^icbe  that  thei  note 
To  reigne  vpon  the  'Stremes  salte, 

Lo  nowe  if  this  beleue  halt. 
But  of  the  nympbes  as  tbei  telle. 
In  eoery  place  where  tbei  dwelle^ 
Thei  ben  all  redy  obeisant. 
As  damoyselles  attendant 
To  tho  goddes,  whose  seniiee 
Tbei  mote  obeie  in  all  wiser 
Wherof  the  grekes  to  hem  beseke. 
With  them  that  ben  goddesses  eke. 
And  haue  in  hem  a  great  credence, 
And  yet  without  eiperience 
Saufe  ondy  of  illosion,- 
Wbicbe  was  to  hem  damnacion. 
For  men  also  that  were  dede 
Tbei  hadden  goddes  as  I  rede. 
And  tho  by  name  Manes  bigfaten. 
To  whotn  full  great  honour  th4  digbten, ' 
So  as  the  grekes  lawe  sa]rtfa : 
Wbicbe  was  ayene  the  right  feftfa. 

Thus  haue  I  tolde  A  gre4t  paitie. 
But  an  tbe  bolle  progenie 
Of  goddes  in  that  ilke  tyme 
To  longe  it  wereite  to-ryme. 
But  yet  of  that  wbicbe  thOu  bast  berdt. 
Of  mysbeleue,  bow 'it  hath  ferde. 
There  is  a  great  diuerritee. 

My  fetber  right  so  tbinketh  me.- 
But  yet  one  thynge  I  yon  beseche, 
Wbicbe  stant  in  all  mens  speche. 
The  god,  and  tbe  goddesse  of  loue» 
Of  whom  ye  notbynge  here  aboue 
Haue  tolde,  ne  spoken  of  her  fere. 
That  ye  me  wolde  noi^e  declare, 
Howe  thei  fyrst  come  to  that  name. 

My  Sonne  I  haue  lefte it  for  shames '  ' 
Because  I  am  bir  owne  preett. 
But  for  theistonde  nigh  thy  brest 
Upon  the  sbrifte  of  thy  matere. 
Thou  Shalt  of  them  tbe  sooth  here. 

And  Tnderstoode  now  well  the  co. 
Venus  Satumus  doughter  was, 
Wbicbe  all  daunger  put  aweie. 
Of  loue,  and  fonde  to  lust  a  iMie, 
So  that  of  bir  in  sondrie  place 
Diuers  men  fell  in  to  grace, 
And  suche  a  lusty  life  she  ladder 
That  she  diuers  children  bad. 
Nowe  one  by  this,  nowe  one  by  that, 
Of  bir  it  was  that  Mars  begat 
A  cbilde,  wbicbe  cleped  was  Annena^ 
Of  bir  also  cttni  Androgenes 
To  wbom  Mercttrie  fether  was* 
Anchises  begatle  Eneas 
Of  hir  also,  and  Hericon 
Biten  begatte,  and  tbenrpODi 
Whan  that  Ae  sigh  ther  was  noM  otlMp, 
By  lupiter,  bir  owne  bfother 
She  lay,  and  he  begat  Cuplde. 
And  tbill^  soima  vpon  a  tidoy* 
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Whan  he  frit  pome  thIo  hii  aye, 

He  had  a  wonder  fayre  ▼isage. 

And  fond  bis  mother  amoroiiSy 

And  he  was  also  lecherous: 

So  whan  thei  were  bothe  alone ( 

As  he  wbiche  eien  had  none  * 

To  see  reason,  his  mother  kist. 

And  she  also  that  notbyng  wist, 

'But  that,  whiche  ynto  his  lust  betonkethf 

To  bene  hir  lo^er  h;m  vnd^rfongeth. 

Thus  was  he  blynde,  and  she  Ynwis. 

But  neoertheles  tiiis  cause  it  is, 

Whiche  Cuptde  is  the  god  of  loue. 

For  he  his  mother  durst  loue. 

And  she,  whiche  thougl)t  hirlastes  ibnd^, 

Diners  loues  toke  on  honde  ^ 

Well  more  than  1  the  tell  here* 

And  for  she  wolde  her  selfe  sbere. 

She  made  common  that  disporte. 

And  set  a  lawe  of  suche  a  portCi 

That  eoery  woman  might  take. 

What  man  hir  list,  and  nought  fqrtake 

To  ben  as  oommon  as  she  wolde. . 

She  was  the  fyrst  §lso»  whiche  toldry 

That  women  shuld  her  bqdy  selle. 

Semiramit,  so  as  men  telle. 
Of  Venus  kepte  thillie  apprise. 

And  so  iA  in  the  same  wise 
Of  Rome  fhire  NeaboUe* 
Whiche  solde  her  body  to  RegoUcu 
She  was  to  enery  man  felawe. 
And  halde  the  luste  of  thilke  lawe» 
Whiche  Venus  of  hir  selfe  beganiMb 
Wherof  that  she  the  name  wannfi 
Why  men  hir  dcpen  the  go^e^sf 
Of  loue,  and  eke  of  gentilnespe, 
'  Of  woHdes  luste,  and  of  plesanoe 

See  nowe  the  foule  myscreaiice. 
Of  i^rdces  faithiike  tyrae  tho,i 
Whan  Venus  toke  hir  name  sOt 
Tliere  was  no  c^nse  mder  the  moone» 
Of  whiche  thei  l^adden  tbo  to  doone. 
Of  well  or  wo  w^ere  so  it  wae, 
That  thei  no  token  in  that  caat 
A  god  to  heipe  or  a  goddesse, 
Wherof  to  take  my  witneaiw. 

« 
Nota  de  epistola  Dindimi  regis  Bragmwinpmm 
Alexandro  magno  directa,  Tbi  dicit,  guod  Qreei 
tunc  ad  corporis  conseruacionem  pro  singulis 
membris  aingolos  decs  specialiter  apprc^ria^ 
credunt. 

Thv  kynge  of  Bragmans  Dindimus 
Wrote  Tnto  Alisander  thus, 
In  blamynge  of  thp  greket  fisithz 
And  of  the  misbcileue  he  saith, 
Howe  thei  for  euery  membra  badden 
A  sondiy  god,  to  whom  thei  spradden 
Her  aimesf  and  of  belpe  besonghten* 

Minerae  for  thje  head  thei  sou|fhten» 
For  she  was  wise,  and  of  a  man 
The  witte  and  reason  whiche  be  can 
Is  in  the  cellet  of  the  brayn, 
Wherof  tbti  made  her  looeray  n     ^ 

Her^orie^- whiche  was  in  his  dawes 
A  great  speaker  of  ftds  lawett « 
On  faym  the  kepynge  of  the  toqge, 
Tb«  Udd,  whan  «he&  »pAfr  or  aonge* 


For  Bacchns  was  a  glotton  eke, 
Hym  for  the  throte  thei  beseke. 
That  he  it  wolde  wasshen  ofte 
With  soote  drinkes  and  with  aofte. 

The  god  of  shuMers  taoA  of  annea 
Was  Hercules,  for  he  in  armes 
The  mightiest  was  to  fight. 
To  hym  the  lymroes  thei  bobigbt. 

Tbie  god,  whom  thei  dopen  Mart* 
The  brest  to  kepe  hath  lisr  his  pact. 
For  with  the  berte  in  his  image. 
That  he  addresse  to  his  courage. 

And  of  the  galle  the  goddesse. 
For  she  was  fnll  of  hastinesee 
Of  wrath,  and  light  to  greue  also, 
'Thei  made,  and  sayd,  it  was  luno. 

Cupide,  which  the  brond  of  fire, 
Bare  in  his  honde,  he  was  the  sire  . 
Of  tile  stomacke,  whiche  boileth  ener, 
Wherof  ^e  lostes  ben  the  leuer. 

To  the  goddesse  Ceres, 
Whiche  of  the  oome  yafe  hir  encroesi 
Upon  the  feith  that  tho  was  take. 
The  wombes  cure  wi^s  betake* 

And  Venus  throoghe  the  lecherie. 
For  whiche  thei  hir  deifie 
She  kept  all  doune  the  remenant 
To  thilke  ofllce  apperteinant 

Nota  de  prima  tdolornm  enltnra,  que  ex  triboa 
precipoe  statuis  exorta  est,  quamm  prima  fiiit 
ilia,  quan^  in  silii  sui  memoriam  qnidam  Prin- 
oeps  nomine  Cirophanes  »  scnlpfeore  Promotheo 
£ibricari  oonttituit, 

Trpb  was  ditpen  in  sondrie  wise 
J  ne  misoeiette,  as  i  oenise. 
With  many  an  ymage  of  entaile 
Of  suche  as  mji^t  hem  not  anaile* 
For  thy  without  Hues  chore 
Unmighty  be  to  see,  or  here 
6r  speke,  or  do,  or  dies  fsle. 
And  yet  the  fboles  to  hem  kade, 
Whiche  is  her  owne  hande  werke. 
A  lorde  howe  this  beleue  is  derke. 
And  fer  fro  reasonable  witte: 
4nd  netbeleqthqr  don  it  srit 

That  was  this  daie  a  ragged  trne. 
To  morowe  rpon  his  maiestee 
Stent  in  the  temple  well  beseyne. 
Howe  might  a  mans  raason  seyn. 
That  suche  a  stocke  male  heIpe  or  greoe? 
Bol  thei,  that  ben  of  suche  beleoei 
And  fnto  suche  goddes  calle: 
It  shall  to  hem  right  so  befiUle, 
And  fallen  at  most  neede. 
But  if  tbe  lyst  to  take  heede. 
And  of  the  fint  ymajge  vfiUe, 
Petronius  therof  hath  irrttte. 
And  eke  >^igargarous  also,     . 
And  thei  a^enne^  and  write  so. 
That  Promotheus  was  tofora. ' 
And  ibnde  the  lyrat  crafte  thofore. 
And  pirophaaes,  as  thei  telle, 
ThfoogK  coqnsell,  which  was  take  in  hell. 
In  remembnince  oif  his  lignage. 
Let  setten  vp  the  lyrat  ymage. 

Of  Cirophanes,  seilh.the  booke, 
That  he  fer  soroir,  whi^  he  toke 
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or  tint  be  tigh  hk  MMiM  dede, 
Of  comfiMt  kneve  none  other  redei 
But  lete  do  make  in  rememhrnnce 
A  H\n  image  of  hii  semblance^ 
And  sel  it  in  the  market  i^aoe : 
^?hiclie  openly  to  fire  hit  fece 
Stood  enery  day,  to  done  hym  fnet 
And  thei  that  than  wolden  please 
The  &der,  ahold  it  obeye. 
Whan  that  thei  comen  thilke  weyo. 

Secmida  statoa  ftiit  ilia,  qoam  ad  lul  patrit  Beli 
culturam,  rex  Ninns  6eri  et  adorari  decreuit. 
*    £t  iilc  de  nomine  Beli  postea  Bel  et  Belsebub 
-    Idokim  aocrenit, 

AMD  of  Nilos  kynge  of  Amim 
I  rede,  how  that  in  his  Empire 
He  was  next  after  the  seeonde 
Of  hem,  that  fint  images  foiuide. 
For  he  right  in  semblable  oaas 
Of  Belos,  whiche  his  &der  was, 
From  Nembrotb  in  the  right  line, 
Lete  make  of  gold  and  stones  fine 
A  piecions  image  riche 
After  his  lader  eoeoliche: 
And  thenrpon  a  lawe  he  sette, 
That  eoery  man  of  pore  dette, 
With  sacrifice,  and  with  tniage, 
Honoor  ibald  thilke  image. 
So  that  within  tyme  it  felle,    ' 
Of  Bdus  cam  the  name  of.Belle, 
Of  Bel  cam  Betsabnb  and  so 
The  misbeleae  went  tho. 

Tertia  statna  fiiit  iUa,  one  ad  honorem  Apis  Regis 
OrsBOorom  sculpta  niit,  cui  pottea  nomen  8e- 
rapis  imponentes  ipsnm  q^jasi  deun  pagani  co- 
Inenmt. 

The  third  image  next  to  this. 
Whan  the  kyngo  of  Orece  Apis 
Was  deed,  thei  made  a  figure 
In  resembtaace  of  his  statare^ 

Of  this  kynge  Apis  selth  the  booke. 
That  Serapis  Us  neme  tooke, 
la  whom  through  longe  continuance 
Of  misbdeue  a  great  creance 
Thei  haddeuy  and  the  reoerence 
Of  sacrifice  and  of  encence 
To  hym  thei  made,  and  as  thei  tolls 
Amonge  the  wonders,  that  hefidlet 
Whan  Alexander  fro  Candace 
Cam  ridend  in  a  wiMis  place 
Under  an  hille  a  cane  he  ibnd^ 
And  Candalnsi  whiche  in  that  londe 
Was  bore,  and  was  Candaces  sonne^ 
Him  told,  bow  that  of  common  woonc . 
The  goddes  were  in  thilke  caue. 
And  he  that  wolde  assaye  and  baue 
A  knowlageyag,  If  it  be  soth, 
Light  of  his  hotsi  and  in  he  gothe. 
And  fond  thcrio ,  that  he  sought 
For  through  the  lendes  sleight  him  thought, 
Amonge  other  goddes  mo,  ^ 

That  Serapis  spake  to  him  tho. 
Whom  he  sigh  there  in  great  araie^ 
And  thus  the  fende  from  daie  to  dai« 
The  worship  ctf  idolatrie 
'Biough  fsith  Ypoo  the  tetafie 


Of  hem,  that  were  than  hlynds^ 
And  couthen  noqght  the  tronth  fiodesi 
Thos  hast  thou  herd  in  what  d^p;<^ 
Of  Greoe,  Egypte,  and  Chaldee 
The  misbeleae  whtlopn  stood. 
And  howe  so  thei  be  not  good 
Ne  trewe,  jtt  thei  sprongen  olite, 
Wherof  the  wyde  woride  aboute 
His  part  of  misbeieue  toke: 
Til  so  befelle,  as  eeith  the  boke. 
That  god  a  people  for  him  seine 
Hath  chosey  of  the  linages  twelue, 
Wherof  the  sotbe  redily. 
As  it  is  wfiten  in  Qenesie 
I  thioke  telle  in  soche  a  wise^ 
That  it  shall  be  to  thyn  a  prise, 

De  Hebreomm  sen  ludeovum  secta  quorum  Sina- 
goga»  ecclesia  Chnstl  superaehiente,  defecit 

*  ■  • 

ArriR  the  flood,  fro  whiche  Noe 
Was  saofe,  the  woride  in  his  d^[ree 
Was  made  as  who  seitb  newe  a$eyn 
Of  floare,  of  fruit,  of  gras,  of  greyn. 
Of  beast,  of  byid,  and  of  minkind, 
Whiche  euer  hath  he  to  god  ynkind. 
For  not  withstondinge  all  the  Ihiv, 
Of  that  this  woride  was  made  so  bare. 
And  afterward  it  was  restored, 
Amonge  the  men  was  nothyng  mored 
Toward  god  of  good  Ijujmge: 
Bat  all  was  tomed  to  likynge 
After  the  fiesshe,  so  that  forjFCto 
Was  he,  whiche  yafe  hem  life  and  mele^ 
Of  heuen  and  erth  creatonr. 
And  thus  cam  forth  the  gieat  errour. 
That  thei  the  high  god  nie  knewe, 
Bdt  maden  other  goddes  newe, 
Ai  thou  hast  herde  me  saide  tolbre. 
There  was  no  man  that  tyme  bore» 
That  be  ne  bad  after  his  choyce 
A  god,  to  worn  ye  yalb  his  ▼oyce* 
Wherof  the  misbeieue  cam 
f  n  to  the  tym&  of  Ahfaham : 
But  he  fonde  out  the  right  weiey 
Howe  onely  men  shulde  obeie 
The  high  god,  whiche  weldetfa  all,  . 
And  euer  hath  done,  and  euer  ehallip 
In  heuen,  in  eith,  and  eke  in  belle, ' 
There  is  no  tonge  his  might  maie  telle. 
This  I^triarche  to  his  linage 
Foriiad,  that  thei  to  none  ymagu 
Endine  shulde  in  no  wisei 
But  her  offrende  and  sacrifice. 
With  all  the  hole  hertes  loae» 
Unto  the  mighty  god  aboue 
Thei  shulden  yeue,  and  to  no  mo. 

And  thus  in  thilke  tyme  tho 
Began  that  sec|  Tpon  thu  eithe, 
Whiche  of  beleues  was  the  ferthoi^ 
Of  rightousnes  it  was  conceiued: 
So  must  it  nodes  be  rcoeiued 
Of  hym  that  all  ryght  is  in. 
The  high  god,  whiche  wolde  wymie 
A  people  Tuto  his  owne  foytb. 
On  AbrahMi  the  grounde  he  ieytb. 
And  made  hym  for  to  muMiplie 
In  to  SQ  great  a  progenia^ . 
That  they  Egypto  all  ooer.sprsd. 

Qnt  phaine  with  wroage  hem  M  u 
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la  seraitude  ayene  the  peei. 

Till  god  let  sende  Moises, 

To  make  the  deliuerance. 

And  for  hit  people  great  vengeance 

He  toke,  whiche  is  to  here  a  woDder, 

The  kyng  was  ttUyn,  the  londe  pat  yndefy 

God  bad  the  read  see  deaide, 

"Whiche  stode  vpright  on  eaery  side^ 

And  yafe  vnto  his  people  a  weie. 

That  thei  on  fote  it  paissed  dreye. 

And  gone  so  forth  in  to  deserte. 

Where  for  to  kepe  hem  in  conert. 

The  daie<  whan  the  sonne  brent, 

A  laige  clotide  hem  ouerwent 

And  for  to  wissen  hem  by  nyght, 

A  firie  piller  hem  alight 

And  whan  that  they  for  honger  plainCf 

The  mighty  god  b^^n  to  rayne. 

Iff  anna  fro  henen  downe  to  grounde, 

Wherof  that  eche  of  hem  hath  foiinde 

His  foode,  sncbe  right  as  bjrm  list; 

And  for  thei  shuld  vpon  hym  trist, 

Right  as  who  set  a  tonne  a  brocfae^  . 

He  perced  the  harde  roche, 

And  spronge  ont  water  all  at  wille. 

That  man  and  best  hath  dronke  his  BXlt, 

And  afterwarde  be  yafe  the  lawe 

To  Moysesy  that  hem  withdimwe 

Thei  diold  not  fro  that  he  bad« 

And  in  this  wise  thei  be  lad» 

Till  thei  toke  in  possession 

The  londes  of  promissioDy 

Where  that  Caleph  and  lome 

The  marches  vpon  snehe  degree 

Departen  after  the  linage. 

That  eche  of  hem  as  heritage 

His  poiirpartie  hath  mderfonge. 

And  thus  stode  this  beleoe  kmge, 

Whiche  of  propbetes  was  gooemed, 

And  thei  had  eke  the  people  lenied. 

Of  great  honour,  that  sbiUd  hem  folles 

But  at  most  nede  of  all 

They  failden,  whan  Christ  was  bore. 

But  howe  that  thei  her  feith  bane  lore. 

It  nedeth  nought  tQ  tellen  all. 

The  mater  is  so  generall 

Whan  Lucifer  was  best  in  henen. 
And  ought  mof  te  haue  ttonde  in  enen, 
Towardes  god  he  toke  debate. 
And  for  that  he  was  obstinate. 
And  wold  nought  to  tiouth  enclioe. 
He  fell  euer  into  mine. 

And  Adam  eke  in  paradise. 
Whan  he  stode  moste  in  all  hit  prise. 
After  the  state  of  Innocence^ 
Ayen  the  god  brake  his  defoioe. 
And  fell  out  of  his  place  aweie. 
And  right  by  snche  maner  weye 
The  lewes  in  her  best  plite, 
MTban  that  thei  sbnlde  most  perfite 
Hane  stonde  vpon  the  propheeie, 
11)0  feUen  thei  to  mosle  folie, 
And  hym,  which  was  fyo  heuen  come. 
And  of  a  maide  his  flesshe  hath  none. 
And  was  amonge  hem  bore  and  fod. 
As  men  that  woMeo  nought  be  sped. 
Of  foddes  sonne,  with  p  voice 
Thei  henge  and  slough  vpon  the  eroice : 
Wherof  the  perfite  of  her  lawe 
¥to  then  forth  I^diii  was 


So  that  thei  stonde  of  no  merjte,'  ^ 

But  in  truage  as  fotke  subiecte^  » 

Without  propretee  of  place 

Thei  liuen  out  of  gods  grace, 

Dispers  in  all  londes  out. 

And  thus  the  feith  is  come  aboute, 

That  wilome  in  the  lewes  stood, 

Whiche  is  nought  perfitelich  good. 

To  speke  as  it  is  nowe  befolle. 
There  is  a  feyth  abouen  all, 
In  whiche  the  trouth  is  comprehended, 
Wherof  that  we  ben  all  amended.  ^ 

De  fide  Christiana,  in  qua  perfecte  legis  eoraple. 
mentum,  summt  ministerii  pacranwntiim,  nos- 
treque  salvaclonis  fondamentum  in  fallibilitet 
consistere  creditor. 

Thb  high  almighty  maiestee. 

Of  rightousnes,  and  of  pitee^ 

The  synne,  whiche  that  Adam  wrought. 

Whan  he  sigh  tsrme  ayene  he  bought^ 

And  send  his  sonne  fio  the  heuen, 

Whiche  mans  sowle  hath  set  in  enen. 

And  hath  his  grace  reconciled. 

Fro  whiche  the  mao  was  first  exiled. 

And  in  hym  selfe  so  tore  fall,        •* 

Upon  the  poynt  whiche  is  be£dl. 

That  he  ne  might  him  selfe  arise.  * 

Gregorie  saith  in  his  aprise. 
It  helpeth  nought  a  man  be  bore» 
If  gods  Sonne  were  ynbore. 
For  than  through  the  first  synne, 
Whiche  Adam  whylom  brpoglit  Tsinne, 
There  shnlden  all  men  be  lost : 
But  Christ  restoreth  thilke  lost. 
And  bought  it  with  his  flesshe  and  blood. 
And  if  we  thynken,  howe  it  stood 
Of  tbiike  raunson,  lAiche  he  paide. 
As  saynt  Gregorie  it  wrote  and  saide. 
All  was  behouely  to  the  man* 
For  that,  wherof  his  wo  began» 
Was  after  cause  of  all  his  weltb. 
Whan  he,  whiche  is  the  well  of  bdthe, 
The  high  creatour  of  life, 
Upon  the  nede  of  suche  a  strife. 
So  wold  he  for  his  creature 
Take  on  him  selfe  the  forfeiture. 
And  sufiier  for  the  mans  sake. 

Thus  male  no  reason  well  forsaloe| 
That  thilke  sinne  originall 
Ne  was  the  cause  in  speciall 
Of  mans  worship  at  last 
Whiche  shall  withouten  end  lastt 
For  by  thatcanse  the  godhede 
Assembled  was.  with  the  manbede. 
In  the  Tirgine,  where  he  noma 
Our  fiesshe,  and  very  man  beoome 
Of  bodely  fratemitee, 
Wherof  the  man  in  his  degree 
Stent  more  worth,  as  I  haue  tolde 
Than  he  stode  erst  by  many  folde»  • 
Throt^h  bapdsme  of  the  newe  lawe. 
Of  whiche  Christe  lorde  is  and  felawti  ^ 
Through  vertne  of  his  might, 
Whiche  in  Mary  was  alight     - 
To  binde  mans  soule  agayne.. 
And  this  beleue  is  so  certayne, 
;  So  full  of  grace  and  of  vertue. 
That  what  man  depeCh  to  Jesu« 
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1o  clene  life,  forth  witli  good  dedci 
He  maie  not  iaileo  of  heuen  mede^ 
So  that  it  stODt  vpon  beleue. 
That  enery  man  maie  well  acheoe, 
Whiche  taken  hath  the  right  feitb. 
For  elles,  as  the  gotpeH  seith, 
Salnacioii  thera  naie  be  none. 
And  for  toprecbe  thervpoa 
Christ  bad  to  his.apostles  all. 
The  whose  power  as  nowe  is  falle 
On  yfs,  that  ben  of  holy  churche. 
If  we  the  good  dedes  wnrche; 
For  feyth,  but  if  there  he  good  dede, 
Thapostle  seyth»  is  worth  no  made. 

Mowe  were  it  good,  that  thou  for  tby^ 
Whiebe  tbroogh  baptisme  proprely 
Art  mto  Christes  feyth  profened, 
Beware  that  thou  be  not  opprosed 
With  anticfaristes  lollaidiek 
For  as  the  lewes  propbecie 
Was  set  of  god  for  auantage: 
Right  so  this  newe  tapinage 
Of  loUardie  goth  aboote. 
To  sette  Christes  feithe  in  doute. 
The  saintes,  that  were  vs  tofore. 
By  whome  the  feithe  was  first  tp  hore^ 
That  holy  chnrche  stode  releued : 
Thei  oagbte  better  be  beleued. 
Than  these,  whiche  that  men  knowe. 
Not  holy,  though  thei  feigne  and  hlowe 
Her  lollardie  in  mennes  eare. 
Bat  if  thou  wyltlyue  out  of  feare, 
Sache  newe  lore  I  rede  escbewe. 
And  holde  forth  right  the  weie,  and  sewe 
As  thyn  auncestres  did  er  this : 
So  sbalt  thou  nought  beleue  amis. 
Christe  wrought  fjnrst,  and  after  taught. 
So  that  his  dede  the  worde  araught: 
He  yafe  ensample  in  his  parsone, 
And  we  the  wordes  hane  alone 
like  to  the  tre  with  leues  greene^ 
Upon  the  whiche  no  fruite  is  seene, 

Kola  qnod  cam  Antbenor  palladium  Troie  a  tern- 
plo  Minenie  abstnlit,  Tfaoas  ibidem  summus  sa- 
cerdos  auro  eormptus,  oculos  aoertit,et  sic  ma- 
lum quasi  non  videns  scienter  fieri  permisit. 

Thi  priest  Tboas,  whiche  of  Minerue 
The  temple  had  for  to  seme, 
And  the  Palladion  of  Troie 
Kepte  vnder  keie:  for  mbneie 
Of  Anthenor  whiche  he  hath  nome, 
Hath  suffred  Anthenor  to  come,  . 
And  the  Palladion  to  stele, 
Wberof  the  worship  and  the  wele 
Of  the  Troians  was  ouerthrowe. 

Bat  Thoas  at  same  throwe, 
Whan  Alkthenor  this  lewell  toke, 
Wynkend  caat  awey  his  loke. 
For  a  deoeite,  and  for  a  wile, 
As  he  that  shnld  hym  stlfe  begile. 
Ho  hid  hti  eyen  firo  the  sight. 
And  wende  well,  that  he  so  might 
Excuse  his  fals  conscience. 

I  wote  not  if  thilkeeuidence 
Now  at  this  time  in  kof  asUtei^ 
Eawose  might  the  prabtes, 
Xnowend  how  that  thefeith  disoresetfa 
And  all  moiaU  Tertue  coiseth : 


Wberof  that  thei  the  keyes  bercy.     . 
But  yet  hem  liketfa  not  to  ttere 
Her  gostly  eie  for  to  see 
Tbe  woride  in  his  aduersitee. 
Thei  woll  no  labour  vnderlake 
To  kepe  that  hem  is  betake. 

Christe  died  hym  selfe  for  the  feyth. 
But  nowe  our  ferfull  prelate  seytb, 
Tbe  life  is  swete,  and  that  be  kepeth. 
So  that  tbe  feith  vnholpe  slepeth, 
And  thei  vnto  her  ease  entenden. 
And  in  her  lost  her  life  dispenden. 
And  euery  man  do  what  hym  list. 
Thus  stant  this  woride  fulfilled  of  mist^ 
That  no  man  seeth  the  right  weie. 
Tbe  wardcs  of  the  church  keie. 
Through  mishaudlynge  ben  miswreint. 
The  worldes  wawe  hath  welnigh  dreint 
The  ship  whiche  Peter  hath  to  store. 
Tbe  forme  is  kept,  but  the  matere 
Transformed  is  in  other  wise. 
But  if  thei  weren  gostly  wise,     . 
And  that  tbe  priestes  were  good. 
As  thei  by  olde  daies  stoode, 
It  were  than  litell  node, 
Amonge  the  men  to  taken  hede. 
Of  that  thei  heren  Pseudo  tell, 
Whiche  nowe  is  come  for  to  dwelle 
To  sowe  Cockil  with  the  come. 
So  that  the  tilthe  is  nigh  fortorae^ 
Whiche  Christ  sewe  first  his  owne  honde, . 
Nowe  stant  the  Cockill  in  the  loode. 
Where  stode  whilom  the.good  greyne. 
For  the  prelates  nowe,  as  men  seyne, 
Forslouthen  that  thei  shuld  tille: 
And  that  I  trowe  be  tbe  skitle. 
Whan  there  is  lacke  in  hem  abooe, 
The  people  is  stranged  to  the  loue 
Of  trouth,  in  cause  of  ignorance. 
For  where  there  is  no  purueiaoce 
Of  light,  men  erren  in  the  darke.      . 
But  if  the  prelates  wolden  warke 
Upon  the  feith  whiche  thei  vs  toacho^ 
Men  shuldai  nought  her  waie  seche 
Without  light  as  now^  is  vsed. 
Men  see  the  chaiyo  all  daie  refosed, 
Whiche  holy  cburcha  hath  rndertake.      .     . 

Gregorius.  Quando  Petrus  cum  ludes,  Andreal 
cum  Achaia,  Thomas  com  India,  et  Paulus  cum 
gente  venient,  quid  dicemus  nos  modemif  quo- 
rum  fossum  talentum  pro  nihilo  computahi- 
tur. 

« 

But  who  that  wolde  ensample  taka. 

Qregorie  vpon  his  Omelie 

Ayene  the  slbuth  of  Prelacie 

Complaineth  hym,  and  thus  he  saith : 
Whan  Peter,  fiitber  of  the  faith 

At  domes  daie  shall  with  bym  brynge 

ludea,  whiche  through  his  prechynge 

He  wan,  and  Andrewe  with  Achaie , 

Shall  come  his  dette  fbrto  paie, 

And  Thomas  eke  with  his  beyete 

Of  Indie,  and  Poule  the  routes  great 

Of  sundry  londes  to  piRBsent:  ^        ' 

And  we  fulfilled  of  loode  and  rent, 

Whiche  of  this  woride  ive  holden  heve^ 

With  Toido  hondes  shall  appere, 
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Toach6Dde  <mr  ciire  spiritually 

WhielM  is  our  charge  in  special!. 

1  not  what  thynge  it  maie  amounty 

Upon  tbil)(e  endej>f  oar  accomptep 

Whiche  Christ  hym  selfe  is  aaditonr* 

Whicbe  taketh  pone  hede  of  yein  honour. 

The  office  of  the  Cbancelleriey 

Or  of  the  kynges  treasorie, 

Ke  for  to  write,  ne  for  to  taile. 

To  warrant  may  not  than  auaile. 

The  worlde,  which  nowe  so  weU  ire  troWt 

9ball  make  va  than  but  a  mowe. 

So  passe  we  without  medei 

That  we  none  otherwise  spede. 

But  as  we  rede,  that  he  spedde. 

The  whicbe  his  lordes  besaunt  hedde. 

And  thervpon  gat  none  encrees. 

Bat  at  bis  tyme  netheles. 

What  other  man  bis  thanke  deseme. 

The  worlde  so  lustie  is  to  seme 

That  we  with  him  ben  all  accorded^ 

And  that  is  wist  and  well  recorded 

Through  out  this  ertbe  in  all  londea. 

Let  knightes  wjrune  with  her  bondes. 

For  onr  tonges  shall  be  still,  • 

And  stande  viwn  the  flesshes  will. 

It  were  a  trauaile  for  to  precbe^ 

The  fiiith  of  Christ  as  for  to  teche 

The  fblke  painim,  it  woll  not  bee. 

But  enery  prelate  holde  hit  see. 

With  all  fltiche  as  he  maie  geate 

Of  lusty  drinke,  of  lusty  meate, 

Wberof  the  body  fiitte  and  fuU, 

Is  wutb  gostely  labour  duUe, 

And  slough  to  handle  thilke  plough. 

Bat  els  we  ben  swifte  enough 

Towarde  the  worldes  Auarice, 

And  that  is  as  a  sacriAee, 

Whicbe  after  that  thapostle  saith. 

Is  openly  ayaae  the  foith, 

ITBto  the  idols  youe  and  graunted. 

But  vflthdes  as  it  is  nowe  haunted. 

And  Tertue  ohanged  into  rioe. 

So  that  largeiae  is  Auarice, 

In  whose  dbaptre  nowe  we  treate. 

My  fhther  this  matter  is  beate 
So  fiir,  that  aner  while  I  liuoi 
I  shall  the  better  bede  yeue 
17n^  my  tdf«  by  many  weye. 
But  oner  this  nowe  wolde  1  preyet 
To  witte  what  the  blanches  are 
Of  Auarice,  and  howe  thai  fyte^ 
Als  well  in  lone  as  otherwise. 

My  aonne  and  I  the  shall  deiu8e» 
In  siidie  a  maner  as  thai  stopde, 
80  that  thou  shaH  voderttande. 

Agros  inqgit  agris  Cupidus  domibus  domosqne, 
Poflsidiat  toCam  sic  quasi  solus  humum. 

Soins  it  innnmaroa  mulieram  splrat  amoreS| 
Vt  sacra  miUanis  sit  sibi  culta  Venn^ 

Hie  traetat  Confeaaor  super  iUa  specie  anaritie, 
que  cnpiditaa  dicitur,  quam  in  amorii  causa 
pertractans  Mnanti  super  hoc  opponit. 

Damv  Auarice  is  noi^pbt  solayne, 
Whiche  ia.of  golde  the  capitayne ; 
Butiif  hir  courte  in  sondri^  wise. 
After  the  tchole  of  hir  aprisf, 


She  hath  of  aeruantea  many  one^ 
Wberof  that  Couetise  is  one : 
Whiche  with  the  large  worlde  abont 
To  seche  tbanaCintages  out, 
Where  that  be  maie  the  profite  winne. 
To  Auarice  and  bryageth  it  inne: 
That  one  halt,  and  that  other  dimwetb. 
There  is  no  dale  whiche  hem  bedawetb, 
No  more  the  sonne  than  the  moone, 
Wh^n  there  is  any  thynge  to  doone» 
And  namely  with  Conetiae. 
For  he  aUnt  out  of  all  aaaiae 
Of  reaaonable .  mana  iara. 
Where  he  purpoaeth  hjrm  to  fiire 
Upon  his  kicre,  and  his  beyete. 
The  small  patbe,  the  large  strete. 
The  furlonge,  and  the  longe  mile. 
All  is  but  one  for  thilke  while. 
And  for  tliat  he  ia  anche  one  holde 
Dame  Auarice  hym  hath  with  holde,^ 
As  he  whiche  is  the  principall, 
Outwarde  for  he  is  ouar  all 
A  purueour,  and  an  espie. 
For  right  as  of  an  hungrie  pie 
The  storue  beastea  ben  awaited  1 
Right  sa  is  Couetise  affiutedi 
To  loke  where  he  maie  purchace. 
For  by  hia  will  he  wolde  en  brace 
All  that  this  wide  worMe  bedippeth. 
But  euer  be  somwhat  ouerfaippetbi 
That  he  maie  not  allfnlfille 
The  lostes  of  hia  gredie  willa. 
But  where  it  follech  in  a  londe. 
That  Couetise  in  mightie  honde 
la  aette,  it  ia  foil  haide  to  fede. 
For  than  he  taketh  i|one  other  hede. 
But  that  he  maie  purohace  and  gete, 
Hia  conscience  hath  all  foryete. 
And  not  what  thynge  it  male  amounte, 
Thaf  be  shall  afterwarde  aceompte. 
But  as  the  Luce  in  his  dqpree 
Of  tho,  that  lesse  ben  than  hce» 
Tha  fissbca  gredily  denoareth. 
So  that  no  water  hem  aoeoureth : 
Right  so  no  lawe  maie  raacowe 
9h>  hym  that  woll  not  righte  allowa. 
For  where  that  anche  one  is  of  mighte^ 
His  will  shall  stonde  in  stede  of  righte, 
Tims  ben  the  men  distroied  fbll  ofte. 
Till  that  the  great  god  alofte, 
Ayene  so  great  a  couetise, 
Radrease  it  in  hb  owne  wise. 
And  in  example  of  all  tho 
I  fynde  a  tale  written  ao, 
Tha  whiche  for  it  is  good  to  lere, 
Hereafterwarde  thou  ahalt  here. 

Hie  ponit  Confeaior  exemplom  contra  magnaiaa 
cupidos,  Et  narrat  4e  Crasso  Romanomm  Im^- 
peratore,  qui  turrim,  in  qua  speculum  VirgUii 
Rome  fizum  ^titarat»  doloaa  circumuentaa  c»- 
piditatB  euertitt  vude  non  aolum  sui  ipsiua  ptr* 
ditionem,  sed  totius  ciuitatis' intollcnibile  daub* 
nam  contingere  causauit. 

Whah  Rome  stooda  ijH:  noble  pUt^ 
Virgile,  whiche  was  tho  parfite, 
A  minrour  made  ofhis  clerg^ 
And  sette  it  in  the  townea  cie 
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or  intrbie  on  a  pjller  witboot». 

That  thei  by  thtrtie  mile  mbout, 

Bj  (Uae  and  eke^ilso  by  night* 

In  that  mirroar  babolde  might 

Her  ennemiet,  if  aoy  were, 

With  all  her  onitnanoe  there, 

Whiche  thei  ayene  the  citee  cast. 

fio  that  while  thUto  mirrour  laat, 

There  was  no  londe,  whiche  might  achene' 

With  werre  Rome  for  to  greiie. 

Wherof  wai  great  enuie  tho 

And  it  fell  that'ilke  tyme  to. 

That  Rome  had  a'errei  gtronge 

Ageyne  Carthage,  and  fttoode  longa 

Hie  two  dtees  vpoo  debate. 

Carthage  pigh  the  etron^e  aetata 

Of  Rome  in  thilke  miironr  etoode,  « 

And  thooght  all  prioely  to  fonde 

To  ooerthroweit  by  aome  wile. 

And  Hanniball  was  thUke  while. 

The  prince  and  feeder  of  Carthage, 

Whiche  had  eet  all  hi»  courage 

Upon  knigfathode  in  suche  a  wiee. 

That  he  by  worthie  and  by  wiie, 

A  nd  by  none  other  wai  cooneailed : 

Wherof  the  worlde  is  yet  meniailod 

Of  the  maistries  that  he  wroiyht 

Upon  the  marches,  whiche  he  tonghte. 

And  fell  ill  thilke  tyme  also, 
The  kynge  of  Pnile,  whiche  was  tho» 
Thought  ayene  Rome  to  rebelle. 
And  thus  was  take  the  quarelle^ 
Howe  to  distroie  the  mirrour. 
Of  Rome  tho  was  emperour 
Crassns,  whiche  was  so  conetouSf 
That  he  was  euer  deayrons 
Of  gdde  to  gette  the  pilhige, 
Wherof  that  PuUe,  and  eke  Carthsge, 
With  philosophers  wise  and  great 
Bqiynne  of  this  matter  to  treet 
And  at  last  in  this  degree 
There  was  philosophers  three, 
To  do  this  thyog  which  Tudertoke, 
And  therrpon  thei  with  hem  toke 
A  great  treasure  of  golde  in  cofres  ' 
To  Rome,  and  thus  these  pbilosophert 
To  gether  in  companie  went: 
But  no  man  wist  what  thei  meat. 
Whan  thei  to  Rome  come  were. 
So  priuely  thei  dwdte  there. 
As  thei  that  tboughten  to  deceioe. 
Was  none,  that  might  of  hem  peroehie^   - 
Till  thei  in  sondry  stedesbaoe  - 
Her  golde  Tdder  the  erthe  begraaa 
In  two  treasonrs,  that  to  beholde 
Thei  shukle  sime  as  thei  were  olde. 
Aqd  so  forth  than  Tpon  a  daiie. 
All  openly  in  good  araie» 
To  thempcroarthei  hem  present. 
And  toUen,  it  was  her  entent 
To  dwell  Toder  his  sennse. 

And  he  ham  askath  in  what  wise. 
And  thai  hym  told  in  snche  a  plite. 
That  eche  of  hem  bad  a  spirite. 
The  whiche  slepende  a  nyght  apperetb. 
And  hem  by  sondry  dveames  Icreth, 
After  the  woride  that  hath  betide 
Under  the  grounde  if  ought  be  hid 
Of  olde  treaeoor  at  aiiy  throve,     -     - 
Thai  diaQ  it  in  her  swaiatn  knoiNb 


And  Tpon  this  condidon 
Thei  eein,  what  golde  vnder  the  towna 
or  Rome  is  hid,  thei  woll  it  fynde. 
There  shall  nought  be  lefte  behinde: 
Be  so  that  he  the  baloe  dele 
flem  graont  i  and  he  assenteth  wele* 
And  thus  cam  sleight  for  to  dwellc 
With  Conetise,  as  I  the  telle. 
This  emperour  bad  redily. 
That  thei  be  lodged  fost  by. 
Where  he  his  owne  body  laie. 

And  whan  it  was  at  morowe  daie. 
That  one  of  hem  saythe,  that  be  mette. 
Where  he  a  golde  hoorde  shall  fette^ 
Wherof  this  emperour  was  gladj 
And  thempon  anooe  he  bad 
His  minours  for  to  go,  and  myne  t 
And  he  hym  selfe  oT  that  cooyhe 
Ooth  forthe  withall,  and  at  hiy  honde 
The  treasour  redy  there  he  fonde. 
Where  as  thei  saide  it  sbnide  be. 
And  who  was  than  glad  but  he  \ 
Upon  that  other  daie  seconde 
Thei  haue  an  other  golde  hoorde  fonde, 
Whiche  the  seconde  nraister  toke 
Upon  his  sweuen  and  ▼ndertoke. 
And  thus  the  sothe  experience 
To  themperonr  yafe  suche  credence. 
That  all  his  trust,  and  all  his  feith 
So  sikerliche  on  hem  he  leith, 
or  that  he  fonde  hym  so  rdeued. 
That  thei  be  |»erfiUy  beleoed. 
As  though  thei  4ere  goddes  three, 
Nowe  herken  the  sobtilitee. 

The  thirde  maister  shulde  mete. 
Which  as  they  saiden  was  mmete 
Abooe  hem  all,  and  conth  moste : 
And  he  without  noyse  or  boste, 
All  priuilicbe,  so  as  he  wolde 
Upon  the  morowe  his  sweuen  tolde 
To  the  emperour  right  in  his  eare. 
And  saide  hym,  that  he  wist  where 
A  treasour  was,  so  plentioos 
Of  golde,  and  c^e  so  precious 
Of  iewdles,  and  of  riche  stones. 
That  it  to  all  his  hors  at  ones 
Were  a  charge  snfflsant 

This  lorde  of  vpon  this  oonenant 
Was  glad,  and  asketh  where  it  was. 
The  maister  saide  Tnder  the  glas. 
He  tolde  hym  eke  as  for  the  myn^ 
He  wolde  otdeine  snche  cngyne. 
That  thei  the  werke  sbuld  yndersette 
With  tymbre,  and  without  lette 
Men  male  the  treasour  sanely  delue. 
So  that  the  myitour  by  hym  selue 
Without  empeirement  shall  stonde. 
All  this  the  maister  vpon  honde 
Hath  Tudertake  in  all  weye. 

This  k>rde,  whiche  had  his  wit  awe^. 
And  was  with  couetise  blent, 
Anone  therto  yafe  his  assent* 
And  thus  to  mine  forth  withall 
The  tymbre  sette  vp  ouerall, 
Wherof  the  pyller  stode  upright. 
Till  it  befelle  vpon  a  night^ 
These  derkes,  when  thei  were  ware, 
Howe  that  the  tymber  only  bare 
The  pyller,  where  the  myrrour  stod^. 
Her  aleight  no  man  TBdentoda 
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Thei  go  by  night  Tiito  the  myoe 

With  pitche,  with  ralphor,  aod  with  myiiec 

And  whan  the  citee  wsj  a  slepe, 

A  wilde  fjte  in  to  the  depe 

Thei  caste  amonge  the  tymber  werke. 

And  80  foith  while  the  night  was  derke 

Detgdived  in  a  poore  araie 

Thei  passeden  the  towne  er  daie. 

And  whan  thei  comen  vpon  an  hille. 

They  aighen  bow  the  mirrour  fylle : 

Wherof  thei  made  ioye  enough. 

And  eche  of  hem  with  other  Tough, 

And  sayde :  Lo  what  couetise 

Maie  doe,  with  hem  that  be  not  wiie? 

And  that  was  proued  afterwarde. 

For  enery  londe  to  Rome  warde, 

Whiche  had  be  snbiecte  to  forp» 

Whan  this  myrrour  was  so  forlorv^ 

And  thei  the  wonder  herde  sete, 

Anone  begonne  to  disobeie 

With  werres  vpon  euery  side. 

And  thus  hath  Rome  lost  his  pride. 

And  was  defonled  ooer  all. 
For  this  I  fyode  of  Banihall, 

That  he  of  Romaynes  on  a  daie, 

Whan  he  hem  fonde  out  of  anUe^ 

So  great  a  multitude  slough. 

That  of  golde  rjFOges,  whiche  he  dnnigh 

Of  gentiU  handes»  that  ben  deade, 

Bnsshelles  full  three,  I  rede 

He  fylled,  and  made  a  bridge  also. 

That  he  might  oner  Tyber  go 

Upon  the  corps  that  dede  were 

Of  the  Romaynes,  which  he  slough  thers* 
Bur  nowe  to  speke  of  the  iuyse. 

The  whiche  after  the  couetise 
-  Was  take  vpon  this  emperour. 

For  be  destroied  the  myrrour. 

It  is  a  wonder  fi»r  to  here. 

The  Romaines  maden  a  chaytre. 

And  sette  her  emperour  therin. 

And  sayden,  for  be  wolde  wynne 

Of  golde  the  snperihiitee» 

Of  golde  he  shukle  sndie  plentee 

Reoeyue,  till  he  saide  ho, 

And  with  golde,  whiche  thei  bad  tba 

Boylende  bote  within  a  panne. 

Into  his  monthe  thei  pouren  than. 

And  thus  the  thirst  of  golde  was  queint 
With  golde,  whiche  had  ben  atteint. 
Wberaf  m^  soone  thou  might  lere 
Whan  couetise  hath  lost  tba  stere 
Of  reasonable  gonemaoce, 
teere  ftlleth  ofte  great  grauanoe. 
For  there  maie  he  no  worse  t^ynge^ 
Than  couetise  abouta  a  kynge 
Ji  it  in  his  persone  bee. 
It  doth  the  more  aduersitee. 
And  if  it  in  his  couusaile  stonde. 
It  bryngeth  all  dale  mischiafe  to  honde 
Of  common  harms :  and  if  it  growe 
Within  bis  court,  it  woU  be  fcnowe. 
For  than  shall  the  kynge  be  pilled. 
The  man  whiche  bath  his  londe  tUted^ 
Awaiteth  nought  more  redily 
The  hemest,  than  thei  gredily 
Ne  make  than  waide  and  watcbe. 
Where  thei  the  proAte  mighten  eatcbe; 
And  yet  foil  oAe  it  folletb  so, 
As  men  maie  sene  anoage  hem  tho^ 


That  he,  whiche  most  coqeiteCli  fosib 
Hath  least  aoantage  at  last. 
For  whan  fortune  is  there  agayne. 
Though  he  cooeite,  it  is  in  myna  s . 
The  happes  ben  nought  allieba. 
One  is  made  poore  an  other  richa  s 
The  coorte  to  some  it  doth  profits^    . 
And  some  ben  euer  in  one  pUte» 
And  yet  thei  both  aliche  soiw 
Coueite,  but  fortune  is  more 
Unto  that  one  parte  faoourable. 
And  though  it  be  nought  reasonable^    . 
This  thynge  maie  a  man  sene  all  dals^. 

Wherof  that  1  the  telle  maie 

After  ensample  in  remembrHnoe, 

Howe  euery  man  maie  take  his  chance 

Or  of  rychesse,  or  of  pouerte. 

How  so  it  stande  of  the  deserte. 

Here  is  nought  euery  thynge  acquite.    . 

For  ofte  a  man  maie  see  this  yit. 

That  who  best  doth,  lest  thonke  shall  haoei 

It  helpeth  nought  the  worlde  to  crane, 

Whiche  out  of  reule  and  of  measufe 

Hath  euer  stande  in  auentore^ 

As  well  in  coorte  as  els  where 

And  howe  in  olde  dales  there 

It  stode  so  as  the  thynges  felle, 

1  thynke  a  tale  forto  telle. 

Hie  ponit  exemplum  contra  illos,  qui  in  domibua 
regum  senrientes,  pro  eo  quod  ipsi  secundum 
eorum  cupiditatem  promoti  non  existunt,  de  r«- 
gio  seruitio  qoamvis  in  eorum  defectu  indiscrete 
murmuraiit. 

In  a  cronike  this  I  rede. 
About  a  kynge,  as  must  node. 
There  was  knightes  and  squiem 
Great  route,  and  eke  officers: 
Some  of  longe  tyme  hym  had  serued. 
And  thoughten,  that  thei  bane  deserued 
Auancement,  and  gone  without: 
And  some  also  ben  of  the  route. 
That  comen  but  a  while  agone. 
And  thei  auanced  were  anone. 

These  olde  men  Tpon  this  thyng, 
(So  as  thei  durst)  ageyne  the  kynge 
Amonge  hem  selfe  compleinen  ofte: 
But  there  is  nothyngaayde  so  softe* 
That  it  ne  cometh  oat  at  last. 
The  kynge  it  wyst,  anone  als  fcst 
As  he  whiche  was  of  high  pnidenee» 
He  shope  tfaerfore  an  euideiause 
Of  hem  that  plainen  in  the  eas, 
To  knows  in  whose  delaute  it  w». 
And  all  within  his  owne  entente 
That  no  man  wist  what  it  ment. 

Anone  he  lette  two^eofres  make^ 
Of  one  semblance,  of  one  make. 
So  lyche,  that  no  life  thilke  throwe^ 
That  one  maie  fro  that  other  knowe : 
Thei  were  in  to  his  chambre  brought :; 
But  no  man  wote  why  thei  be  brought* 
And  nethdes  the  kynge  hath  bede. 
That  thei  be  sette  in  prinie  stede^ 
As  he  that.#as  of  wisdoms  sligli. 
Whan  he  therto  his  tyme  sigh. 
All  priueliche,  that  none  it  wist. 
His  owne  hondei  that  one  cfaist 
Of  fine  gokle,  and  of  fyne  peiie. 
The  whiche  < 
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Wai  tike,  anone  Ke  filde  fvli: 
That  oth«r  colC«  of  strawe  and  niaU» 
With  itolies  mened  he  filde  alio. 
Thai  be  thei  fal]  both  two. 

So  that  erdiche  Tpoo  a  daie 
He  bad  within  then  he  laie, 
Theve  Aolde  to  fore  hie  bedde 
A  bottcde  vp  «ttte,  and  fayie  ipredde^ 
And  than  he  let  the  cofres  fette. 
Upon  the  boaide  and  did  hem  aette» 
He  knewe  the  nanct  well  of  tho. 
The  wbiche  ayene  hym  gratcheth  bo,  * 
Both  of  his  cbambre  and  of  his  haile^ 
Aoooe  and  tent  for  hem  all, 
And  saide  to  hem  in  this  wyie: 

There  shall  no  man  his  hap  despite, 
1  wotte  well  3re  bane  longe  semed. 
And  got  wote  what  ye  haue  desemed. 
But  if  it  it  a  longe  on  me» 
Of  that  ye  Tnananced  be, 
Or  els  if  it  be  longe  on  yoa» 
The  soth  shall  be  preued  nowe. 
To  stoppe  with  your  euyU-woida. 
lo  here  two  cofera  on  the  boide, 
Chese  whiche  you  list  of  faotti  two. 
And  witteth  well,  that  one  of  tho 
Is  with  treasonr  so  (oil  begone. 
That  if  ye  happe  tberupon, 
Ye  shall  be  riche  men  for  ener. 
Nowe  chese  and  take  whiehe  yon  is  leaer. 
Bat  be  well,  ware,  er  that  ye  take. 
For  of  that  ode  I  rndertake, 
There  is  no  maner  good  therin, 
Wberof  ye  might  proftte  wfnne. 
Nowe  gotb  to  getheraf  one  assent, 
And  maketh  your  adntsement 
For  but  I  you  this  daie  aoance, 
It  stant  vpon  yonr  owoe  ehance 
All  ooely  in  delault  of  grace. 
So  shall  ye  shewe  in  this  place 
Upon  you  all  well  afine 
That  no  de&ute  shall  be  myn. 

Thei  knden  all,  and  with  one  voice 
The  kynge  thei  thaoken  of  this  ehoioe. 
And  after  that  thei  vp  arise. 
And  gon  a  side,  and  hem  amse^ 
And  at  last  thei  acorde, 
Wberof  her  tale  to  reootde, 
To  what  issue  thei  ben  ihHe, 
A  knight  shall  speake  ibr  hem  alle. 
He  kneleth  downe  to  the  kynge. 
And  saith  that  thei  Tpon  this  tbynga 
Or  for  to  Wynne,  or.  for  to  lese, 
Ben  all  auised  forto  chese. 

Tho  toke  this  knight  a  yefd  oa  bonder 
And  gotb  there  as  tlw.eofersstoade» 
And  with  thassent  of  enericfaone) 
He  leid  his  yaide  Tpon  one. 
And  setth  the  kynge,  bowe  thiike  auM    • 
Thei  chese  in  regoerdon  by  name. 
And  preith  him  that  thei  might- it  hane. 
The  kynge  whiche  wolde  bis  honour  sane. 
Whan  he  hath  herde  the  common  voice/ 
Hath  graunted  hemhkr  owne  choice, 
And  toke  hem  ther4p6n  the'  key#. 
But  for  be  wotife  it  wera  seye 
What  good  thei  hane,  as  thei  suppose. 
He  had  aoone  the  cofei*  Tnclose, 
Whiche  was  folBlled  with  straw  and  itonei. 
Thus  be  thei  scmed  aU  at  oimw 


This  kynge  than  -in  the  same  ttede, 
Anone  that  other  Cofer  rndede, 
Where  as  thei  aawen  great  rlohesse, 
Well  more  than  thei  couthen  gasse^ 

Lo,  sayth  the  kynge,  nowe  maja  ye 
That  there  is  no  defoute  in  mee* 
For  thy  my  selfe  I  woU  acqaitds 
And  beareth  yoor  owne  wite 
Of  that  fortune  hath  yon  refosed* 

Thus  was  this  wise  kynge  exsussd. 
And  thei  left  of  her  eoyll  speche. 
And  mercy  of  bee  kynge  beseche. 


Nota  de  dinitiarum  accidencia,  vbl  namt,qua]iter 
FredfcricttS  Romanorum  imperator  duos  panperes 
audiuit  litigantes,  quorum  vnus  dixit.  Bene 
potest  ditari,  quern  rex  vult  ditara.  £t  alius 
dixit,  quem  deos  vult  ditare  dines  erit,  que  les 
com  sib  experimentum  postea  probata  fuisset, 
ille  qui  deiim  innocabat  pastillnm  aun>  ph^nun 
fortjtus  es^  alius  vero  caponis  ppttHhim  Mctf 
pceel^it. 

SOMDBLB  to.ihif  nater  like 
1  fynde  a  tale,  howe  Fraderike 
Of  Rome  (hat  tyme  Emperoor 
Heide,  as  he  wente,a  great  damour 
Of  two  beggeis  vpon  the  weye: 
That  one  of  hem  began  to  seye^ 

Ha  lord  well  may  the  name  be  rich% 
Wbome  that  a  kynge  list  to  riche. 

That  other  .said  no  thjmge  so. 
But  he  is  ryche  and  well  bego. 
To  whome  that  god  wol  sonde  wale. 
And  thus  tbeijmuian  wordes  foie. 
Wherof  this  lorde  hath  hede  noma. 
And  did  heqi  both  for  to  come 
To  the  palei^,  where  hr  shall  eta. 
And  bad  ordeine  for  her  meata 
Two  pasteys„whieba  he  lete  do  make. 
A  capon  in  that  one  was  bake. 
And  m  that  other  for  to  wynne 
Of  floreyns  all  that  male  within 
He  let  do  p«t  a  gnat  riebast 
And  euen  as  liche  as  man  mate  gesse, 
Outwarde  thei  ware  both  two. 

This  begger  was  commanded  tho^ 
He  the  whiche  held  hym  to  the  kynge. 
That  he  fyrste  ohase  vpon  this  thynge. 

He  sawe  bfm,  but  he  folt  hem  nonght: 
Sathat  Tpon  his  owne  thonght 
He  chese  the  capon,  and  forsoka 
That  other,  whiche  his  felawe  toke* 
But  whan  he  wist  howe  that  it  foida. 
He  sey  th  ajowde,  that  men  it  herde, 
Nowe  hane  I  cartaynely  conoetued,. 
That  he  maie  lighUy  be  deceiued. 
That  tristeth  Tnlto  mans  helpe. 
But  well  is  hym,  that  god  wdll  belpe. 
For  he  stant  on  the  nkier  side, 
Whiche  elles  sbulde  go  beside, 
I  see  my  felawe  well  rsoouer. 
And  I  mote  dwell  still  poner. 

Thus  spake  the  begger  bis  cntent. 
And  poore  he  cam»  and  poora  he  went. 
Of  that  he  hath  rich^sse  sought. 
His  infortube  it  wolde  nought. 
So  maie  it  shewe  in  sondrie  wis^ 
Betwene  fortune  and  conetisa; 


Tbe  chance  is  tilt  rptnt  a  dee 
Bat  yet  a  man  mate  ftrtlofte  tee 
Enowe  of  sucbe  netheles, ' 
Whtche  euer  put  hem  aell^  in  pies 
To  get  hem  gOod^and  yet  thei  iaile> 

And  for  to  speke  of  this  entaile 
Toacbende  of  lone  in  thy  mattere. 
My  good  f  onne  as  then  might  here. 
That  right  as  it  with  the  men  stood 
Of  iofbrtune  of  worides  good. 
As  thou  hast  herde  me  tell-aboue: 
Right  so  ftill  ofte  it  slant  by  loucy 
Though  thoii  coueyte  it  enennore. 
Thou  shalte  haue  no  dele  the  more. 
But  only  that,  whiche  is  tbe  shape, 
Tbe  remenant  is  hat  a  iape. . 
And  netheles  enowe  of  tbo 
There  ben,  that  nowe  coneite  so. 
That  where  as  thei  a  woman  see. 
Ye  ten  or  twelue  thoogfa  there  bee. 
The  lone  is  nowe  so  ynauised. 
That  where  the  beaotee  stent  assised. 
The  mans  herte  aiume  is  there. 
And  rouneth  tales  in  hir  ere. 
And  seith,  howe  that  he  looeth  streita. 
And  thns  he  sette  hym  to  coneite 
An  hondred  though  he  sawe  a  daie> 
So  wolde  he  more  than  he  maie. 
So  for  the  great  couetise 
Of  sotie  and  fool  emprise. 
In  eche  of  liem  he  fint  somwhat. 
That  pleaseth  hym,  or  this  or  that : 
Some  one,  for  she  is  white  of  skymie^ 
Some  one,  for  she  is  noble  of  kynoe. 
Some  one,  for  she  faatb  a  rodie  cheke. 
Some  one,  for  that  she  semeth  meke. 
Some  one,  for  she  hath  eyen  greye. 
Some  one,  for  she  can  laugh  and  pleye, 
Some  one,  for  she  is  longw  and  smalle. 
Some  one,  for  she  irlite  and  talle. 
Some  one,  for  she  is  pale  and  bleche, 
Some  one,  for  she  is  softe  of  speehe, 
^ome  one,  for  that  she  is  camosed. 
Some  one,  for  she  hath  not  be  Tseo, 
Some  one,  for  she  can  daunce  and  sing. 
So  that  some.  th3mg  of  bis  likyng 
He  lint:  and  though  no  more  be  feie, 
Bat  that  she  hath  a  litell  hele, 
It  is  enough,  that  he  therfore 
Hir  looe,  and  thns  an  hundred  score. 
While  thei  be  newe,  be  wolde  lie  had,. 
Whom  he  forsaketh,  she  is  bad. 
The  blinde  man  no  colour  demelb. 
But  All  IS  one  right  as  him  semeth: 
So  hath  his  lust  no  indgement. 
Whom  conetise  of  loue  blent. 
Hym  thinketh,  that  to  his  conetise, 
Howe  all  the  worlde  ne  maie  sufflse. 
For  by  bis  wilte  he  wolde  haue  all, 
Ifthatitmigfat.sobeiall. 
Thus  is  he  comon  as  the  stretc, 
I  set  nought  of  his  beyete. 

My  Sonne  haste  thoo  sucbe  conetise? 

Naye  foder  sucbe  lone  I  despise. 
And  while  I  Hue  thai  don  euer. 
Wot  in  good  foith  yet  had  I  leuer. 
Than  to  coueite  in  sucbe  aweye,  . 
To  ben  for  euer  till  I  dcye 
As  poor  as  lob,  and  loueles, 
0«t  taksa  one,  for  hautles  . 
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His  thonkes  is  no  man  a  line. 
For  than  a  man  shulde  all  Tnthrioe^ 
There  ought  no  wise  man  coueile. 
The  lawe  was  not  set  so  streitei. 
For  thy  my  selfe  with  aU  to  sauey 
Snche  one  there  is  J  wold  |)ane. 
And  none  of  all  this  other  mo. 

My  Sonne  of  that  thou  woldest  so, 
I  am  not  wroth,  but  oner  thiS| 
t  woll  the  telle,  howe  it  is. 
For  there  be  men,  whiche  other  wise 
Right  onely  for  the  couetise, 
Of  that  thei  seen  a  woman  riche. 
There  wol  thei  all  her  looe  affiche 
Nought  for  the  beanteeof  hir  face, 
Ne  yet  for  vertu  ne  for  grace, 
Whiche  she  hath  elles  right  enough. 
But  for  the  parice  and  for  the  plough. 
And  other  Uiingcs,  whiche  therto  longeth* 
For  in  none  other  wise  hem  longeth 
To  loue,  but  if  thei  profite  finde. 
And  if  the  profite  be  behynde; 
Her  loue  is  euer  lesse  and  lesse. 
For  after  that  she  hath  rtcb^se. 
Her  loue  is  of  proporeion. 
If  thou  hast  soche  condicion. 
My  sonfie  telle  right  as  it  is« 
Myn  holy  foder  naye  ywis,  ., 
Condicion  sucbe  bane  I  ncfne   ' 
For  truly  foder  I  lone  one 
So  well,  with  all  myn  hertes  thought. 
That  certes  though  she  had  nought. 
And  were  as  poore  as  Medea, 
Whiche  was  exiled  for  Crensa, 
I  wolde  hir  nought  the  lesse  loue: 
Ne  though  she  were  at  hir  abooe^ 
As  was  tbe  riche  quene  Candace, 
Whiche  to  deserue  kwe  and  greca 
To  Alisander,  that  was  k]rnge, 
Yafo  many  a  worthTc  riche  thynge: 
Or  dies  as  Faiithasilee, 
Whiche  was  the  quene  of  Penunee, 
And  great  ricbesse  with  hir  nam. 
Whan  she  for  looe  of  Hector  cam 
To  Traie,  in  rescous  of  the  towne. . 
I  am  of  snche  condicion, 
That  though  my  ladie  of  hir  seine 
Were  also  riche,  as  snche  twdue, 
I  couth  not,  though  it  were  so. 
No  better  loue  hir,  than  I  do. 
For  I  loue  in  so  plaine  a  wise. 
That  for  to  speke  of  conetise. 
As  for  poueite,  or  for  ricbesse. 
My  looe  is  nother  more  ne  leass< 
For  in  good  feith  I  trowe  this*     - 
So  couetons  no.  man  there  is.    . 
For  why,  and  he  |ny  ladie  ste, 
That  he  through  loknyge  of  his  eio 
Ne  shuld  haue  snche  a  stroke  withia^ 
Tbat  for  no  gold  he  might  wyn. 
He  shuld  nought  hir  loue  asterte. 
But  if  be  lefte  there  his  herte. 
Be  10  it  were  snche  a  man. 
That  couthe  skille  of  a  woman. 
For  there  be  men  lo  rude  somo. 
Whan  thei  amonge  the  woqiea  eoBei, 
Thei  gon  vnder  protection, 
Tliat  looe  and  his  affection 
Ne  shni  not  take  hem  by  the  deof.. 
Fof  tfad  ban  out  of  that  bdene^i 
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Hem  lustelh  of  no  ladie  chere. 

But  ener  thinkead  there  and  here. 

Where  as  the  golde  is  in  the  cofre^ 

And  wol  none  other  loue  profre. 

But  who  lo  wote,  what  loue  anx»un^eth. 

And  by  reason  tnilicbe  acouiptetb: 

Than  maie  he  knowe;  and  taken  hede, 

That  all  the  lost  of  womaDbede* 

Whiche  maie  ben  to  a  ladis  face, 

My  lady  hath,  and  eke  of  f  race. 

If  BMn  shnld  yeuen  hir  a  prise, 

The!  maie  wel  seye,  bowe  she  is  wise. 

And  aobre,  and  simple  of  countenance. 

And  all  that  to  food  gooemaance 

Bdongeth  of  a  worthie  wight. 

She  hath  plainly:  for  thilke  nigbt. 

That  she  was  bore,  as  for  the  nones, 

Natare  set  in  hir  at  ones 

Beantee  with  faountee  so  beseyn. 

That  1  maie  well  afferme  and  seyn, 

I  sawe  yet  neoer  creature, 

Of  comly  hede,  and  of  feture. 

In  any  lunges  region. 

Be  liche  hir  in  comparison. 

And  therto,  as  I  bane  you  tolde, 

Yet  hath  she  more  a  tbousande  folde 

Of  boontee,  and  sboitly  to  telle, 

She  is  pore  heade  and  welle. 

And  myrroore,  and  ensamplo  of  good. 

Who  so  hir  Tertnes  Tnderstood. 

Me  thinketh  it  ought  enooght  suffisc 

Withonten  other  coaetise. 

To  Kme  soche  one,  and  to  seme, 

Whiche  with  hir  chcie  can  deserue 
To  be  belooed  better  ywls. 
Than  she  par  cas  that  richest  if, 
And  hath  of  golde  a  milion: 
Soche  hath  he  myn  opinion. 
And  euer  shall.  Bat  netbeles 
I  saie  nought  she  is  baueles,  . 
That  she  nis  riche,  and  well  at  ease, 
And  hath  enough,  wherwitb  to  please 
f  Of  worldes  good)  wbome  that  hir  list. 
But  one  tbyng  I  wolde  wel  ye  wist. 
That  neuer  for  no  worldes  good 
Myn  hert  Tuto  hir  waide  stoode, 
But  ooely  right  for  pnre  loue. 
That  wote  the  high  god  aboue: 
Nowe  foder  what  saie  ye  therto? 

My  Sonne  I  saie  it  is  wd  do. 
For  take  of  this  right  good  beleue, 
What  man  that  wol  hym  selfe  releue 
To  loue  in  any  other  wise. 
He  shall  well  fynde  his  cooetisp 
Shall  sore  greoe'hym  at  laste. 
For  soche  a  loue  maie  not  laste. 
Bat  nowe  men  seyn  in  our  daies. 
Men  maken  bat  a  fewe  assaies. 
Bat  if  the  cause  be  ricbesse. 
For  thy  the  looe  is  well  the  lesse. 
And  1^  that  wold  ensamples  telle. 
By  oMe  ddies  as  thei  fell. 
Than  might  a  man  well  vnderstonde, 
Soche  loue  maie  not  longe  stonde. 
Mow  herkea  tonne,  and  thou  shalt  here 
A  great  ensample  of  this  mattere 

pic  ponit  esemplum  contra  istos,  qni  non  propter 
amonem,  sed  propter  dioitias  sponsalia  sumunt. 
£t  oanat  de  ^[aodam  rogis  Apnlit  Sencscallo, 
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qui  non  solum  propter  peeuniam  rxorom  duzit* 
sed  etiam  pecnnie  eommercis  rxbrem  sibi  de* 
sponsatam  vendidit. 


To  treat  vpon  the  cas  of  lone. 
So  as  we  tolde  here  aboue, 
I  fynde  write  a  wonder  thynge. . 
Of  Puile  whilom  was  a  kynge, 
A  man  of  high  complexion. 
And  3ronge,  but  his  affection. 
After  the  nature  of  his  age, 
Was  yet  not  fiille  in  his  courage. 
The  lust  uf  woman  for  to  knowe. 
So  it  betid  vpon  a  throwe. 
This  lorde  fdle  in  to  great  likenes, 
Phisike  hath  done  the  besines 
Of  sondry  cures  many  one 
To  make  hym  holle,  and  therupon 
A  woithie  maister,  whiche  there  was^ 
Yale  hym  counsell  vpon  this  cas. 
That  if  he  wolde  haue  parfite  hele. 
He  shuld  with  a  woman  dele, 
A  fresshe,  a  yonge,  a  lostie  wight^ 
To  don  hym  companie  a  night* 
For  than  he  sayde  hym  redily, 
That  he  shall  be  all  hole  theiby. 
And  other  wise  he  knewe  no  cure. 

The  kyoge,  whiche  stode  in  a  venture 
Of  life  and  deth  for  medicine. 
Assented  was  and  of  couyne. 

Hts  stewarde,  whom  he  trusteth  well. 
He  toke  and  tolde  b^m  euery  dele. 
How  that  this  maister  had  sayde. 
And  thervpon  he  hath  hym  prayde. 
And  charfed  ypon  his  ligeance. 
That  he  do  make  pumeiaqce. 
Of  suche  one  as  be  conenable 
For  his  plesance,  and  delitable, 
And  bad  hym,  howe  that  euer  it  stOodj 
That  he  shall  spare  for  no  good. 
For  his  will  is  right  well  to  paie. 
The  stewarde  saide,  he  wold  assaie. 
But  now  here  after  thou  shalt  witte. 
As  1  fynde  in  the  bokes  writte. 
What  couetise  in  loue  doth. 

This  stewarde,  for  to  tell  soth, 
Amonges  all  the  men  online 
A  lustte  ladie  hath  to  wine, 
Whiche  netbeles  for  golde  he  toke. 
And  nought  for  lone,  as  saith  the  boke., 
A  riche  marchant  of  the  londe 
Hir  foder  was,  and  he  hir  fonde 
So  worthdy  eind  soche  ricbesse 
Of  worldes  good  and  suche  lai^gess^, 
With  hir  he  yafo  in  manage. 
That  onefy  for  thilke  auantage 
Of  good,  the  stewarde  hath  hir  take 
For  lucre,  and  nought  for  loues  sake :  ^ 
And  that  was  afterwarde  well  sene^ 
Nowe  herken,  what  it  woll  mene. 
The  stewarde  in  his  olme  herto 
Sigb,  that  his  lorde  maie  not  osterti 
His  maladie,  but  be  haue 
A  lustie  woman  hym  to  sane. 
And  thought  he  wolde  yeue  enough 
Of  treasour,  wherof  he  drough 
Great  couetise  into  his  mynde, 
And  set  his  honour  ferre  behynde* 

Thus  he,  whom  golde  hath  ouersetten 
Wat  trapped  in  bis  owno  aette. 
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The  ^Ide  bath  made  bis  wittes  lattie. 
So  tbat  iecbend6  bis  owne  shame. 
He  toiioeth  iu  tbe  kyugts  eare. 
And  said  bym,  tbat  he  wist  where 
A  gentitl  and  a  lustie  one 
Tbo.wasy  and  thither  wolde  be  gone, 
But  he  mote  yene  ^eftes  great. 
For  bat  it  be  tbrongh  great  b^ete 
Of  golde,  be  sbulde  not  spede. 

The  kyoge  hym  bad  vpon  the  nede, 
Tbat  take  an  handrede  pounde  he  sbolde. 
And  yeue  it,  where  that  be  wolde. 
Be  so  it  were  in  worthie  place. 
And  thus  to  stonde  in  loues  grace. 
This  kynge  his  golde  bath  babandoned. 
And  whan  this  tale  Was  full  rouned| 
The  stewarde  toke  the  golde,  and  went, 
Witbin  his  berte  and  many  a  went 
Of  couetise  than  be  caste, 
Whcnof  a  purpose  at  laste 
(Ayene  loue  wad  ayene  bis  right) 
He  toke,  and  saide  bowe  thOke  night  . 
His  wife  shall  ligge  by  tbe  kynge, 
And  goth  thynkende  apon  this  thynge, 
Towaide  his  inne  till  be  cam  home 
In  to  the  chambre,  and  than  he  nome 
His  wife,  and  tolde  hir  all  tbe  cas. 
And  she  whiche  red  for  shame  was. 
With  both  hir  bandes  to  hym  prayde 
Knelende,  and  in  this  wise  sayde: 
That  she  to  reason  and  to  skifle. 
In  what  fbynge  that  he  bid  wyll, 
.Is  redy  for  to  done  his  beste: 
Bnt  this  thynge  that  were  not  honeste^ 
That  be  for  golde  hir  sbulde  selle. 

And  he  tbo  with  his  wordes  fdle, 
Forth  with  his  gastly  countenance, 
Saytb,  that  she  shall  done  obeisance, 
And  folowe  his  wille  in  euery  place. 
And  thns  through  strength  of  his  manace, 
Hir  innocence  is  ouerladde, 
Wherof  she  Was  so  sore  adiadde, 
Tbat  she  bis  wille  mote  nede  obeie. 
And  thervpon  was  shape  aweie. 
That  he  his  owne  wife  by  .night 
Hath  out  of  all  mtennes  sight, 
(So  priuely  that  none  it  wist) 
Brought  to  the  kynnse,  whiche  as  h]rm  list 
Male  do  with  hir  what  he  wolde. 
For  whan  s6e  was  there  as  she  sbolde 
With  hym  a  bedde  vnder  tbe  doth. 
The  stewarde  toke  ^is  leue,  and  goih 
In  to  the  chambre  faste  by : 
But  howe  he  slepte,  that  wote  not  I. 
For  he  sigh  cause  of  telousie. 

But  he  whiche  bath  tbe  companie 
Of  suche  a  lusty  one  as  shee, 
Hym  tboiight  that  of  his  degree. 
There  was  no  man  so  well  at  ease. 
She  doth  all  that  she  maie  to  please. 
So  that  his  berte  all  boUe  she  bad. 
And  thus  this  kynge  his  ioie  lad 
Till  he  was  nigh  vpon  tbe  dale. 

Tbe  stewarde  than  where  she  laie 
Cam  to  the  bedde,  and  in  this  wise 
Hath  bid  she  shulde  arise. 

The  kynge  laith  naie,  she  shall  not  gOr 
Tbe  stewarile  saide  nothynge  so. 
For  she  mdte  gone  er  it  be  knowe, 
And  so  I  swore,  at  thiike  thfowe,' 


Whan  I  hir  fette  to  yon  here. 

Tbe  kynge  bis  tale  wolde  not  here. 
And  seitb,  bow  that  he  bath  hir  bought. 
For  thy  she  shall  departe  nought, 
Till  be  the  bright  dale  beholde. 
And  caught  hir  in  his  armes  folde. 
As  he  whiche  list  for  to  pleie. 
And  bad  his  stewarde  gone  aweie. 
And  so  he  did  ayene  bis  wille. 

And  thus  his  wife  a  bedde  stitle 

Laie  with  tbe  kynge  the  longe  night. 
Till  that  it  was  high  sonne  light. 

But  who  she  was  he  knew  nothynge. 
Tbo  cam  the  stewarde  to  the  kynge. 

And  prayde  hym  without  shame 

In  sauyog  of  hir  good  nacAe, 

He  might  leaden  home  ayene 

This  Iwlie,  and  tolde  hym  ple3^e, 

Howe  that  it  was  his  owne  wife* 
The  kynge  his  eare  vnto  this  strife 

Hath  leyde:  and  what  that  he  it  herde. 

Well  nigh  out  of  his'wit  he  ferde 

And  sayde:  A  caytife  most  of  all, 

Where  was  it  euer  or  this  befall. 

That  any  Lokarde  in  this  wise 

Betoke  his  wife  for  couetise? 

Thou  hast  bothe  hir  and  mc  begiled. 

And  eke  thyn  owne  estate  reuiled, 

Wherof  that  buxome  vnto  tbe 

Here  after  shall  she  neuer  be. 

For  this  auowe  to  god  I  make. 

After  this  dale,  if  I  the  take. 

Thou  sbalte  be  bongedand  to  dnwe. 

Nowe  loke  anone  thou  be  withdrawe: 

So  that  I  see  the  neuer  more. 
This  stewarde  that  dred  hym  sore. 

With  all  the  hast  that  he  maiff 

Is  fled  awey  the  same  daie. 

And  was  exiled  out  of  londe. 
Lo  there  a  nice  husbonde, 

Whiche  thus  bis  wife  hath  loste  for  euer. 

But  netheles  she  had  a  leuer. 

The  kynge  her  weddeth  and  bonoureth, 

Wherof  hir  name  she  socoureth, 
Whiche  erst  was  lost  through  conetHe 
Of  him,  that  lad  hir  other  wise. 
And  hath  hym  selfe  also  forlore. 

My  Sonne  be  tbou  ware  tberfore, 
Where  thou  shalt  loue  in  any  place, 
Tbat  tbou  no  couetise  embrace. 
The  whiche  is  not  of  loues  kinde. 
But  for  all  tbat  a  man  maie  finde 
Nowe  in  this  tyme  of  thiike  rage 
Full  great  disease  in  mariage. 
What  venim  medleth  with  the  sugre. 
And  manage  is  made  for  lucrei 
Or  for  the  lust,  or  for  the  bele. 
What  man  that  shall  with  other  dele, 
Be  maie  not  faile  to  repent. 

My  fader  suche  is  myn  entent: 
But  netheles  gbod  is  to  haue. 
For  good  maie  oft  tyme  sane 
Tbe  loue,  whiche  sbuld  elles  spUle. 
But  god,  whiche  wote  my  hertes  wiUe 
I  dar  wel  take  to  witnesse. 
Yet  was  I  neuer  for  richesse 
Be  set  with  mariage  none. 
For  all  myn  berte  is  vpon  one 
So  frely,  tbat  in  the  persone 

I  Stant  all  my  worldoi  ioye  alone. 
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I  aske  Dother  parlce  ne  plough, 
If  I  bir  bady  it  were  enoagb. 
Hir  loue  ibulde  me  toiBiey 
Withouten  other  couetise* 
lo  nowe  my  fader,  ai  of  thii^ 
Toochend  of  me,  right  as  it  ii. 
My  shrifte  I  am  be  knowe  pleynf 
And  if  ye  wol  ought  eltes  aeyn 
Of  cooetise  if  there  be  more 
In  lone,  agropeth  out- the  tore. 

Fallere  cum  oequeat,  propria  vir  fraude  sabornat 

Testes  sit  queis  vera  retorta  fides. 
Sicut  agros  cupidos  dum  querit  amans  mulicres 

Volt  testes  falsos  falsos  habere  suos. 
Non  sine  Tindicta  periems  abibit  in  eis* 

Visa  qui  cordis  intima  cniicta  videt. 
FaHere  periuro  non  est  laudanda  puellam 

Gloria,  sed  falso  condition  is  opus. 

Hie  tractat  super  illis  auaricie  speciebus,  qus 
lalsum  testimonium  et  periurium  nuncupantur, 
quorum  fraudulenta  circumuentio  tarn  in  cupi- 
ditatis  quam  in  amoris  causa  sui  desiderii  pro- 
positum,  quam  sepe  fallaciter  attingit. 

My  Sonne  thou  shalt  vndcrstonde. 

Hove  couetise  hath  yet  on  hoode 

In  speciall  two  counsailours, 

That  ben  also  his  procurours. 

The  first  of  hero  is  fals  witnesse, 

Whiche  eoer  is  redy  to  witnesse 

What  thyng  his  maister  woll  hym  bote  i 

Periurie  is  the  second  bote. 

Which  spareth  nought  to  swere  an  othe^ 

Though  it  be  fieils,  and  god  be  wrothe. 

That  one  shall  fals  wttnes  beare , 

That  other  shall  the  thyng  forsweare, 

Whan  he  his  charged  on  the  boke. 

So  what  with  hepe,  and  what  with  croke, 

Thei  make  her  maister  ofte  winne. 

And  woll  not  knowe,  what  is  sinne 

For  couetise:  and  thus  men  seyn, 

Thei  make  many  a  Ms  bargeyn. 

There  nmie  no  trewe  quarel  arise 

In  thiike  queste  of  thiike  assise, 

Where  as  thei  two  the  people  enforme. 

For  tfiei  kepe  euer  o  maner  forme. 

That  ypon  gokle  her  conscience 

Thei  founde^and  take  her  eukleooe. 

And  thus  with  fals  witaes  and  otbea 

Thei  winne  hem  meaite,  drinke,  ami  clothes. 

Right  so  there  be,  who  thai  hem  knew,    * 
Of  these  loners  ftil  many  vntrewe. 
Nowe  maie  a  woman  finde  enowe. 
That  eche  of  hem,  whan  he  shall  wowe^ 
Anone  he  will  his  hande  downe  leyne 
Upon  a  boke,  and  sweare  and  seyne,  ^ 

That  he  wol  feith  and  troutfa  beare. 
And  thus  he  profpreth  hym  to  sweare 
Tb  semen  enan  till  he  die. 
And  all  is  very  trecherie. 
For  whan  the  soth  hym  selfe  trieth, 
The  more  he  sweareth,  the  more  he  lietlr* 
Whan  he  his  feith  maketh  all  thermeit. 
Than  maie  a  woman  trust  hym  kst. 
For  till  he  maie  his  will  acbeue^ 
He  is  no  lenger  for  to  leue. 
Thus  is  the  tioutbe  of  looe  exiled^ 
And  many  a  good  woman  beguiled. 

And  eke  to  speke  of  fals  witnesse. 
There  ben  now  iocha  many  1  gesse, 
▼OLUi 


That  liche  vnto  the  prouisours 
Thei  make  hem  hir  preuie  proctours, 
To  tell  howe  there  is  suche  a  man; 
Whiche  is  w.>rthy  to  loue,  and  can 
All  .that  a  good  man.shulde  eonne. 
So  that  with  lesing  is  begonoe 
The  cause,  in  whiche  thei  woll  prooed^« 
And  also  siker  as  the  crede 
Thei  make  of  that  thei  koowen  fals. 
And  thus  full  ofte  about  the  balsa 
Loue  is  of  fals- men  embracied. 
But  loue,  whiche  is  so  purchaced 
Come  afberwarde  to  litell  prise. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  if  thou  be  wise, 
Nowe  thou  hast  ,herde  this  euiden'ce,- 
Thou  might  ihyn  owne  conscience   ' 
Oppose,  if  thou  hast  be  sucbe  one. 
Naye<god  wote  father  I  am  none, 
Ne  neuer  was,  for  as  men  saith. 
Whan  that  a  man  shall  make  his  faith. 
His  hert  and  tonge  most  accotde. 
For  if  ^  be  that  thei  discorde. 
Than  is  he  fals,  and  els  nought. 
And  I  dare  sale,  as  of  my  thought 
In  loue,  it  is  not  discardable 
Unto  my  worde,  but  aoconlable. 
And  in  this  wisie  father  I 
Maie  right  well  swere,  and  saofly,- 
That  1  my  lady  lotie  well. 
For  that  accordeth  euery  dele, 
It  uedeth  nought  to  my  soth  sawe^ 
That  I  witnesse  sholde  drawe 
Into  this  daie,  for  euer  yit 
Ne  might  it  sinke  in  to  my  wit. 
That  I  my  counsaile  shulde  seye- 
To  any  wight,  or  me  bewreye. 
To  secben  heipe  in  suche  raianere. 
But  onely  for  my  lady  dere. 
And  though  a  thousande  men  it  wiste. 
That  I  hir  loue,  and  than  hem  list 
With  me  to  swere,  and  to  witnesse : 
Yet  were  that  no  fsls  witnesse. 
For  I  dare  vnto  this  trouth  dwelle, 
I  loue  hir  more  than  I  can  telle. 
Thus  am  I  father  gilteles, 
.As  ye  haue  herde :  and  nethelet 
In  your  dome  I  put  it  all. 

My  sonne  witte  in  speciall, 
It  shall  not  commonliche  firile, 
All  though  it  for  » tyme  faile, 
That  fals  witnesse  bis  cause  spedo 
Upon  the  pohit  of  his  falshede : 
It  shall  well  afterwarde  be  kid, 
Wherof  so  at  it  is  betkl, 
Ensample  of  such  thynges  blsrndcr 
In  a  cronike  writte  I  fynde. 

Hie  ponit  exemplthn  de  illis,  qui  fUsom  testifi- 
cantes,  amoris  innocentiam  circumueniunt,  Et 
narrat  qualiter  Thetis  Achillero  filium  suum 
adolescentem  muli^ri  vestttum  apparatu  asse- 
rcns  esse  puellam  inter  regis  Lichomedis  filiat 
ad  educandum  produxit,  Et  sic  Achilles  decepto 
rege  filie'  sue  Deidamie  socin  et  cubicularia 
effectus  sopct  ipsam  Pirrhmn  genuit,  qui  postea 
mire  probitatis  miNtiam  assecutus,  mortem  patris 
.  sui  apud  Troiam  PolixeneTyrannice  rindicaoiL 


The  goddesse  of  the  sea  Thetis 
She  had  a  sonne,  lind  hif  name  it 
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Acbillei,  whom  to  kepe  nnd  warde. 
While  he  was  yonge,  and  in  to  warde 
She  thought  hym  saufly  to  betake, 
As  she,  whiche  drad  for  his  sake 
Of  that  was  saide  of  propbecie, 
That  he  at  Troie  sholde  die, 
Whan  that  the  citee  was  bdeyne. 
For  thy  so  as  the  bokes  sesme, 
She  cast  hir  wit  in  sondrie  wise, 
Howe  she  hym  might  so  desguise. 
That  no  man  shuld  bis  body  knowe. 
And  so  befelle  that  tike  throwe, 
Wbile  that  she  thought  Tpon  this  dede. 
There  was  a  kyng,  whiobe  Uchomcde 
Was  bote,  and  be  was  well  begone. 
With  foire  doughters  many  one. 
And  dwelte  ferre  out  in  an  yle. 

Nowe  shalt  thou  here  a  wonder  wile. 
This  queue,  whiche  the  mother  was 
Of  Achilles,  vpon  this  caa 
Hir  Sonne,  as  he  a  maiden  were 
let  dothen  in  the  same  gere, 
Whiche  lougeth,  vnto  womanhede. 
And  be  was  yonge,  and  toke  none  hede. 
But  sufireth  all  that  she  hym  dede, 
Wherof  she  hath  hir  women  hede. 
And  cbargetb  by  her  othes  alle, 
Howe  so  it  aftenrard  befall, 
That  tbei  disconer  nought  this  thynge. 
But  fdgne  and  make  a  knowlageynge 
Upon  de  counseile,  whiche  was  none. 
In  euery  place  where  tbei  come. 
To  telle  and  to  witnesse  this, 
Howe  be  hir  ladis  doughter  is. 
And  right  in  suche  a  maner  wife 
5he  bad  tbei  shuld  hir  don  senuser 
So  that  Achilles  ▼nderlbngeth. 
As  to  a  yong  lady  belongetb, 
ilononre,  seruice,  and  reuerencc. 
Vor  Thetis  with  great  diligence 
fiym  hath  to  taught,  and  so  affiuteti^ 
That  howe  so  that  be  were  awaited 
With  sobre,  and  goodly  contenance 
He  shulde  his  womanhede  anance,  ■ 
That  none  the  soth  knowe  might. 
But  that  in  eu6ry  mans  sight 
He  sbuld  seme  a  pure  maide. 
And  in  suche  wise,  as  she  hym  saide^ 
Achilles,  whiche  that  ilke  while 
Was  yonge,  Tpon  hym  selfe  to  smile 
Began,  whan  he  was  so  beseyn. 
Ai2l  thus  after  the  bokes  seyn, 
With  ftette  of  perle  vpon  his  hede 
All  firesshe  betwene  the  white  and  rede^ 
As  he  wMcbe  tbo  was  tender  of  age, 
Scode  the  colour  in  his  visage: 
That  for  to  loke  vpon  his  cheke. 
And  seen  his  childly  maner  eke. 
He  was  a  woman  to  beholde. 
And  than  his  moder  to  hym  tolde. 
That  she  h3rm  bad  so  begone, 
Becaase  ^at  she  thofoght  gone 
To  Ucbomede  at  thilke  tide, 
Where  that  she  saide,  he  shulde  abtdtf 
Amonge  his  doughters  for  to  dweUe« 

Achilles  herd  his  moder  telle. 
And  wist  nought  the  cause  why. 
And  netbeles  full  buxomly 
fie  was  redy  to  that  she  bad, 
Wherof  hU  OMdcr  was  tight  gla4 


To  Lichomede  and  forth  thai  went 
And  whan  the  kyng  knewe  hir  entent. 
And  sawe  this  yonge  doughter  there, 
And  that  it  came  vnto  his  ere, 
Of  suche  rteurd,  of  suche  witnesse,    * 
He  had  right  a  great  gladnesse, 
Of  that  be  both  sigh  and  herde, 
Afs  he  that  wote  not  howe  it  fisrde 
Upon  the  counseil  of  the  nede^ 
But  for  all  that  kynge  Lichomede 
Hath  toward  him  bir  doughter  taka  i 
And  for  Thetis  his  moder  sake. 
He  put  bir  in  to  companie 
To  dwelle  with  Deidamie 
His  owne  doughter  the  eldte^t^ 
The  foirest,  and  the  comliest 
Of  all  his  doughters,  whiche  be  had. 

Lo  thus  Thetis  the  cause  lad, 
Ind  lefte  there  Achilles  feigned. 
As  be,  whiche  hath  hym  selfe  restreigne4 
In  all  that  euer  he  male  and  can 
Out  of  the  maner  of  a  man, 
And  toke  his  womaniuhe  chere, 
Wherof  vnto  bis  bedfere 
Deidamie  he  hath  by  night, 
Where  ksmde  wolde  hym  sdue  right. 
After  the  Philosophers  seyn. 
There  maie  no  wight  be  there  ageyn/ 
And  that  was  thilke  tyme  sene. 
The  loDgc  nightes  hem  betwene 
Nature,  whiche  maie  not  fbrbere. 
Hath  made  hem  botbe  for  to  ttere, 
Tbei  kissen  first,  and  ouermore 
The  hi^he  wey  of  loues  lore 
Tbei  gone,  and  all  was  done  in  dede, 
Wherof  lost  is  the  mateden  hede. 
And  that  was  afterward  wdl  knowe. 
For  It  befell  that  ilke  throwe 
At  Trote,  where  the  siege  laie. 
Upon  the  cause  of  Meoelaie, 
And  of  bis  queue  dame  Heleine, 
The  gregois  hadden  mochel  peina 
All  daie  to  fight,  and  to  assaile. 
But  for  tbei  might  nought  auaila 
So  noble  a  citee  for  to  wynne, 
A  preuye  counsaile  tbei  begjrnntlv 
In  sondrie  wise  where  thai  treat. 
And  at  laste  amonge  the  great 
Tbei  fellen  vnto  his  accorde. 
That  Phorceus,  of  his  reoorde, 
Whiche  was  an  Astronoroien, 
And  eke  a  great  magician, 
Shulde  of  his  calculacion 
Serche  of  constellacion, 
How  thei  the  citee  mighten  gette. 

And  he  the  whiche  bad  nought  foryett 
Of  that  belongetb  to  a  clerke, 
His  studie  sette  Tpon  this  werke. 
So  longe  bis  wit  about  he  cast^ 
Till  that  he  fbnde  out  at  last. 
But  if  tbei  hadden  Achilles, 
Her  werre  shall  ben  endeles. 
And  ouer  that  be  tolde  hem  pleine. 
In  what  maner  he  was  beseine. 
And  in  what  place  he  shall  be  fbnnde. 
So  that  within  a  litell  stounde 
Ulysses  forth  with  Diomede, 
Upon  this  point  to  Lichomede 
Agamemnon  to  gether  sente. 

But  Ulysses,  er  ht  forth  waoQ 
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Whicbe  was  one  of  the  most  tviie, 
Ordeioed  hath  in  suche  a  wiie. 
That  he  the  most  riche  araye, 
IVherof  a  woman  male  be  gaye, 
With  hjrm  he  toke  manifblde. 
And  ooermore,  ai  it  is  tolde, 
An  barnois  as  for  a  lostie  knight, 
Whicbe  burned  was  as  siloer  bright. 
Of  sweide,  of  plate,  and  eke  of  maile. 
As  thoagh  be  shnMe  do  bataile, 
He  toke  also  with  bym  by  ship. 
And  thus  to  gether  in  felawship 
Forth  gone  this  Diomede  and  liee, 
In  hope  till  thei  mighten  see 
The  place,  where  Achilles  is. 

The  wynde  itode  tlian  nought  amii» 
But  enery  topsaile  coole  it  blewe, 
Till  Ulysses  the  marches  knewe. 
Where  Lichomede  his  reigne  had. 

The  stiresroan  so  well  him  ladde, 
That  thei  be  comen  saufe  to  londe» 
Where  thei  gone  out  vpon  the  stronde ' 
In  to  the  burgh,  where  that  thei  fonde 
The  kynge:  and  he,  whicbe  bath  fiuH>unde, 
Ulysses  did  the  message. 

But  the  coottsaile  of  his  courage, 
Why  that  he  came,  he  toMe  nought. 
But  vnderneth  he  was  bethought. 
In  what  maner  he  might  aspie 
Achilles  from  Deidamie, 
And  fro  theste  other,  that  there  were. 
Full  many  a  lustie  ladie  there. 

Thei  plaide  hem  there  a  daie  or  two^ 
And  as  it  was  fortuned  so. 
It  fell  that  tjrme  in  siiche  a  wise. 
To  Bacchus  that  a  sacrifice 
These  yonge  ladies  shulden  make : 
And  for  the  straunge  mens  sake. 
That  comen  fro  the  siege  of  Trote, 
Thei  roaden  well  the  more  ioie. 
There  was  reoell,  there,  was  daunsinge« 
And  euery  life,  whicbe  couth  singe 
Of  lusty  women  in  the  route, 
A  fresshe  caroll  hath  songe  about. 
But  for  all  this  yet  netheles. 
The  grekes  vnknowe  of  Achilles 
So  wereo,  that  in  no  degree 
Thei  oouthen  witte,  whicbe  was  be. 
Me  by  his  voice,  ne  by  his  paas. 

UIy.sses  than  vpon  the  caas 
A  thyng  of  high  prudence  bath  wrought. 
For  thiike  araye,  whicbe  he  hath  brought 
To  yeoe  amonge  the  women  there. 
He  lette  do  fetten  all  the  gere, 
Forth  with  a  knightes  haruoys  eke. 
In  all  the  country  for  to  seke, 
Men  sholden  nought  a  foirer  see. 
And  enery  thyng  in  hb  degree 
Endelonge  vpon  a  bourde  be  laide. 
So  Licbomede  and  than  he  praide^ 
That  enery  lady  these  sholde 
What  thynge  of  all  that  she  wolde. 
And  take  it  as  by  waye  of  yelte. 
For  thei  hem  seUe  it  shulde  sheft. 
He  saide,  after  her  owne  wiile. 

Achilles  than  stode  nought  stille. 
Whan  he  the  bright  helme  beheld^ 
The  swerde,  the  bauberke,  and  the  shelde. 
His  beite  felle  therto  anone. 
Of  all  that  other  wolde  h*  aom* 


The  knightes  gere  he  ▼nderfongeth. 

And  rhilke  arraie,  whicbe  that  belongeth 

Unto  the  women,  he  forsoke. 

And  in  this  H'yse,  a^  sayth  the  boke, 

Thei  knowen  than  whicbe  he  was. 

For  he  goth  forth  the  great  paas 

In  to  the  chambre,  where  he  la'ie 

Anone,  and  made  no  delaie: 

He  arroetb  bym  in  knightly  wise^ 

That  better  can  no  man  deuise. 

And  as  fortune  shulde  falle. 

He  came  so  forth  tofore  hem  alle^ 

As  he,  vhiche  tho  was  glad  enough. 

But  Lichomede  nuthyng  lough. 

Whan  that  he  sigh,  howe  that  it  ferde 

For  than  he  wist  well  and  berde 

His  doughter  had  be  forleyn.  . 

But  that  he  was  so  ouerseyn 

The  wonder  ooergoth  his  wit. 

For  in  Cronike  is  written  ^it 

Thing,  whiche  shall  neuer  be  foryete, 

Howe  that  Achilles  hath  begetta 

Pirrbus  vpon  Deidamie, 

Wherof  came  out  the  trecherie 

Of  fals  witoes,  when  he  sayde, 

Howe  that  Achilles  was  a  nnayde : 

But  that  was  nothyng  sene  tho. 

Forth  be  is  to  the  siege  go 

For  with  Ulysses  and  Oiomede 

Lo  thus  was  proued  in  the  dede 
And  folly  spoke  at  thiike  while. 
If  o  woman  an  other  begile. 
Where  is  there  any  sekymesse? 
Whan  Thetis,  which  was  thaji  the  goddeiie, 
Deidamie  hath  so  beiaped, 
I  not  howe  it  shall  bene  escaped 
With  tho  women,  whose  innocence 
Is  nowe  all  date  through  suche  credence 
Deceiued  efte,  as  it  is  sene 
With  men,  that  suche  vntrouth  mens.  . 
For  thei  ben  sligh  ^n  suche  a  wise^ 
That  thei  by  slyght,  and  by  qnetntii* 
Of  fals  witnes  bringen  inne, 
That  doth  hem  ofte  for  to  Wynne, 
That  thei  be  not  worthy  thertow 

For  thy  my  sonoe  dooe  not  sOb 

My  father  as  of  fals  witnesse 
The  trouth,  and  the  maner  expresses 
Touchende  of  loue.  howe  it  hath  ferde* 
As  ye  haue  tolde,  1  haue  well  berdc 
But  for  ye  sayden  other  wise, 
Howe  thiike  vice  of  couetise 
Hath  yet  periur  of  his  aoorde: 
If  that  you  list  of  some  recorde 
To  tell  an  other  tale  also. 
In  loues  cause  of  tyme  ago. 
What  thynge  it  is  to  be  forswore, 
I  wolde  preie  you  therfore, 
Wherof  I  might  ensample  take. 

My  good  soonne  and  for  thy  sake, 
Touchende  of  this  I  shall  folfill 
Tbyn  axynge,  at  thyne  owne  wills 
And  the  matere  1  shall  declare, 
Howe  the  women  deoeiued  are. 
Whan  thei  so  tender  hertes  beare. 
Of  that  thei  here  men  so  sweare. 
But  whan  it  cometh  vuto  thassaie^ 
Thei  fynde  it  fials  an  other  daie: 
As  lason  did  vuto  Medee 
Whiche  itante  yet  of  auctoritM^ 
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In  token,  and  in  memoriall, 
Wberof  the  tale  in  spedall 
Is  in  the  boke  of  Troie  writte, 
Wbiche  I  shall  do  the  for  to  wttte. 


Hie  in  amoris  caasa  ponit  exemplum  contra  per- 
iuios,  Et  narrat  qualiter  lason  printqoe  ad  lo- 
nalam  Colcbos  pro  aureo  Tellere  ibidem  con* 
questandotrannmearet,  in  amorrem  etconiugium 
Medee  regis  Oetbea  filie  iuramento  firmius  »e 
astrinxit,  sed  mo  pottea  couipleto  negotio  cnm 
ipsam  secum  nauigio  in  Gretiam  perduxit,  vbi 
iilam  senectutem  patris  sui  Esonis  in  floridam 
iuucntutem  mirabiU  scientia  refonnaoit.  Ipse 
lason  fidei'lne  ligamento,  aliisquebeneflciis  post- 
positis,  dictam  Medeam  pro  qoadam  Creasa 
regis  Creontis  filia  periurus  dereliquit. 

In  grece  whilom  was  a  kynge. 
Of  whom  the  fame  and  knowlageyng 
Beleneth  yet^  and  Peleus 
He  highte:  but  it  feUe  bym  thus. 
That  his  fortune  hir  whele  so  lad^ 
That  be  no  chiMe  bis  ovne  had 
To  reignen  after  bisdecessey 
He  bad  a  brother  netheles, 
Whose  right  name  was  £aon, 
And  he  thie  worthie  knight  lason 
B^atte,  the  whiche  in  euery  londe 
AH  other  passed  of  hia  hoode 
An  armes,  so  that  he  the  best 
Was  named,  and  the  worthiest. 
He  sought  worshippe  oner  all : 
Nowe  berken,  and  I  the  tell  shall 
An  aduentnre,  that  he  sought, 
Whiche  afterwarde  full  dere  he  boohf. 
There  was  an  yle,  whiche  Cbolchoa 
Was  cleped,  and  tberof  arose 
Great  speche  in  euery  londe  abonte, 
That  suche  meruanle  was  none  oute 
In  aH  the  wide  woride  no  where. 
As  tho  was  m  that  yle  there. 
There  was  a  shepe,  as  it  was  tolde. 
The  whiche  his  flees  bare  all  of  golde. 
And  so  the  goddes  had  it  sette. 
That  it  ne  might  awaie  be  fette. 
By  power  of  no  worldes  wigbt : 
And  yet  full  many  a  worthy  knight 
It  had  assaied,  as  they  dorsty 
And  eucr  it  feU  hem  to  the  worst. 
But  he  that  wotde  it  nought  forsake^ 
But  of  his  knighthode  vndertake 
To  do,  what  thynge  therto  belongetb,, 
This  worthy  lason  sore  alongeth 
To  sec  the  strange  regions. 
And  knowe  the  condicions 
Of  other  qp^rches,  where  be  went. 
And  for  that  cause  his  hole  entent 
He  set  Colchos  for  to  seche: 
And  thcrupon  h€  made  a  speche 
To  Peleus  his  eme  the  kjmge. 
And  he  well  paide  was  of  that  tSiynge, 
And  shope  anone  for  his  passage, 
Suche  as  were  of  his  lignage, 
With  other  knigfates,  whiche  he  ches. 
With  bym  he  toke:  and  Hercules, 
Whiche  full  was  of  chiualrie. 
With  lasun  wente  in  eompanie: 
AMtd  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  male, 
Whaaooldettormeawereawaie*^  . 
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The  winde  was  good,  the  ship  was  yare^ 
Thei  toke  her  leue,  and  forth  thei  fore 
Towarde  Colchos:  bnt  ou  the  weie 
What  h(?m  befelle,  is  longe  to  seie: 
Howe  LaomedOQ  the  kynge  ef  Troie,  ^ 
Wbiche  ought  well  bane  made  hem  ioie. 
Whan  thei  to  rest  a  while  bym  preyde. 
Out  of  his  londe  he  them  congeyde. 
And  80  befelle  the  dissencton, 
Whiche  after  was  destruction 
Of  that  citee,  as  men  maie  here: 
But  thet  is  nought  to  my  matere. 
But  thus  the  worthy  foike  gregoiv 
Fro  that  kynge,  whiche  was  not  curtois. 
And  fro  his  lande  with  sayle  rpdrawe 
Thei  went  hem  forth,  and  many  a  sawe 
They  made,  and  many  a  great  manace, 
Tyll  at  last  in  to  that  place, 
Whiche  as  thei  sought,  thei  arriue. 
And  striken  sayle,  and  forth  as  bliue 
Thei  sente  vnto  the  kynge,  and  tolde. 
Who  weren  there,  and  what  thei  wolde, 

Oet^B,  whiche  was  then  kynge. 
Whan  that  be  herde  this  tidynge 
Of  lason,  whiche  was  comen  there 
And  of  these  other,  what  thei  were: 
He  thought  done  hem  great  worship. 
For  thei  anone  come  out  of  ship, 
And  streight  vnto  the  kjnge  thei  wentt. 
And  by  the  honde  lason  he  hente, 
And  that  was  at  the  paleys  gate. 
So  far  the  kynge  came  on  his  gate, 
Towarde  lason  to  done  bym  chere. 
And  he,  whom  lacketh  no  manere. 
Whan  he  the  kynge  sigh  in  presence, 
Yafe  bym  ageyne  suche  reuerence. 
As  to  a  kynges  state  bdoogetb. 
And  thus  the  kynge  hym  ▼nderfongeth. 
And  lason  in  his  amne  he  caught. 
And  forth  into  the  halle  he  straoght, 
Aud  there  thei  sat  and  speake  of  thyaget. 
And  lason  tolde  bym  tho  tidynges. 
Why  he  was  come,  and  faire  hym  praide 
To  hast  his  tyme :  and  the  kynge  thus  saide. 

lason  thou  art  a  worthy  knight. 
But  it  lieth  in  no  mans  might 
To  done,  that  thou  arte  come  fore. 
There  hath  bene  many  a  knight  foriore. 
Of  that  thei  wolden  it  assaie. 

But  lason  wolde  not  hjrm  esmaie. 
And  saide :  of  euery  worides  cure 
Fortune  stant  in  auenture, 
Parautcr  wele,  paranter  wo : 
But  ho  we  as  euer  that  it  go, 
It  shall  be  with  my  n  honde  assayed. 

The  kynge  tho  helde  b]rm  not  wel  paied» 
For  he  the  grekes  sore  dredde. 
In  auoter  if  lason  ne  spedde, 
He  might  tberof  beare  a  Mame. 
For  tho  was  all  the  worldes  fame 
In  grece,  as  for  to  speke  of  armes. 
For  thy  he  drad  hym  of  his  harmes. 
And  gan  to  preche,  and  to  preye. 

But  lason  wolde  not  obeye, 
But  saide,  he  wolde  his  purpos  holde. 
For  ought  that  any  man  hym  tolde. 

The  kynge  whan  he  these  wordes  herdc. 
And  sigh  how  that  this  knight  answerdei 
Yet  for  he  wolde  make,  hym  glad^ 
After  Medea  gone  be  bady 
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Wbiefaa  wat  hii  donghter:  and  she  cam. 
And  lason  whiohc  good  hede  nam 

Whan  he  hir  sigh,  ageyn  hir  gotb. 

And  she,  whiche  was  hym  nothyug  loth, 

WeJcomed  hym  in  to  that  londe, 

And  softe  toke  hym  by  the  honde. 

And  downe  thei  settea  both  same. 

She  had  herde  spoken  of  his  name* 

And  of  his  great  worthines. 

For  thy  she  gan  hir  eie  impresse 

Upon  bis  li^,  and  bis  stature. 

And  thought  how  neuer  creature 

Was  so  welfiirende,  as  was  bee. 

And  lason  right  in  suche  degree 

Ne  might  not  withholde  his  loke. 

But  so  good  hede  on  hir  he  toke. 

That  hym  ne  thought  vnder  the  beoen, 

Of  beautee  sighe  he  neuer  hir  euen. 

With  all  that  fe1]e  to  womanhede. 

Thus  cchc  of  other  token  hede. 

Though  there  no  worde  was  of  recorde, 

Her  bertes  both  of  one  accorde 

Ben  sette  to  loue,  but  as  tho 

There  mighten  lie  no  woides  mo. 
The  kynge  niade  hym  great  ioye  and  feat. 

To  all  his  men.be  yafe  an  best. 

So  as  thei  wolde  his  thonke  desenie. 
That  thei  sbulde  all  lason  serue. 

While  that  he  wokie  then  dwelle. 

And  thus  the  daie,  shortely  to  telle. 

With  many  myitbes  thei  dispent. 
Till  night  was  come,  and  tho  thei  went 

Echone  of  other  toke  his  leue. 

Whan  thei  no  lenger  mighten  leue. 
1  not  howe  lason  that  night  slepe, 

But  well  I  wote,  that  of  the  shepe. 

For  whiche  he  cam  in  to  that  ile. 
He  thought  but  a  littell  while  : 
All  was  Medea  that  he  thought 
So  that  in  many  wise  he  sought 
His  wit  wakendcy  er  it  was  dale: 
Some  tyme  ye,  some  tyme  nay. 
Some  tyme  thus,  some  tyme  so,    - 
As  he  was  stered  to  and  fro 
Of  loue,  and  eke  of  his  conquest. 
As  he  was  holde  of  his  behest. 

And  thus  he  rose  vp  by  the  morowe, ' 
And  toke  hym  leife  seint  lohn  to  borow. 
And  saide  he  wolde  fint  begynne 
At  loue,  and  after  for  to  wynne 
The  flees  of  golde,  for  whiche  he  come, 
And  thus  to  hym  good  herte  he  nome. 

Medea  right  in  the  same  wise, 
Till  daie  cam,  that  she  must  arise, 
Laye  and  bethought  hir  all  the  night, 
Howe  she  that  noble  worthy  knight, 
By  any  waye  might  wedde. 
And  wel  she  wist,  if  he  ne  spedde 
Of  thyng,  whiche  he  had  vndertake, 
She  might  bur  selfe  no  purpose  take. 
For  if  he  deyde  pf  his  bataile, 
She  must  than  aljgate  taWe 
To  getten  |iym,  whan  he  were  dedt* 
Thus  she  began  to  sette  rede, 
And  toume  about  hir  wittes  all 
To  loke  howe  that  it  might  fiill, 
T^  she  with  hym  had.  a  leisire 
To  ipeake  and  telle  of  hir  desire. 

And  so  it  felle  the  same  daie. 
That  laaoD,  with  thai  sir«ta  m«i« 


To  gether  sette,  and  hadden  sphee 

To  speke,  and  he  besought  hir  grace. 

And  she  his  tale  goodly  herde : 

And  afterwarde  she  hym  answerde 

And  said:  lason  as  thou  wilt. 

Thou  mighte  be  saufe,  thou  might  be  spilt... 

For  witte  well,  that  neuer  man. 

But  if  he  couth,  that  I  can, 

Ne  mighte  that  fortune  acheue. 

For  whiche  thou  comest:  but  as  I  leue. 

If  thou  wolt  holde  couenaunt 

To  loue  of  all  the  remenaunt, 

I  shall  thy  life  and  honour  saue. 

That  thon  the  flees  of  gold  shalt  haue. 

He  said:  All  at  your  owne  wille 
Madame  I  shall  truly  fulfille 
Your  best,  while  my  life  male  laste* 

Thus  longe  he  praied,  and  at  last 
Sh6  granntetb,  and  behight  hym  this. 
That  whan  night  cometh,  and  it  time  is 
She  wolde  hym  sende  certeinly 
Suche  one,  that  sbulde  him  prinely 
Alone  in  to  hir  chambre  brynge. 

He  thanketh  hir  of  that  tidynge. 
For  of  that  grace  is  hym  begonne, 
Hym  thinketb  al  other  thinges  wonne. 

The  daie  made  ende,  and  loste  his  sight. 
And  comen  was  the  derke  night. 
The  whiche  all  the  dales  eie  blent. 

lason  toke  leue,  and  forth  he  went: 
And  whan  be  cam  out  of  the  pres. 
He  toke  to  counsaite  Hercules 
And  tolde  hym,  howe  it  was  betid. 
And  praide  it  shuide  well  ben  bid. 
And  that  he  wolde  loke  about 
The  whiles  that  he  shuide  be  out. 

Thus  as  he  stode,  and  hede  name, 
A  mayden  fro  Medea  came. 
And  to  her  chambre  lason  ledde. 
Where  that  he  fonde  redy  to  bedda 
The  fairest,  and  the  wisest  eke. 
And  she  with  simple  chere  and  meke. 
Whan  she  him  sigh,  waxt  all  asshamed, 
Tho  was  hir  tale  newe  entamed 
For  sikernesse  of  manage. 
She  fette  forth  a  riche  image, 
Whiche  was  the  flgure  of  Inpiter; 
And  lason  swore,  and  said  tbers 
That  also  wis  god  hym  helpe. 
That  if  Medea  did  hym  helpe. 
That  he  his  purpose  might  wynne, 
Thei  shuide  neuer  part  a  twjmne. 
But  euer  while  hym  last  life. 
He  wolde  hir  holde  lor  his  wife: 
And  with  that  word  thei  kystend  both. 
And  for  thei  shuide  hem  Tnclothy 
There  come  a  maiden  in  hir  wise 
She  did  hem  bpth  full  semise. 
Till  that  thei  were  in  bed  naked. 
I  wote  that  night  was  well  bewaked. 
Thei  hadden  hotli  what  thei  wolde: 
And  than  at  leyser  she  hym  tolde. 
And  gan  fro  point  to  point  enforme 
Of  this  baUile,  and  all  the  forme. 
The  whiche  that  he  shukle  fiode  there, 
Whan  he  to  that  yle  come  were: 
She  saide,  at  eotre  of  the  pas, 
Howe  Mars,  whiche  god  of  armes  was. 
Hath  set  two  oxen  steme  and  stoate, 
That  casten  fire  and  fltni  abo()ta, 
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Both  at  mouth  and  at  nase. 
So  that  thei  fetten  all  on  blase. 
What  thjrng  that  passeth  hem  betweene. 
And  forthennore  vpon  the  greene 
There  goth  the  flees  of  golde  to  kepe, 
A  serpent,  whicbe  maie  neuer  stepe. 

Thus  who  that  eiier  it  shulde  wynne, 
The  fire  to  «toppe  he  mote  begynne» 
The  whiche  thattho'fieree  beastes  cast: 
And  daunt  he  mot  hem  at  last. 
So  that  he  maie  hem  yoke  and  driue: 
And  there  vpun  be  als  bliue 
The  serpent,  with  sncbe  strength  assaile. 
That  he  mate  slein  hym  by  bataile. 
Of  whiche  be  must  the  teeth  outdrawe. 
As  it  belongeth  to  that  lawe: 
And  than  he  must  the  oxen  yoke. 
Til  thei  hane  with  a  plough  to  broke 
A  furow  of  lond,  in  whiche  a  rowe 
The  teeth  of  thadder  be  must  sow, 
And  therof  shull  arise  knightes 
Well  armed  at  all  rightes: 
Of  hem  is  nought  to  taken  bede. 
For  eche  of  hem  in  bastihede 
Shall  other  slea  with  dethes  wounde. 
And  thus  whan  thei  be  brought  to  grounde 
And  go  so  forth,  and  take  his  praie. 
Than  must  he  to  the  goddes  praie. 

But  if  he  faile  in  any  wise 
Of  that  ye  here  me  deuise. 
There  maie  be  set  non  other  weie. 
That  he  ne  mote  algates  deie. 

Nnwe  haue  I  tolde  the  peril  all, 
I  will  yow  telle  forth  withall 
(Suod  Medea  to  lason  tho) 
That  ye  shall  knowen  er  ye  go 
Agejme  the  Tenym  and  the  fire 
What  shall  be  the  recodsre. 
But  sir,  for  it  is  nigh  dale, 
Ariseth  vp,  so  that  1  maie 
Deliuer  you,  what  thyng  I  haue, 
That  maie  your  life  and  honoure  sane* 

Thei  were  both  loth  to  rise: 
But  for  thei  were  both  wise, 
Up  thei  risen  at  last, 
lason  his  clothes  on  hjrm  cast. 
And  made  hym  redy  right  anone. 
And  she  bir  shirte  did  vpon. 
And  cast  on  hira  mantell  dose 
Wifhouten  more,  and  than  arcs. 
Tho  ioke  she  forth  a  riche  tie 
Made  all  of  golde  and  of  perie: 
Out  of  the  whiche  she  toke  a  rynge. 
The  stone  was  worth  all  other  thynge: 
She  said,  whiles  he  wold  it  were, 
There  might  bo  perill  hym  dere : 
In  water  maie  it  not  be  dreinte. 
Where  as  it  oometh  the  fire  is  queint. 
It  daunteth  eke  the  cruel  beste: 
There  maie  none  quad  that  man  arest: 
Where  so  he  be  on  sea  or  loode, 
That  hath  this  rynge  rpon  his  honde. 

And  ouer  that  she  gan  to  seyne. 
That  if  a  man  wil  ben  Tnseyne, 
Within  his  honde  holde  close  the  stone. 
And  he  maie  inuistble  gone. 

The  rynge  to  lason  irtie  betaught. 
And  so  forth  after  she  hym  taught, 
What  sacrifice  he  shuld  make. 
And  gan  out  of  hit  eofer  tek« 


Hym  thought  an  heuenly  figure, 

Whiche  all  by  cbarme  and  by  coniare 

Was  wrought,  and  eke  it  was  through  writ 

With  names,  whiche  he  shuld  witte. 

As  0he  hym  taught  tho  to  rede. 

And  bad  hym  as  he  wold  spede. 

Without  rest  of  any  while. 

Whan  he  were  londed  in  that  ile. 

He  shuld  make  his  sacrifice, 

Aud  rede  his  carecte  in  the  wise. 

As  she  hym  taught,  on  knes  doun  bent 

Tbre  sithes  towerd  orient. 

For  so  shuld  he  the  godde^  please. 

And  wyn  hym  selfe  mochcl  ease. 

And  whan  he  bad  it  thrise  radde. 
To  open  a  boxe  she  hym  badde, 
That  she  there  toke  hym  in  present. 
And  was  foil  of  suche  oignement. 
That  there  was  fire  ne  venym  none. 
That  shulde  fastenen  hym  vpon. 
Whan  that  he  were  anoynt  withalL 
For  thy  she  taught  hym  howe  be  shall 
Anoynt  his  armes  all  aboute : 
And  for  he  shulde  nothyng  doute. 
She  toke  hym  than  a  maner  glue. 
The  whiche  was  of  so  great  vertne. 
That  where  a  man  it  shulde  cast. 
It  shulde  bynde  anone  so  ftist. 
That  no  man  might  it  done  awaye. 
And  that  she  bad  by  all  waye. 
He  shulde  into  the  moathes  throwe 
Of  tho  two  oxen,  that  fire  blowe, 
Therof  to  stoppe  the  malice 
The  glue  shall  serue  of  that  office. 
And  ouer  that  hhr  oignement, 
Hir  rynge,  and  bir  enchauntement, 
Ayene  the  serpent  shulde  hym  were. 
Till  he  hym  slea  with  swerde  or  speare : 
And  than  he  maie  saufely  enoogh 
His  oxen  3roke  in  to  the  plough. 
And  the  teeth  sowe  in  suche  wise. 
Til  he  the  knightes  se  arise. 
And  eche  of  other  downe  be  laide. 
In  suche  maner  as  I  haue  saide. 

Ix>  thus  Medea  for  lason 
Ordeineth,  and  prayeUi  thefvpon, 
That  he  nothyng  foryete  shulde. 
And  eke  she  prayeth  hym  that  he  wolde. 
Whan  he  hath  all  his  armes  done, 
To  grounde  knele,  and  thonke  anone 
The  goddes,  and  so  forth  by  ease 
The  flees  of  golde  be  shulde  sease: 
And  whan  he  had  it  seased  so. 
That  than  he  were  sone  ago. 
Without  any  tarienge. 

Whan  this  was  saide  into  wepjmge 
She  fel,  as  she  that  was  through  noma 
With  loue,  and  so  forth  ouercome. 
That  all  hir  worlde  on  hym  she  sette. 
But  whan  she  sigh  there  was  no  lette. 
That  he  mote  nedes  parte  bir  fro. 
She  toke  hym  in  hir  armes  two. 
An  honderde  tymes  and  gan  bym  ktsaes 
And  saide:  O  all  my  worldes  blisse. 
My  trust,  my  luste,  my  life,  myn  hele. 
To  ben  tbyn  belpe  in  this  quarele 
I  pnty  TUto  the  goddes  all.  t 

And  with  that  word  she  gan  downe  foil 
Of  swoune :  and  be  hir  vp  nam, 
And  forthe  with  that  the  maides  earn. 
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And  th«i  to  bedda  aMne  bir  bnmgbt: 
And  than  lafon  bir  besought, 
And  to  bir  seyde,  in  this  manera. 

My  worthye  luttye  ladie  dere 
Comfbrteth  yon,  for  by  my  trootb. 
It  shall  not  fiillen  in  my  sloatb, 
That  I  ne  vol!  throaghout  faiaile 
Your  bestes,  at  your  owne  wille. 
And  yet  1  hope  to  yon  bringe 
Within  a  while  sucbe  tidynge. 
The  whiche  shall  make  ts  tothe  game. 

But  for  be  wolde  kepe  bir  name 
Wlian  that  be  wist  it  was  nigh  daie. 
He  saide,  adewe  my  swete  maie. 
And  forth  with  hym  he  nam  bis  gere, 
Wbiche  as  she  bad  take  hym  there. 
And  straugbt  vnto  his  chambre  vent, 

'  And  goth  to  bedde^  and  slepe  hym  hent. 
And  laie,  that  no  man  hym  a  woke. 
£or  Hercules  hedeof  hym  toke. 
Till  it  was  Tndeme  high  and  more^ 
And  than  be  gan  to  sigh  sore, 
And  sodeiniy  be  brayde  of  slepe. 
And  thei  than  toke  of  hym  kepe. 
His  chamberlcins  ben  soone  there. 
And  niaden  redy  all  his  gere, 
And  he  arose,  and  to  the  kynge 
He  went,  and  saide,  bowe  to  that  thing, 
For  whiche  be  cam,  be  wolde  go. 
The  kynge  therof  was  foil  wo, 
And  for  he  molde  hym  foyne  withdraw. 
He  toide  hym  many  a  dredefoll  sawe. 
But  laion  wolde  it  nought  reoorde. 
And  at  laste  thei  aocoide. 
Whan  that  be  wolde  nought  abide, 

A  bote  was  redy  at  tide. 

In  whiche  this  worthy  knight  of  Grace, 

Full  armed  vp  at  euery  pece. 

To  bis  bataile  whiche  belongetb, 

Toke  sore  in  bonde,  and  sore  hym  longetb, 

Till  he  the  water  passed  were. 
Whan  he  cam  to  that  ile  there 

He  set  hym  on  his  knees  donn  stranght. 

And  his  carecte,  as  be  was  taught. 

He  rad,  and  made  his  sacrifice. 

And  sitbe  ano5mte  hym  in  that  wise 

As  Medea  hym  hath  bede : 

And  than  arose  vp  fro  that  stede. 

And  with  the  glewe  the  fire  he  queynt« 

And  anone  alter  he  atteynt 

The  great  serpent,  and  hym  slough. 

But  erst  he  had  sorowe  enough. 

For  that  serpent  made  hym  trauaile 

So  hard  and  sore  of  his  bataile. 

That  nowe  he  stood,  and  nowe  he  felle. 

For  longe  tyme  it  so  befolle. 

That  with  bis  awerd,  and  with  his  spere, 

He  might  not  the  serpent  dere : 

He  was  so  sberded  all  abonte, 

it  held  all  edge  toole  witboute. 

He  was  so  rode  and  hard  of  skyn. 
There  might  no  thyng  go  there  in, 
Venym  and  fire  to  geder  he  cast. 
That  he  lason  sore  a  Mast. 
And  if  it  ne  were  his  oyntement, 
His  rynge,  and  his  encbauntement, 
MThiche  Medea  toke  hym  before. 
He  had  with  that  worme  be  lore. 
Bui  of  verto,  whiche  therof  cam 
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And  be  anone  the  tethe  out  dreugh. 

And  set  his  oxen  in  his  plough, 

With  whiche  he  brake  a  pece  of  londe. 

And  sewe  it  with  his  owne  bonde. 

The  might  be  great  merueiJe  see 

Of  euery  toth  in  bis  degree. 

Sprong  vp  a  knight  with  spere  and  shelde. 

Of  whiche  anone  right  in  the  felde, 

Echooe  slough  other,  and  with  that 

lason  Medea  not  forgat. 

On  both  his  knees  he  gan  downe  fislle. 

And  gafe  thonke  to  the  goddes  all. 

The  flees  he  toke,  and  gotbe  to  botes 
The  Sonne  shineth  bright  and  bote. 
The  flees  of  gold  shone  forth  with  all 
The  water  glisterd  ouendL 
Medea  wept,  and  sighed  ofte. 
And  stode  vpon  a  towre  alofte. 
All  priuely  within  bir  selfe. 
There  herd  it  not  ten  ne  twelfe. 
She  praid,and  said:  O  god  hym  spede. 
The  knight,  which  hath  my  maiden  hede. 
And  ale  she  loketh  toward  ,tbe  ile. 
But  whan  she  sigh  within  a  while. 
The  flees  glisteryng  ageyn  the  sonne. 
She  said:  O  lord  aU  is  ywonne. 
My  knight  the  feld  bath  ouercomen, 
Nowe  wolde  god,  he  were  comen. 
O  lorde  god,  I  wolde  be  were  iu  londe. 

But  I  dare  take  this  on  honde. 
If  that  she  bad  wynges  two. 
She  wolde  haue  flowen  to  hym  tho 
Streight  there  he  was  vnto  the  bote. 
The  daie  was  dere,  the  sonne  hote^ 
The  grekes  were  in  great  doute. 
The  while  that  her  lorde  was  oute, 
Thei  wist  not  what  shold  betide. 
But  waytod  euer  Tpon  the  tide. 
To  see  what  code  aholde  falle. 

There  stoden  eke  the  nobles  all. 
Forth  with  the  comun  of  the  towne: 
And  as  thei  loken  vp  and  doune, 
Tliei  were  waren  within  a  throw. 
Where  cam  the  bote,  which  thei  wel  know. 
And  sigh  how  lason  brought  his  preye. 
And  tho  thei  ganen  all  seye. 
And  criden  al  with  o  steoen, 

O  where  was  euer  vnder  the  heuen 
So  noble  a  knight,  as  lason  is? 
And  wel  nighe  all  laiden  this. 
That  lason  was  a  foire  knight. 
For  it  was  neuer  of  mans  might 
The  flees  of  golde  so  for  to  wynne  t 
And  thus  tellen  theibegynne. 

With  that  the  kynge  cam  forth  anont^ 
And  sigh  the  flees,  bowe  that  it  shone. 
And  whan  lason  cam  to  the  londe. 
The  kynge  hym  selfe  toke  his  honde. 
And  kissed  hym,  and  great  ioye  made. 

The  Grekoi  weren  wonder  glade. 
And  of  that  thing  right  mery  hem  thought. 
And  forth  with  hem  the  flees  tbei  bro)igbt^ 
And  ech  on  other  gan  to  tigb. 
But  wel  was  hym  £bat  might  ni^ 
To  se  there  of  the  propertee. 
And  thus  thei  passen  the  citee, 
And  gone  vnto  the  patois  stimngbti 

Medea,  wbiche  forgat  bir  naught. 
Was  redy  there,  and  saide  anon : 
Wtlcom«,  O  w»ithy  k»if  ht  |aaQ% 
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She  wolde  haue  kist  hjrm  wonder  feyn: 

Bat  shame  tourued  hir  agayne. 

It  was  nought  the  maoer  as  tho. 

For  thy  she  dorste  nought  do  so. 

She  toke  hir  leue,  and  lason  went     ' 

Into  his  chambre,  and  she  hym  sente 

Hir  maiden,  to  sene  howe  be  ferde: 

The  whiche  whan  that  she  sigh  and  herde» 

Howe  that  he  bad  fiaren  out, 

And  that  it  stode  well  all  about. 

She  tolde  hir  ladie  what  she  wist. 

And  she  for  ioye,  hir  maiden  kist. 

The  bathes  weren  than  araied 

With  berbes  teropred  and  assaied, 

And  lason  was  \  narmed  soone, 

And  did»  as  it  befelle  to  doooe. 

Into  his  bathe  he  went  anone, 

And  wjsshe  hym  cleane  as  any  bone 

He  toke  a  soppe,  and  out  be  cam. 

And  on  his  best  araye  he  nam, 

And  kempt  his  bead,  whan  be  was  clad. 

And  goth  hym  forth  af!  mery  and  glad 

Right  straught  in  to  the  kinges  haile. 

The  k3mge  cam  with  his  knightes  alle. 

And  made  hym  glad  welcomynge. 

And  he  hem  tolde  tho  tidyoge 
Of  tJbis  and  that,  howe  it  befelle, 
Whan  that  b^  wan  the  shepes  feUe. 

Medea  whan  she  was  after  sent 
Come  soone  to  that  parlement: 
And  whan  she  might  lason  see, 
Was  none  so  glad  of  all  as  she. 
There  was  no  ioye  for  to  seche, 
Of  hym,  made  euery  man  a  speche. 
Som  man  said  one,  som  said  other. 
But  though  he  were  goddes  brother, 
And  might  make  fire  and  tbonder, 
There  might  be  no  more  wuoder> 
Than  was  of  hym  in  that  citee. 
Echone  taught  other,  this  is  he, 
Whiche  hath  in  his  power  within. 
That  all  the  worlde  ne  might  wyhne. 
Lo  here  the  beste  of  all  good. 
Thus  thei  saiden,  that  there  stoode^ 
And  eke  that  walkende  vp  and  downr. 
Both  of  the  court,  and  of  the  towne. 

The  tyme  of  souper  cam  anone : 
Thei  wisshen,  and  therto  thei  gon. 
Medea  was  with  lason  sette. 
Tho  was  there  many  adeintee  fette 
And  set  tofore  hem  on  the  boorde. 
But  none  so  likyng  as  the  woorde, 
Whiche  was  there  spoke  among  hem  two. 
So  as  thei  dorst  speke  tho. 
But  though  thei  bad  litel  space, 
Yet  thet  acorden  in  that  place, 
Howe  lason  shuld  come  at' night, 
Whan  euery  torche  and  euery  light 
Were  out,  and  than  other  thynges, 
Thei  speke  alowde  for  supposinges 
Of  hem  that  stoden  there  aboute. 
For  loue  is  euermore  in  doute. 
For  if  it  be  wisly  gouemed 
Of  hem,  that  ben  of  loue  lerned. 

Whan  al  was  doone,  that  dissh  and  cup, 
And  cloth,  and  booted,  and  all  was  vp, 
Thei  wake»  while  hem  list  to  wake. 
And  after  that  thei  kne  take. 
And  gon  to  bed  for  to  reste 
And  whaa  hym  thought  for  the  beste. 


JThat  euery  man  was  ftist  on  8tep«, 
lason,  that  wolde  his,  tyme  kepe, 
Goth  forth  stalkyng  all  priuely 
Unto  the  chambre,  and  redily 
There  was  a  maide,  whiche  hym  kepte, 
Medea  woke,  and  no  thyng  slepte. 
But  nethetes  she  was  a  bedde, 
And  he  with  all  hast  hym  speidde. 
And  made  hym  naked,  and  all  waraie 
Anone  he  toke  hir  in  his  arme. 
Wliat  nede  is  for  to  speke  of  ease. 
Hem  list  eche  other  for  to  please. 
So  that  thei  had  ioye  enowe. 
And  tho  thei  setten,  whan  and  how. 
That  she  with  hym  awey  shal  stele. 
With  wordes  sucbe  and  other  fcle. 

Whan  all  was  treted  to  an  ende, 
lason  toke  leue,  and  gan  forth  wende 
Unto  bis  owne  chamber  in  pes. 
There  wist  it  non  but  Hercules. 

He  slept,  and  ros  whan  it  was  tyme. 
And  whan  it  fel  towardes  prime, 
He  toke  to  hym  suche  as  be  triste 
In  secre,  that  none  other  wist. 
And  tolde  hem  of  his  counseile  there. 
And  saide,  that  his  will  were. 
That  thei  to  ship  had  all  thyug 
So  priuely  in  the  euenyng. 
That  no  man  might  her  dede  aspici 
But  tho  that  weren  of  companie. 
For  ha  woU  gq  without  leue. 
And  lenger  woll  he  nought  beleue. 
But  he  ne  wolde  at  thilke  throwe 
The  kynge  or  queue  shulde  it  knowe. 

Thei  saide  all,  this  shall  well  be  do: 
And  lason  trust  well  therto. 

Medea  in  the  meane  while, 
Whiche  thought  hir  fother  to  begile^ 
The  treasour,  whiche  hir  father  had. 
With  hir  all  priuely  she  lad. 
And  with  lason  at  tyme  sette. 
Away  she  stale,  and  fonde  nolette. 
And  straught  she  goth  hir  vuto  ship 
Of  Grece  with  that  felausbip. 
And  thei  anone  d rough  Tp  the  saile, 
And  all  that  night  this  was  counsaiie, 
Rut  erly  whan  the  sonne  shone. 
Men  sigh,  that  thei  tvere  agone, 
And  come  vnto  the  kynge,  and  tokle. 
I      And  he  the  soth  knowe  wolde. 
And  asketh  where  his  doughter  was. 

There  was  no  worde,  but  out  alas, 
She  was  a  go,  the  mother  wepte. 
The  father  as  a  wood  man  lepte. 
And  gan  (he  tyme  for  to  warie. 
And  swore  his  othe,  he  wold  not  tary 
That  with  Caliphe,  and  with  g^eye. 
The  same  cours,  the  same  weye, 
Whiche  lason  toke,  he  wolde  take. 
If  that  he  might  h/m  ouertake. 

To  this  thei  saiden  all  yea 
Anone  as  thei  iveren  at  the  sea, 
And^  all,  as  who  s^itb,  at  one  woorde, 
Thei  gone  within  shippes  boorde. 
The  saile  goth  vp,  and  forth  thei  straught. 
But  none  exploit  therof  thei  caught: 
And  so  forth  thei  tourne  home  syewt 
For  an  that  labour,  was  in  vayne. 

lason  to  Grece  with  his  praie 
Goth  through  the  tea  the  right  wa^e* 
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Whan  he  there  come,  end  men  it  tolde, 
Thei  maden  ioye  yonge  and  olde. 

Eson  whan  that  he  wist  of  this, 
Howe  tbafhis  sohne  comen  is, 
And  bath  acheued  that  he  sought, 
And  whom  with  hym  Medea  bronght. 
In  all  the  wide  v^orlde  was  none 
So  glad  a  man  as  he  was  one. 

Together  bene  these  loners  tho, 
Till  that  the!  had  sonnes  two, 
Wberof  thei  werm  botbe  glade. 
A  nd  olde  Eson  great  ioye  made» 
To  seen  the  encreas  of  his  lignage. 
For  be  was  of  so  great  an  age. 
That  men  awayten  enery  date. 
Whan  that  be  shulde  gohe  awaie. 

lason,  whiahe  sigh  his  fad«r  olde. 
Upon  Medea  made  hym  bolde 
Of  art  magike,  wfaiohe  she  couth. 
And  praieth  hir,  that  his<  fathers  yonth 
She  wolde  make  ayenewarde  newe. 
And  sh«  that  was  towarde  hym  trewei 
Behighte  hynk,  that  she  wolde  it  do, 
W^han  that  she  tyme  sigh  therto. 
But  what  she  did  in  thatmatere. 
It  is  a  wonder  thynge  to  here. 
But  yet  for  the  nouelrie, 
I  thinke  tellen  a  great  partie. 

Nota  qnibns  medicamentis  Essonem  senectnte  de- 
crepitum,  ad  sue  iuuentutis  adolescenttam  pm- 
dens  Medea  reduxit. 

Thus  it  befell  vpon  a  night. 

Whan  there  was  nought  but  sterre  light, 

8he  was  vanisshed  right  as  hir  list. 

That  no  wight,  but  hir  selfe  wist: 

And  that  was  at  midnight  tide, 

The  worlde  was  stilleon  enery  sidct 

With  open  head,  and  (bote  all  bare, 

Hir  heare  to  sprad,  she  gao  to  fare. 

Upon  hir  clothes  gyrte  she  was, 

Al  specheles  Ypon  the  gras 

She  glode  forth,  as  an  adder  doth. 

None  other  wise  she  ne  gotb, 

Till  she  csime  to  the  fresshe  floode 

And  there  a  while  she  withstood* 

Thries  sh^  turned  hir  abonte. 

And  thries  eke  she  gad  downe  loute, 

And  in  the  floode  she  weat  hir  heare 

And  thries  on  the  water  there 

She  gaspeth,  with  a  dretchynge  onde. 

And  tho  she  toke  hir  speche  on  honde. 

First  she  began  to  clepe  and  call 
Upwarde  mto  the  sterres  all. 
To  wynde,  to  ayre,  to  sea,  to  londe 
She  preide,  and  eke  helde  .vp  her  hondt 
To  Echates,  and  gan  to  crie, 
Whiche  is  the  goddesse  of  Soroerie, 
She  sajde,  hdpeth  at  this  nede, 
Aqd  as  ye  maden  me  to  spede, 
Whan  lason  came  flees  to  seche: 
So  helpe  me  nowe,  I  yon  beseche. 
With  that  she  loketh,  and  was  ware 
Downe  fro  the  skie  there  came  a  chare, 
The  whiche  drains  abonte  drowe : 
And  tho  she  gan  hir  head  downe  bowe. 
And  vp  she  Btighe,.and  faire  and  wella 
She  drofe  forth  by  chare  and  whelle 
Aboue  in  the  ayre  amonge  the  skies 
The  k>Ddt  of  Ciet^,  in  tho  parties. 


She  sought,  and  fost  gan  hir  higha, 
And  thenrpon  the  by  lies  higHe 
Of  Otbryn  and  Olympe  also, 
And  eke  of  other  hylles  mo 
She  fonde,  and  gethereth  berbes  soote, 
She  putleth  vp  some  by  the  roote. 
And  many  with  a  knife  she  sberedi 
And  all  in  to  hir  cbaare  she  beareth. 

Thus  whan  she  bath  the  hylles  sought. 
The  floodes  there  fbryate  she  nought, 
Eridian,  and  Amphrtsos, 
Penelee,  and  eke  Sperceidos, 
To  hem  she  went,  and  there  she  nome 
Botbe  of  the  water,  and  of  the  fome» 
The  sonde,  and  eke  the  small  stones, 
Whiche  as  she  chese  out  for  the  nones. 
And  of  the  redde  sea  a  parte. 
That  was  behouelicbe  to  hir  art 
She  toke,  and  afterwarde  than  abou| 
She  sought  sondry  sedes  out. 
In  feldes,  and  in  many  greues. 
And  eke  a  parte  she  toke  of  leoes. 
But  thing,  whiche  might  hir  most  aoaile 
She  fonde  in  Crete,  snd  in  Tbenailei 
In  dales,  and  nightes  nyne, 
To  make  with  this  medicine. 
She  was  purueyed  of  euery  pece. 
And  torneth  homward  in  to  Grece, 
Before  the  gates  of  Eson 
Hir  chare  she  lette  awaie  to  gone. 
And  toke  out  first  ^hat  was  tbei^in. 
For  tho  she  thought  to  begyn 
Suche  thyng,  as  seroeth  impossible. 
And  made  hir  selfen  inuisible. 
As  she  that  with  the  aire  encloied. 
And  might  of  no  man  be  diidosed : 
She  toke  vp  turues  of  the  londe. 
Without  helpe  of  mans  bonda. 
And  heled  with  the  greene  gras. 
Of  whiche  an  Aolter  made  there,  was 
Unto  Echates,  the  goddesse. 
Of  arte  magike  and  maistreise. 
And  efle  an  oth^r  to  inuent. 
As  she  whiche  did  hir  holle  intent, 
Tho  toke  she  feldwodde,  and  ▼enieyae. 
Of  berbes  ben  not  better  tweyne, 
Of  whiche  anone  without  let. 
These  aulters  ben  about  set: 
Two  sondry  pittes  fiut  by 
She  made,  and  with  that  hastily 
A  wether,  whiche  was  black,  she  slough. 
And  out  therof  the  blond  she  drongh. 
And  did  in  to  the  pittes  two: 
Warme  milke,  she  put  also  therto. 
With  bony  meynt,  and  in  snche  wise 
She  gan  to  make  hir  sacrifice. 
And  cried  and  praide  forth  withal! 
To  Pluto  the  god  infemaly 
And  to  the  quene  Proserpine: 
And  so  she  sought  out  all  the  lyne 
Of  hem,  that  longen  to  that  crafte, 
Behynde  was  no  name  laft: 
And  praid  hem  a)l,  as  she  well  couth, 
To  grannt  Eson  his  flnt  youth. 

This  olde  Eioo  brought  forth  was  tho: 
Awaie  she  bad  all  other  go 
Upon  perill,  that  might  foil: 
And  with  that  worde  thei  wenten  all. 
And  lefte  there  them  two  alone. 
And  tho  ftht  began  to  ga^pe,  and  gone, 
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And  made  signei  naDy  one. 
And  said  hir  wordes  thenrpon: , 
And  with  spellyng,  and  bir  cbanset 
She  toke  Eson  in  bo^h  bir  arines, 
And  made  hym  for  to  slepe  £ut. 
And  hym  vpon  hir  berbes  eait. 
Tbe  blacke  wether  iho  the  tooke. 
And  hewe  tbe  flesshe,  as  doth  tbeoooke. 
On  either  anlter  part  she  laide. 
And  with  the  charmesy  that  she  aaidey 
A  fire  downe  from  the  skye  alight. 
And  made  it  for  to  brenne  light. 
And  whan  Medea  sawe  it  brenne» 
Anone  she  gan  to  sterte  and  renn* 
The  firye  anlters  all  about. 
There  was  no  best,  whiche  goth  ont 
More  wilde,  than  she  semeth  there. 
Aboute  her  shulders  henge  her  here. 
As  though  she  were  out  of  hir  inyndCf 
And  tometh  in  to  another  kynde. 
Tho  laye  there  certaine  woodde  clefte. 
Of  whiche  the  peces  nowe  and  efte 
She  made  hem  in  the  pittes  wete» 
And  put  hem  in  the  firye  bete, 
And  toke  tbe  bronde,  with  all  tha  bluet 
And  thries  she  began  to  rase 
About  Eson,  there  as  be  sleptei 
And  efte  with  water,  whiche  the  kepte, 
She  made  a  cercle  about  hym  thries. 
And  efte  with  fire  of  svlphar  twies. 
Full  many  a  other  thyng  she  deda, 
Whiche  is  not  written  in  tbe  alede. 
But  she  ran  vp  so  and  doune, 
She  made  many  a  wonder  sonne, 
Somtyme  licbe  vato  the  cocke, 
Somtyme  vnto  the  lauerocke, 
Somtjrme  cacleth  as  an  henne, 
Somtyme  speketh  as  don  the  men, 
And  right  so  as  hir  iargon  strangeth, 
|n  sondry  wise  her  forme  channgeth: 
She  semeth  faire,  and  no  woman, 
forth  w\th  the  craftes  that  she  ean. 
She  was  as  who  saith,  a  goddesse. 
And  what  hir  list  more  or  lease 
She  did,  in  bokes  as  we  finde. 
That  passeth  ouer  mans  kinde. 
Bvt  who  that  woU  of  wonders  here, 
What  thyng  she  wrought  in  this  materea 
To  make  an  ende  of  that  she  gan, 
$uch  memiule  herd  nener  man. 
Apointed  in  the  newe  moone. 
Whan  it  was  tjrme  for  to  doone. 
She  set  a  cauldron  en  the  fire. 
In  whiche  was  all  the  hole  a  tyre^ 
Where  on  the  medicine  stoode 
Of  Jeuse,  of  water,  and  of  bloode. 
And  lette  it  boyle  in  snche  a  plite, 
Til  that  she  sigh  the  spume  white. 
And  tho  she  cast  in  r^ide  and  roote, 
And  sede,  andfioure,  that  was  for  boote. 
With  many  an  herbe,  and  many'a  ston^ 
Wberof  she  hath  there  many  one. 
And  eke  Cimpheins,  the  serpent, 
To  hir  hath  all  hir  scales  lent. 
Chdidre  hir  yafe  hir  adders  skyh. 
And  she  to  boyle  cast  hem  in. 
And  parte  eke  of  the  homed  onlOf 
The  whiche  men  here  on  nigbtea  hoale: 
And  of  a  ranen,  whiche  was  tolde 
Of  nynt  hondred  wynter  olde. 


She  toke  tbe  head,  with  all  tbe  billc. 
And  as  the  medioine  it  wille, 
She  toke  hereafter  the  bowele 
Of  tbe  see  foule,  and  for  th^  hele 
Of  Eson,  with  a  thousand  mo 
Of  thynges,  that  she  had  tho 
In  that  caldron  to  gyder  as  blyue 
She  put,  and  toke  than  of  oboe 
A  drye  braunche  hem  with  to  store. 
The  whiche  anone  gan  flonre  and  beve. 
And  waxe  all  fresshe,  and  grene  ageyne^ 
Whan  she  this  vertue  had  seynet 
She  lette  the  leasts  droppe  of  all 
Upon  the  bare  floure  downe  fallf 
Anone  there  sprong  vp  flonre  and  gia^ 
Where  as  the  droppe  fall  was, 
And  waxe  anone  all  medowe  greene. 
So  that  it  might  well  be  seene. 
Medea  than  kuewe  and  wist 
Hir  medicine  is  for  to  trist. 
And  gothe  to  Eson  there  he  laye. 
And  toke  a  swerde  was  of  assaye,  ^ 
With  whiche  a  wounde  vpon  his  side 
She  made,  that  there  out  male  slide 
The  bloud  within,  whiche  was  olde. 
And  aicke  and  trouble,  feble,  and  colder 
And  tho  she  toke  vnto  his  rse 
Of  berbes  of  all  the  best  luse. 
And  poured  it  in  to  his  wounde. 
That  made  his  veines  full  and  sounder 
And  tho  she  made  his  ^oundes  dose. 
And  toke  his  hoode,  and  vp  he  rose. 
And  tho  she  yafe  hym  drinke  a  drought. 
Of  whiche  his  youth  ag&yne  he  caught. 
His  head,  his  herte,  and  his  visage 
f  Licbe  vnto  twenty  wynter  age. 
His  bore  heres  were  awaie, 
.And  lie  he  vnto  tbe  fresshe  male. 
Whan  passed  bene  tbe  colde  shouret: 
Right  so  recouereth  he  his  flouret. 
Lo  what  might  any  man  deuise 
A  woman  shewe  in  any  wise. 
More  hertely  loue  in  any  stede. 
Than  Medea  to  lason  dede  ? 
First  she  made  hym  the  flees  to  wynne: 
And  after  that  from  kith  and  kynne. 
With  great  treasore  with  hym  she  stales 
And  to  bis  fader  forth  with  all 
His  elde  hath  tomed  in  to  youthe, 
Whiche  thyng  none  other  woman  cootlk 
But  howe  it  was  to  bir  acquit 
The  remembrauoce  dwelleth  yit. 

Kynge  Peleus  his  eme  was  dead, 
lason  bare  croune  on  his  head, 
Medea  hath  fulfilled  his  will 
But  whan  he  shuld  of  right  fulfil) 
The  trouth,  whiche  to  hir  afore 
He  had  in  the  ile  of  Colehos  swore, 
Tho  was  Medea  moat  deceiued. 
For  he  an  other  hath  receiued, 
Whiche  donghtet  was  to  kynge  Creon, 
Creusa  she  bight,  and  thus  luon. 
As  he  that  was  to  loue  vntrewe 
Medea  lefte,  and  toke  a  newe. 
But  that  was  afterwarde  so  bongbt, 
Medea  with  hir  art  bath  wnmght 
Of  cloth  of  golde  a  mantell  riche, 
Whiche  semeth  wortbe  a  kyoget  rieke. 
And  that  was  vnto  Crensa  sent, 
In  muBe  of  yefta,  and  of  present, 
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For  sisterbode  him  wu  betwene. 
And  whan  that  yooge  frraibe  queo* 
That  mantti  lapped  hir  aboute. 
Anon  therof  the  fire  tpraoge  oute. 
And  brent  hir  both  flessbe  and  booe. 
Tho  cam  Medea  to  lafton. 
With  both  fair  sonoei  on  ber  honde» 
And  laide :  O  thou  of  euery  londa 
The  motte  votrewe  creature, 
Lo  thii  fball  be  thy  foriaiture. 
With  that  the  both  his  sonnctt  slough 
BefiMe  hii  eie,  and  he  out  drongb 
His  swerde,  and  wold  baue  slaiae  hir  tho 
But  &reirell  she  was  ago 
Unto  Pallas  the  court  aboue. 
Where  as  she  pleineth  vpon  loae. 
As  she  that  was  with  that  goddetse. 
And  he  was  lefte  in  great  distresse. 

Thus  might  you  see,  what  sorow  it  dooth, 
To  swere  an  othe»  whiche  is  not  sooth 
In  lones  cause  namely. 
Vy  son  be  well  ware  for  thy 
And  kepe,  that  thou  be  not  forswore. 
For  this,  whiche  I  haue  tolde  tofore, 
Ouide  telleth  coery  dele. 

My  lather  I  may  Icue  it  wele. 
For  I  haue  faerde  it  ofte  saye, 
Howe  lason  toke  the  flees  awaye 
Fro  Colchos,  But  yet  herde  I  nought. 
By  whom  it  was  first  thider  brought. 
And  for  it  were  good  to  here, 
If  that  you  list  at  my  praiere, 
To  tell^  I  wolde  you  beseehe. 

My  Sonne,  who  that  woll  it  secfae. 
In  bokes  he  may  finde  it  writte. 
And  netheles,  if  thou  wolt  witte 
In  the  maner  as  thou  hast  prejrdes 
I  shall  the  tell,  howe  it  is  seyde. 

Nota  qualiter  aTfeum  vellus  in  partes  insule 
Colchon  primo  deuentt  Athamas  rex  Neiphy- 
len  habuit  coniugem,  ex  qua  Phrixum  et  Hellen 
genuit,  Mortua  autem  Neiphylen  Athamas 
loooem  regis  Cadmi  filiam  postea  in  vxorem 
duxit,  quae  more  nouerce  dictos  infantes  in 
tantum  reoollegit  odium,  que  ambos  in  mare 
proici  penes  regem  procurauit,  vnde  luno  oom- 
patiens  quendam  Arietem  graadem  aureo  ves- 
titum  vellere  ad  Itttus  natantem  destinauit, 
super  cuius  dorsum  pueros  apponi  iussit,  quo 
focto  Aries  super  Tndas  regressus  cum  solo 
Pbrixo  sibi  adherente,  in  Colcbos  applicuit,  ybi 
Inno  dictum  Arietem  cum  solo  Tellere,  prout  in 
aliis  canitur  cronicis»  sub  arcta  custodia  coUo- 
cauit' 

Thb  fome  of  thilke  shepes  folle, 
Whiche  in  Colcbos,  as  it  beielle» 
Was  ail  of  gold,  sbal  neuer  deye : 
Wherof  I  tbynke  for  to  seye, 
Howe  it  cam  first  in  to  that  ile. 

There  was  a  kynge  in  thilke  white 
Towardes  Grece,  and  Athamas 
The  cronicke  of  his  name  was. 
And  bad  a  wife,  whiche  Neiphyle  bight. 
By  whom,  so  as  fortune  it  dight^ 
He  had  of  children  yonge  two. 

Frixtts  the  first  was  ^  tho, 
A  knane  childe,  right  foire  with  all, 
A  doqghtar  tk»,  tha  whioh«  ne»  aall 


Helle,  he  had  by  his  wife. 

But  for  there  maie  no  mans  lifii 
Endure  vpon  this  erth  here. 
This  worthy  qaene,  as  thou  might  here, 
Er  that  the  children  were  of  age, 
Toke  of  hir  ende  the  passage 
With  great  worship  and  was  begraue, 
What  thing  it  liketh  god  to  bane, 
It  is  grieat  reason  to  ben  his. 
For  thy  this  kynge,  so  as  it  is. 
With  great  suffrance  it  vnderfongeth* 
And  afterwarde,  as  hym  belongeth, 
Whan  it  was  tyme  for  to  wedde, 
A  newe  wife  he  toke  to  bedde, 
Whiche  liio  bight,  and  was  a  maide^ 
And  eke  the  dougbter,  as  men  saide^ 
Of  Cadme,  whiche  a  kyng  also 
Was  holde  in  thilke  daies  tho. 

Whan  Ino  was  the  kyiiges  make. 
She  cast  how  that  she  might  make 
These  childre  to  her  father  lotb» 
And  sbope  a  wile  ayene  hem  both, 
Whiche  to  the  kynge  was  all  ynknowe, 

A  yere  or  two  she  let  do  sowe 
The  lond  with  sudden  wheate  aboute, 
Wherof  no  come  maie  spryngen  oute. 
And  thus  by  sleight,  and  by  oouyne 
Aros  the  derth,  and  the  famine 
Through  out  the  londe  in  suche  a  wise^ 
So  that  the  kynge  a  sacrifice,. 
Upon  the  pointeof  this  distnesse. 
To  Ceres,  whiche  is  the  goddesse 
Of  corne,  hath  shape  hym  for  to  yeue. 
To  loke,  if  it  maie  be  foryeue 
The  mischiefe,  whiche  was  in  his  londe. 
But  she,  whiche  knewe  tofore  the  honda 
The  circumstance  of  all  this  thynge, 
Ageyn  the  comyng  of  the  kyogu 
In  to  the  temple,  hath  shape  so. 
Of  her  accorde  that  all  tho, 
Whiche  of  the  temple  preste*  were, 
Haue  saide,  and  foil  declared  them 
Unto  the  kynge :  But  if  so  bee. 
That  he  delyuer  the  oountre 
Of  Phrixus,  and  of  Helle  bothe. 
With  whom  the  goddes  hen  sa  wrothe. 
That  while  tho  childre  be  within, 
Suche  tilthe  shall  no  man  begyn, 
Wherof  to  gette  hym  any  come. 
Thus  was  it  saide,  thus  was  it  swonw 
Of  all  the  prestes,  that  there  are. 
And  she,  whiche  causeth  all  this  fare, 
Seyde  eke  therto,  what  that  she  wolde. 
And  euery  man  than  after  tolde. 
So  as  the  queue  had  hem  preyde. 

The  kynge,  whiche  hath  his  ere  leyde. 
And  leueth  all,  that  euer  be  herde. 
Unto  her  tales  thus  answerde. 
And  seith,  that  leuer  is  hym  to  cheaa 
His  children  bothe  for  to  lese, 
Than  hym,  and  all  the  remenant 
Of  hem,  whiche  are  appertenant 
Unto  the  londe,  whiche  he  shall  kepe  i 
And  bade  his  wife  to  take  kepe, 
|n  what  manere  is  best  to  doone. 
That  thei  deliuenle  were  soone 
Out  of  this  woride,  and  she  anona 
Two  men  ordeineth  for  to  gone. 
But  first  she  made  hea  for  to  twean^ 
That  thai  the  childrai  thuMa  baare 
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XJnto  the  sea,  that  none  it  knowe. 
And  hem  therih  both  tbrowe. 

The  children  to  the  sea  ben  lad^ 
Where  in  the  wise,  as  Ino  bad. 
These  men  be  redy  for  to  do. 
But  the  goddesse,  whiche  lano 
Is  bote,  apperetb  in  the  stede, 
And  hath  vnto  the  men  forbede, 
Tliat  thei  the  children  nought  ne  slea, 
But  bad  hem  loke  in  to  the  sea, 
And  taken  hede  of  that  thei  sighen. 
There  swam  a  shepe  tofore  her  eyen. 
Whose  flees  of  burned  golde  was  alL 
And  this  goddesse  forth  with  all 
Commandetk,  that  without  let, 
Thei  sbulde  anone  the  children  set 
Aboue  vpon  the  shepes  backe. 
And  all  was  do,  right  as  she  spiike, 
Wherof  the  men  gone  home  ageyne. 

And  fdl  so,  as  the  bokes  seyne, 
Helle  the  yonge  maiden  tho, 
Whiche  of  the  sea  was  wo  bego, 
For  pure  drede  hir  hert  hath  lore, 
That  fro  the  sheepe,  whiche  hath  hir  bore, 
As  she  that  was  swounende  feint, 
She  fell,  and  hath  hir  selfe  adreint 
With  Phrixus  aiid  this  sheepe  forth  swam, 
Till  he  to  the  ile  of  Colchos  cam, 
Where  luno  the  goddesse  he  fonde, 
Whiche  toke  the  sheepe  vnto  the  londci 
And  set  it  tHere  m  suche  a  wise, 
As  thou  tofore  hast  herde  deuise: 
Wherof  cam  after  all  the  wo, 
"Why  lason  was  forswore  so 
Unto  Medee,  as  it  is  spoke. 

My  father  who  that  hath  to  broke 
Hit  trouth,  as  ye  haue  tolde  aboue. 
He  is  not  worthy  for  to  loue, 
Ne  be  beloned,  as*  me  semeth. 
But  every  newe  loue  quemeth 
To  hym,.tbat  newefangle  is. 
And  netheles  nowe  after  this. 
If  that  you  list  to  taken  hede. 
Upon  my  shrifte  to  procede 
In  loues  cause  ayene  the  vice. 
Of  couetise  and  auarice. 
What  there  is  more,  I  wolde  witte. 

My  Sonne  thisl  finde  writte. 
There  is  yet  one  of  thilke  brood, 
Whiche  onl^  for  the  worldes  good, 
To  make  a  trea$oure  of  money. 
Put  all  conscience  aweye: 
Whenif  in  thy  confession. 
The  name  and  the  condicion 
I  shall  here  afterwarde  d<f6lare, 
Whiphe  Qiaketh  one  riche,  an  other  bare. 

Plus  capit  Tsura  sibi,  quam  debetur,  et  iUud 
Frande  ooUocata  saepe  latenier  agit. 

Sic  amor  excessus  quam  sspe  suos  vt  auarus 
Spirat  et  vnius  tres  capit  ipse  loco. 

Hie  tractat  ^e  ilia  specie  Anaricie,  quae  vsura  dici- 
tur,  cuius  creditor  in  pccunia  tantum  numerata 
plus  qtiam  sibi  de  lure  debetur  incrementum 
Incri  aidauget. 

Upon  the  bencbd  iittende  on  high 

With  Auarice  Vsure  I  sighe, 

Ful  clothed  of  his  owne  sute, 

Whiche  after  golde  maketh  chMe  and  rata 


With  his  brocours,  thati-enne  abooie  ' 
Liche  vnto  retches  in  a  route 
Siiche  lucre  is  none  aboue  grounde, 
Whiche  is  not  of  tho  ratches  foui^. 
For  where  thei  see  beyete  sterte, 
That  shall  hem  in  no  wise  asterte,' 
But  thei  it  driue  in  to  thenet^ 
Of  lucre,  whiche  Vsure  hath  set. 

Vsure  with  the  riche  dwelleth. 
To  all  that  eoer  he  byeth  and  selleth 
He  hath  ordeined  of  his  sleight 
Mesure  double,  and  double  weight. 
Ontwarde  he  selleth  by  the  lasae, 
And  with  the  more  he  maketh  hit  tasse, 
Wherof  his  boos  is  full  within: 
He  recheth  nbught  be  so  he  wyn. 
Though  that  there  lese  ten  or  twelne. 
His  loue  is  all  toward  hym  selue. 
And  to  none  other :  but  he  nee. 
That  he  maie  %vynne  suche  thre 
For  where  he  shall  ought  yeue  or  lene. 
He  woll  ayenward  take  a  bene, 
There  he  bath  lent  the  smal  pese. 
And  right  so  there  ben  many  of  thesft 
Louers,  that  though  thei  loue  alite. 
That  skarsly  wolde  it  weye  a  mite : 
Yet  wolde  tliei  haue  a  pound  ageyn. 
As  doth  Vsure  in  his  bargayne. 
But  certes  suche  Vsure  ▼nliche. 
It  falleth  more  vnto  the  riche, 
Als  well  of  loue,  as  of  beyete. 
Than  vnto  hem,  that  ben  nought  great 
And  as  who  saith  ben  simple  and  poaerc^ 
Fur  selden  is,  whan  thei  recouere. 
But  if  it  be  through  great  deserte. 
And  netheles  men  see  pouerte 
With  pursuite  of  countenance. 
Full  ofte  make  a  great  cheuesanca. 
And  take  of  loue  his  auauntage. 
For  with  the  helpe  of  his  brocage. 
That  maken  seme  where  is  nought. 
And  thus  full  ofte  is  loue  bought. 
For  litel  what,  and  mochell  take. 
With  false  weightes  that  thei  make. 

Nowe  Sonne  of  that  I  saide  aboue. 
Thou  wotest  what  Vsure  is  of  loue. 
Tell  me  for  thy  what  so  thou  wilt. 
If  thou  therof  hast  any  gilte  ? 

My  fotber  naye,  for  ought  1  here. 
For  of  tho  pointest  ye  tolden  here* 
I  will  you  by  my  trouth  assure, 
My  weight  of  loue,  and  my  mesure 
Hath  be  more  larfi:e,  and  more  certeyne. 
Than  euer  I  toke  of  loue  ageyne. 
For  so  yet  coutbe  1  neuer  of  sleighte. 
To  take  ageyne  by  double  weighte 
Of  loue,  more  than  I  haue  yeua, 
For  also  wis  mote  I  he  shriue* 
And  haue  remission  of  sinne, 
As  so  yet  couth  I  neuer  wytane, 
Ne  yet  so  muchel,  soth  to  seyne. 
That  euer  I  might  haue  balfe  ageyne 
Of  so  full  loue,  as  I  haue  lent. 

And  if  myne  hap  were  so  well  went. 
That  for  the  hole  I  might  haue  halfe. 
My  thinketh  I  were  a  goddesse  kaHe. 
For  where  Vsure  wolde  haue  double. 
My  conscience  is  not  so  trouble, 
I  bid  neuer  as  to' my  dele, 
But  of  the  hole  an  halue*  deka 
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That  is  none  excesse,  as  me  tbinketh* 
Bat  netbelet  it  me  forthinketh. 
For  well  I  wote,  tbat  troLnot  bee. 
For  euery  daie  the  better  I  see. 
That  bowe  so  euer  I  yeoe  or  lene. 
My  lone  in  place  that  I  mene. 
For  ought  that  eoer  I  axe  or  craue, 
I  can  notbynge  ayenewarde  baue. 

But  yet  for  tbat  I  wol  not  lete. 
What  so  be&lle  of  my  beyete 
That  I  ne  shall  yeue  and  lene- 
My  thought,  and  all  my  loue  so  eleoe, 
Tbat  towarde  me  shall  nought  beieue. 
And  if  she  of  hir  good  leoe 
Rewanle  wolde  me  nought  ageyne, 
I  «rute  the  last  of  my  bargeyne 
Shall  stonde  rpon  so  great  a  lost, 
Tbat  I  maie  neoer  more  the  cost 
Recooer  in  this  worlde  till  [  die. 
So  that  touchende  of  this  partie 
I  male  me  well  excuse,  and  shall. 
And  for  to  speke  forth  withall, 
If  ony  brocour  for  me  went, 
That  point  come  neiier  in  myn  entent-t 
So  that  the  more  me  meruaiieth 
What  tbjrtig  it  is,  my  lady  eileth, 
That  all  myn  herte,  and  all  my  tyme 
She  bath,  and  do  no  better  byme. 

I  bane  berde  saide,  that  thought  is  free. 
And  netheles  in  priuitee 
To  yon  my  fiider,  that  bene  here, 
Myn  hole  shrifte  for  to  here, 
I  dare  mjm  herte  well  disclose 
Toucbende  vsurie,  as  1  suppose, 
Whiche,  ai  ye  tdlen,  in  lone  is  vsed, 
My  ladie  maie  not  bene  excused. 
That  for  o  lokynge  of  hir  eie, 
Myn  hole  berte  till  I  deie. 
With  all  that  eoer  I  maie  and  can, 
She  bath  me  wonne  to  hirman : 
Wherof  me  thinketh,  good  reson  wolde. 
That  she  somdele  rewarde  sholde. 
And  yeue  a  parte,  there  she  hath  all : 
I  not  what  falle  herafter  shall/ 

But  in  to  nowe  yet  dare  I  seyna* 
Hir  list  oeuer  yeue  ageyne 
A  goodly  worde  in  suche  a  wise 
Wherof  myn  hope  might  arise, 
My  great  loue  to  recompense, 
I  not  bowe  she  Kir  conscience 
Excuse  wol  of  this  measure. 
By  large  weight,  and  great  measure 
She  bath  my  lone,  and  I  baue  nought 
Of  that,  whithe  I  baue  dere  abought: 
And  with  myn  herte  1  baue  it  payde. 
But  all  this  is  aside  layde. 
And  I  go  loueles  aboute. 
Hir  ought  stonde  in  full  great  doote, 
Till  sheredresse  suche  a  sinne. 
That  she  wol  al  my  loue  wynne. 
And  yeneth  me  not  to  Hue  by. 
Nought  al  so  mnche,  as  grant  mercy^ 
Hir  list  to  seye,  of  whiche  i  might 
Some  of  my  gseat  peine  aligbU 
But  of  this  point,  k>  thus  I  fare. 
As  be  tbat  payeth  for  his  chafiare. 
And  bieth  it  dere,  and  yet  hath  none  i 
So  mote  he  nedes  poure  gone. 

Thus  bie  I  dere,  and  haue  no  loue,. 
Thai  I  ne  maie  nought  coma  aboua 


To  Wynne  of  loue  none  encrece« 
But  I  me  will  ne  the  lese 
Touchende  vsure  of  loue  acquite. 
And  if  my  lady  be  to' wile, 
I  pray  to  god  suche  grace  hir  sende, 
Tbat  she  by  time  it  mote  amende. 

My  Sonne  of  tbat  thou  hast  answerde, 
Touchende  ysure,  1  haue  al  berde, 
Howe  thou  of  loue  hast  wonnen  smala. 
But  tbat  thou  teliest  in  thy  tale, 
And  thy  lady  tberof  aocusest. 
Me  thioketh  these  wordes  thou  misosest. 
For  by  thyn  owne  knowlochyn'g, 
Tlioo  sayst,  howe  she  for  one  lokyng. 
Thy  hole  berte  fro  the  she  toke. 
She  maie  he  suche,  that  hir  o  loke 
Is  worthe  thyne  herte  many  folde. 
So  bast  thou  well  thyn  berte  solde. 
Whan  thou  hast  tbat  is  more  worthe. 
And  eke  of  that  thou  teliest  forthe, 
Howe  that  hir  weight  of  loue  Yneuea 
Is  vnto  thyne,  voder  the  heuen 
Stonde  neoer  in  euen  that  balance, 
Whiche  stont  in  loues  gouemance. 
Suche  is  the  statute  of  bis  la  we, 
That  though  thy  loue  more  drawe. 
And  peyse  in  the  balance  more, 
Thou  might  not  aske  ageyn  therfore 
Of  duetie,  but  all  of  grace. 
For  loue  is  lorde  in  euery  place. 
There  maie  no  lawe  hym  iostifie 
By  reddour,  ne  by  companie, 
Tbat  he  ne  wol  after  his  wille, 
Wbpme  that  bym  liketh  saue  or  spiU^^ 
To  loue  a  man  maie  wellbegyone. 
But  whether  be  shall  lese  or  wynne« 
That  wote  no  man,  til  at  last. 
For  thy  coueyt  not  to  fast 
My  Sonne,  but  abide  thyn  ende 
Peicase  all  maie  to  good  wende. 
But  that  thou  hast  me  tolde  and  saide 
Of  a  thynge  1  am  right  well  paide. 
That  .thou  by  sleight,  ne  by  gile 
Of  no  brocour,  bast  otberwhil# 
Engyned,  loue  of  suche  dede 
Is  sore  venged  as  I  rede. 

Hicponit  exemplum  contra  istos  maritos,  qui 
vltra  id  quod  proprias  habent  vzores,  ad  noue 
voluptatis  incrementum,  alias  mulieres  superfine 
lucrari  non  vereutur.  £t  narrat  qualiter  luoo 
vindictam  suam  in  Eccbo,  in  buiusmodi  mulie- 
mm  lucris  adquirendls  de  consilio  mariti  sui 
louis  mediatrix  exstiterat. 

Broksrs  of  loue,  tbat  deceiuen, 
No  wonder  is  though  thei  receiuen, 
After  the  wronge,  that  thei  deseruea. 
For  whom  as  euer  tbat  thei  semen. 
And  do  pleasance  for  a  while. 
Yet  at  the  last  her  owne  gile 
Upon  her  owne  bead  descendeth. 
The  whiche  god  of  his  vengeance  sendelhi 

As  by  ensample  of  tyme  ago    . 
A  man  may  finde,  it  bath  be  so. 

It  felle  some  tyme^  as  it  was  eeene. 
The  high  goddeaw  and  the  quene 
luno  tbo  had  mi  companie 
A  maiden  fuUof  trecherie. 
For  she  was  euer  in  acorde 
With  lopiUr,  tbat  was  hir  lorde. 
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To  get  bym  oilier  loaen  newc 

Through  suche  brocage,  and  was  vntiewe. 

All  other  wise  than  hym  oedeth. 

But  she,  the  whiche  no  shame  dredeth, 

IVith  queint  wordes,  and  with  slie     • 

Blent  in  suche  wise  hir  ladys  ete. 

As  she,  to  whom  that  luno  trist. 

So  that  thereof  she  nothyng  wist. 

But  so  priuie  maie  be  nothyng, 
Tliat  it  ne  commeth  to  knowlechyng, 
Thynge  done  vpon  the  derke  night 
U  after  knowen  on  daies  light. 

So  it  befelle,  that  at  last. 
All  that  this  sligh  maiden  cast. 
Was  ontr  cast,  and  ouetthrowe. 
For  as  the  soothe  mote  be  knowe. 
To  luno  it  was  done  vnderstonde. 
In  what  manere  hir  husbonde 
With  ials  brocage  hath  taken  vsurw 
Of  loue,  more  than  his  mesure, 
Whan  he  toke  other  than  his  wifei 
Wherof  this  maide  was  giltiiv, 
Whiche  had  bcqe  of  his  assent 
And  thus  was  all  the  game  shent. 
She  suffred  hym,  as  she  mote  nede. 
Bat  the  broconr  of  hit  misdede 
She,  whiche  hir  counaetle  ytfe  therto. 
On  hir  is  the  Tcngcaiice  do. 
For  luno  with  hir  wordes  bote. 
This  maiden,  whiche  Eccho  was  bote 
Reprouetb,  and  saith  in  this  wise  : 

O  traitresse,  of  whiche  seraice 
Hast  thou  thyn  owne  ladie  serued. 
Thou  hast  great  peine  well  deseruedi 
Thy  sligh  wordes  for  to  peynt 
With  flaterie,  that  is  so  queint 
Towardes  me,  that  am  thy  qneene, 
Wherof  thou  madest  me  to  wene» 
That  my  husbonde  trewe  were, 
Whan  that  be  louetb  els  where, 
AH  be  it  to,  hym  nedeth  nought: 
But  Tpon  the  it  shall  be  bought. 
The  whiche  art  priuie  to  the  doynges^ 
And  me  full  ofte  of  thy  lesingea 
Deoeyoed  hast :  nowe  is  the  daie^ 
That  I  thy  while  quite  maie. 
And  for  thou  hast  to  me  counceled, 
That  my  lorde  hath  with  other  dealed, 
I  shall  the  sette  in  suche  a  ksmde. 
That  euer  vnto  the  worldes  endci 
All  that  thou  herest,  thou  shalte  tell, 
And  clappe  it  out,  as  doth  a  belle. 
And  with  that  worde  she  was  forshape. 
There  may  no  Tice  hir  mouthe  escape. 
What  man  that  in  the  worlde  cricth, 
Withouten  iaile  Eccho  r^Ueth, 
And  what  woide  that  hym  lust  to  sayn, 
'The  same  worde  she  saith  agayn. 
Thus  she,  whiche  whilom  had  leue 
To  dwdle  in  chamber,  mot  belene 
In  woodes,  and  on  failles  both. 
For  suche  brocage  as  wines  loth, 
Whiche  doth  her  lordes  hertes  cbaunge, 
And  looe  in  other  places  strmungCi 

For  thy  if  ener  it  so  befime* 
That  thou  my  tonne  amonget  all 
Be  wedded  man,  hold  that  thoa  bast. 
For  than  all  other  loue  is  watte : 
O  wife  thai  wel  to  the  toffitey 
And  than  if  thou  for  coottita 


Of  loue,  woldest  aske  aiore» 
Thou  shtttdest  don  ayen  the  lort 
Of  all  hem  that  trewe  he. 

My  fader  as  in  this  degre 
My  conscience  is  nought  accoted. 
For  I  uo  suche  bnscage  haue  vsedy 
Wherof  that  lust  of  loue  is  wonne. 
For  thy  speketh  forthe,  as  ye  begoone^ 
Of  Auarice  Tpoo  my  shrifte. 

My  son  I  shall  the  bmnchet  shUtn 
By  order  as  thei  ben  set. 
On  whom  no  good  u  wel  beset. 

Pro  Terbis  verba,  manus  pro  mouere  reddi 
Conuenit,  vt  pondus  asqua  staten  gerat. 

Propterea  cupido  non  dat  soa  dona  cupido.  ' 
Nam  qui  nulla  serit,  gramina  nulla  metet. 

Hie  tractat  anctor  super  ilia  specie  Anaricie,  que 
parcimonia  dicitur,  cuius  natura  tenax  aliqua- 
lem  sue  substantie  portionem,  aut  deo  aut  b*- 
minibus  participare  nnllateuus  consentit. 

Bund  Atorice  of  his  lignage. 

For  couttseille,  and  for  cosinage. 

To  be  witholde  ayen  largesse 

Hath  one,  whose  name  is  said  Scannette, 

The  whiche  is  keper  of  his  hows. 

And  is  so  throughout  auarous. 

That  be  no  good  lete  out  of  honde, 

I'hough  god  hym  selfe  it  wolde  fonde. 

Of  yeit  shuld  he  po  thyng  haue: 

And  if  a  man  it  wuld  craue. 

He  must  than  faile  nede. 

Where  god  hym  selfe  maie  not  spede. 

And  thus  Scarsnes  in  euery  place 
By  reson  maie  no  thonke  purcbaca. 
And  netbeles  in  his  degree 
Aboue  all  other  roost  priuee 
With  Auarice  stant  he  this. 
For  he  gouemeth  that  there  it 
In  eche  astate  of  his  offlce» 
After  the  reule  of  thilke  vice. 
He  taketh,  he  kepeth,  he  halt,  he  bynt. 
That  lighter  is  to  fle  the  flynt. 
Than  gete  of  bjrm  in  hard  or  neytthn 
Only  the  value  of  a  reysshe. 
Of  good  in  helpyng  of  an  other 
Nought,  though  it  were  his  owne  brother. 
For  in  the  cas  of  yefte  and  lone 
Stant  euery  man  for  hym  alone 
Hym  thinketh  of  his  TnlcyndshippCy 
That  bym  nedeth  no  felawship 
Be  so  the  bagge  and  he  accoiden, 
Hym  recheth  nought,  what  men  noOrdOB 
Of  hym,  be  it  eoill  or  good. 
For  all  his  truste  is  on  his  good: 
So  that  alone  he  falleth  ofte. 
Whan  he  best  weneth  stonde  alofto, 
Als  well  in  loue  as  other  wise. 
For  loue  is  ener  of  some  reprise 
To  hym  that  woll  hit  kme  holde. 
For  thy  my  Sonne,  as  thon  arte  holde 
Toochende  of  this  telle  me  thy  shrifte» 
Hast  thou  be  scarse  or  large  of  gifte 
Unto  thy  loue,  whom  thou  aeruett 
For  after  that  thon  well  deseruest 
Of  gifte,  thou  might  be  the  bette. 
For  that  good  holde  I  wdl  be  tette, 
For  whiche  tbon  might  the  better  fiwt; 
Than  it  no  witadoinn  for  to  tpaie. 
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For  thus  nwn  seyne  in  «oery  nede. 
He  was  wise,  that  first  made  mede. 
For  where  as  mede  maie  not  spede, 
I  not  what  beJpeth  other  dede. 
Full  ofte  be  laileth  of  his  game. 
That  will  with  ydell  honde  reclayme 
His  bawfce,  as  many  a  nice  doth. 
For  thy  my  sonne  telle  me  soth. 
And  saith  the  trouth,  if  thou  hast  bep 
Unto  thy  lone  or  scarse,  or  fre } 

My  fistfaer  it  hath  stonde  tbas. 
That  if  the  treasour  of  Cresus^ 
And  all  the  golde  of  Octauian, 
Forth  with  the  richesse  of  lodtan« 
Of  perles  and  of  riche  stones. 
Were  all  to  gether  myn  at  ones, 
I  sette  it  at  no  more  account, 
Than  wolde  a  bare  Hmwe  amonnty 
To  gyoe  it  hir  all  in  a  daie, 
B«  so  that  to  that  swete  maie 
It  might  like  more  or  lesse. 
And  thus  because  of  my  largesse 
Ye  maie  weH  ynderstoiide  and  lene^ 
That  I  shall  nought  the  wbrse  acheoe 
The  pnrpos,  whiche  is  in  my  thought^ 
But  ]ret  1  yale  hir  nener  nought, 
Ke  tberto  darst  a  profre  make. 
For  weir  1  wote,  she  woll  nought  taker 
And  yeoe  woll  she  nought  also. 
She  is  eschewe  of  betbe  twa 
And  this  1  trowe  be  the  skill 
Towardes  me,  lor  she  ne  will. 
That  1  haue  any  cause  of  hope. 
Nought  als  mudie  as  a  drope; 
But  toward  other  as  I  maie  see. 
She  taketh  and  yeneth  in  suche  degree. 
That  as  by  wey  offirendelyhede, 
She  can  so  kepe  hir  womanhede, 
That  enery  man  speketh  of  hir  welec 
But  she  wol  take  of  me  no  dele. 
And  yet  she  wote  wel,  that  1  woldf: 
Yeoe,  and  do  both  what  I  sbolde. 
To  plesen  hir  in  all  my  might. 
By  reason  this  wote  euery  wight. 
For  that  maie  by  no  weye  asterte, 
There  she  is  maister  of  the  herte. 
She  mote  be  maister  of  the  good,     , 
For  god  wote  wel,  that  all  my  mood 
And  all  myn  herte,  and  all  my  thought. 
And  all  my  good,  while  I  bane  ought, 
Als  freely  as  god  hath  it  giue. 
It  shall  be  hirs,  while  1  Hue, 
Right  as  hir  list,  hir  selue  coimnande. 
So  that  it  nedeth  no  demande 
To  aske  me,  if  I  haue  be  scarso 
To  loue,  for  as  to  tho  parse 
I  witle  answere,  and  sey  no. 

My  sonne  that  is  right  well  do. 
For  often  tyme  of  scaroenesse 
It  bath  he  seen,  that  for  the  kise 
Is  lost  the  more,  as  thou  shalt  here 
A  tale,  like  to  this  matere* 


Hie  loquitur  contra  istos,  qui  auaricia  stricti  laiw 
gitatis  bcneficium  in  amoris  causa  confiiodunt 
£t  ponit  exemplum,  qualiter  Croeeus  largus  et 
hilaris  Babionem  auarum  et  tenaoem  de  amore 
Viole,  qua  pulcherrima  ftiit,  donis  largisumis 
cifcumuemt* 


ScARcniES  and  loue  aoord  neuer. 

For  euery  thyng  is  wel  the  leoer, 

Whan  that  a  man  hath  bought  it  dere. 

And  for  to  speke  iu  this  materc. 

For  sparyng  of  a  littel  cost. 

Full  oft  tyme  a  man  hath  lost 

The  large  cote  for  the  hode: 

What  man  that  scarse  is  of  his  good, 

And  wol  not  gyue,  he  ihall  nought  take^ 

With  gyfte  a  man  may  vndertake 

The  bighe  god  to  please,  and  queme. 

With  gyfi  a  man  the  worlde  maie  dome. 

For  euery  creature  bore 

If  thou  hym  yeoe,  is  glad  therfore^ 

And  enery  gladship  (as  I  finde) 

Is  comforte  vnto  lones  kinde. 

And  causeth  ofte  a  man  to  spede. 

So  was  be  wise,  that  firvt  yafe  medeu 

For  mede  kepeth  loue  in  boos. 

But  where  the  men  be  coueiUNM, 

And  sparen  for  to  yeoe  a  parte, 

Thei  knowen  nought  Cupides  arte, 

For  his  fortune,  and  his  apprise 

Disdeigneth  alle  conetite. 

And  hath  alle  nigardie: 

And  for  to  loke  of  this  partie 

A  sothe  ensample,  howe  it  is  so^ 

1  finde  writte  of  Babio, 
Whiche  had  a  loue  at  his  menage 
There  was  no  fayrer  of  hir  age. 
And  hight  Viola  by  name, 
Whiche  fiiU  of  youth,  and  full  of  gama 
Was  of  hir  selfe,  and  large  and  free : 
But  sache  an  other  chinche  as  bee 
Men  wisten  nought  in  all  the  londe. 
And  had  aflUted  to  his  honde 
His  seruant,  the  whiche  Spodius 
Was  bote :  and  in  this  wise  thus 
The  worldes  good  of  soAsance 
Was  had,  but  likyng  and  pleaaance 
Of  that  belongeth  to  richesse 
Of  loue  stode  in  great  distresse : 
So  that  this  yonge  lustie  wight 
Of  thing,  whiche  felle  to  loues  right 
Was  euill  served  ouer  all. 
That  she  was  wo  bego  withall  s 
Til  that  Cupide  and  Venus  elbt 
A  medicine  for  the  soke 
Ordeine  wolden  in  this  ca$» 
So  as  fortune  than  war 
Of  loue  ypoo  the  destinee 
It  fell  right,  as  it  shulde  bet. 
A  fressbe,  a  free,  a  frendly  mao^ 
That  nought  of  auarice  can, 
Whiche  Croeeus  by  name  high^ 
Towarde  this  swete  east  his  sight. 
And  there  she  was  cam  in  preaenot* 
She  sigh  hym  laige  of  dispense. 
And  amorous,  and  glad  of  chera 
So  that  hir  liketh  well  to  here 
The  goodly  wordes,  whiche  he  amda^ 
And  thenrpon  of  lone  he  praide. 

Of  loue  was  all  that  he  ment. 
To  loue  and  for  she  shulde  assent. 
He  gafe  hir  gifles  ener  amonge. 
But  for  men  sayen,  that  mede  is  itronge. 
It  was  well  sene  at  thilke  tide 
For  as  it  shulde  of  right  betide^ 
This  VioUi  largesse  bath  take, 
And  tha  nigarde  she  hath  foisake^ 
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of  Babio  she  will  no  more. 
For  he  was  grutchende  euermore. 
There  was  with  bym  none  other  fare. 
But  for  to  pinche,  and  for  to  spare. 
Of  worldes  mucke  to  gette  encres: 
So  goth  the  wretcbe  loueles 
Beiaped  for  bis  scarsitee. 
And  be  that  large  was  and  free, 
And  sette  bis  herte  to  dispende, 
This  Croccins  bis  bowe  bende, 
IVhicfae  Venus  toke  bym  for  to  bolde. 
And  sbotte  as  ofte  os  euer  he  wolde. 

Lo  thus  departeth  loiie  his  lawe. 
That  what  man  woU  nought  bo  felawe 
To  yeue  and  spende,  as  I  the  telle. 
He  is  nought  wortbic  for  to  dwell 
In  loues  courte  to  be  relieaed. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  if  it  be  lieued, 
Thou  sbalt  be  large  of  thy  dispense. 

My  father  in  my  conscience, 
If  there  be  any  tbynge  amis 
I  wolde  amende  it  after  this, 
Towarde  my  loue  namely. 

My.  Sonne  well  and  redily 
Thou  saist,  so  that  well  paide  witfaall 
I  am,  and  further  if  I  shall 
Unto  thy  shrifte  specific 
Of  Auarice  the  progenie. 
What  vice  sueth  after  this, 
Thon  shalt  haue  wonder  howe  it  is 
Amonge  the  foike  in  any  reigne. 
That  soche  a  vice  might  reigne, 
Whiche  is  comune  at  all  assaies, 
As  men  maie  finde  now  a  daies. 


Cnncta  creatnra  deus  et,  qui  cuncta  creauit, 
Damnant  ingrati  jdictaque  facta  viri. 

Kon  dolor  a  longe  stat»  quo  sibi  talis  amicam  • 
Traxit,  et  in  fine  deserit  esse  suam. 

Hie  loquitur  supra  ilia  aborta  specie  auaricie,  que 
ingratitndo  dicta  est,  cuius  condition!  non  so- 
lum creator,  sed  etiam  cuocte  creature  abbomi- 
nabilem  detestantur. 

TRK  vice  like  vnto  the  fende, 

Whiche  nener  yet  was  mans  frende. 

And  deped  is  vnkindeship. 

Of  coaine  and  of  (elauship 

With  Auarice  he  is  witbolde. 

Hym  thinketh  he  shuld  nought  ben  hold 

Unto  the  mother,  whiche  hym  bare: 

Of  bym  maie  neuer  man  beware. 

He  wol  not  knowe  the  merite: 

For  that  be  wolde  it  not  aquite, 

Whiche  in  this  worlde  is  mochel  vsed. 

And  fewe  ben  therof  excused. 

To  tell  of  hym  is  endeles : 

And  thus  I  saic  netbeles. 

Where  as  this  vice  cometh  to  londe, 

There  taketh  no  man  his  thonke  on  honde. 

Though  he  with  all  his  might  seme. 

He  shall  of  hym  no  tbonke  deserue : 

He  taketh  what  any  man  wit  yeue : 

But  while  be  bath'o  daie  to  liue, 

He  wol  nothyng  rewarde  ageyne. 

He  grutcbeth  for  to  gyue  a  greyne. 

Where  he  bath  take  a  berne  fiille. 

That  maketh  a  kinde  herte  dulle, 

To  sette  bis  tmst  i^  suche  frendesbip'y 

Thect  as  b«  fint  ao  kiadeshrp. 


And  for  to  speke  woides  pleine. 
Thus  here  1  many  a  man  compleine. 
That  nowe  on  daies  thou  shalte  finde 
A^t  nede,  fewe  frendes  kinde: 
What  thou  hast  doone  for  hem  tofore. 
It  is  forgetten,  as  it  were  lore. 
The  bokes  speken  of  this  vice,  ,     .  •  '*' 

And  telle  howe  god  of  his  Justice, 
By  waye  of  kinde  and  eke  nature. 
And  euery  liuis  creature. 
The  lawe  also,  who  that  it  can, 
Tbei  dampne  an  vnkinde  man. 

It  is  all  one,  to  sey  vnkinde. 
As  tbynge  whicbe  doone  is  againe  kinde. 
For  it  with  kinde  neuer  stoode 
A  man  to  yelde  euill  for  good. 
For  who  that  wolde  taken  hede^ 
A  beest  is  glad  of  a  good  dede. 
And  louetb  thiike  creature, 
After  the  lawe  of  his  nature. 
And  doth  hym  ease  :  and  for  to  see 
Of  this  matere  auctoritee, 
Full  oft  tyme  it  hath  befalle, 
Wherof  a  tale  amonge  vs  all, 
Whiche  is  of  olde  ensamplarie, 
I  thinke  for  to  specifie. 

Hie  narnit,  quod  bestie  in  suis  bencficiis  homineoi 
ingratum  naturaliter  precellunt.  £t  ponit 
Exemplum  de  Adri.ano  Romano  senntore,  qui 
in  quadam  foresta  venationibus  iusistens,  dum 
predam  persequeretnr,  in  cisternara  profundam 
nescia  familta  corruit,  vbi  super  perueniens 
quidam  pauper,  nomine  Bardus,  immissa  cor- 
dula  putans  huminem  extraxisse,  primo  Simiam 
extraxit,  Secundo  serpentem,  Tertio  Adrianum, 
qui  pauperem  despiciens  aliquid  ei  pro.  benefac- 
to  reddere  recusabat.  Sed  tam  seipens  quaitft 
simia  gratnita  beneuolentia  ipsum  singulis  do* 
nis  remunerauerunt« 

To  speke  of  an  vnkynde  man 

I  finde,  bowe  whilome  Adrian 

Of  Rome,  whiche  a  great  lorde  vna. 

Upon  a  daie  as  he  par  cas 

To  woodde  in  bis  huntyng  went. 

It  hapneth  at  a  sodein  wcnte. 

After  the  chase  as  he  porsueth, 

Through  hap,  whiche  no  man  eschewctb. 

He  felle  vnware  in  to  a  pit. 

Where  that  it  might  not  be  let. 

The  pit  was  depe,  and  he  felle  fowe/ 

That  of 'his  men  none  might  knowe 

Where  he  became,  for  none  was  nigbf 

Whiche  of  bis  fall  the  mischiefe  sigh. 

And  thus  alone  thefe  he  laie 

Ctepende,  and  criende  all  the  daie 

For  socoure  and  deliuerance. 

Till  ageyne  eue  it  fell  par  chance, 

A  while  er  it  began  to  night, 

A  poure  man,  whiche  Bardus  bight, 

Come  forth  walkende  with  his  asse. 

And  had  gethered  hym  a  tasse 

Of  grene  stickes  and  of  drie, 

To  selle,  whom  that  wolde  hem  bie. 

As  be,  whiche  had  no  liuelode, 

But  whan  he  might  suche  a  lode 

To  towne  with  his  asse  carie. 

And  as  it  felle  bym  for  to  tarie 

That  like  tyme  nighe  the  pitte. 

And  bath  the  tniMc  Hat  knittt. 
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He  berde  a  70106/  irh'iebe  cried  dymmei 
And  he  bitf  ere  to  the  brymme 
Hatb  leide,  end  berde  it  was  a  man, 
Wliiche  saide :  O  he]pe  bere  Adrian, 
And  I  will  yeaen  balfe  my  good. 

7*be  pbure  man  this  vnderstood, 
As  be  that  wolde  gladly  wyn, 
And  to  tbts  loi^,  whiche  was  within. 
He  spake  and  saide :  if  1  the  sane, 
What  sikemes  shall  I  bane 
Of  cooenant,  that  afterwarde 
Tboa  ivolt  me  gyue  suche  rewardc. 
As  thou  bebightest  nowe  before  ? 

That  other  hath  bis  othes  swore. 
By  beaen,  and  by  the  goddes  all, 
If  that  it  might  so  befalie. 
That  he  out  of  the  fiit  hym  brought^ 
Of  all  the  goodes,  whiche  he  ought. 
He  shall  haue  euen  haltten  dele. 

This  Bardus  seide,  he  wolde  wele 
And  with  this  worde  his  asse  anoue 
He  let  ▼ntnisse,  ilnd  ther^pon 
Downe  goth  the  corde  in  to  the  pit, 
To  whiche  he  bath  at  ende  knit 
A  stafTe,  wherby  he  saide,  he  wolde. 
That  Adrian  hym  shulde  holde. 

Bat  it  was  tho  per  chance  fallen, 
In  to  thnt  pit  was  also  faWen 
An  ape,  whiche  at  thilke  trowe. 
Whan  that  Xhh  corde  cam  downe  lowe^ 
All  sodenly  therto  he  skipte, 
And  it  in  both  his  armes  clipte : 
And  Bardna  With  his  asse  anone 
Hym  hath  vp  draw,  and  he  is  gon. 
But  whan  he  sigh  it  was  an  ape. 
He  wend  aH  bad  ben  a  iape 
or  faierie,  and  sore  hym  dradde. 
And  Adrian  eft  soone  gradde 
For  beipe,  and  cride  and  preide  feste: 
And  he  efi  soone  bis  corde  caste. 
But  whan  it  cam  vnto  the  grotinde, 
A  g:-»*fit  serpent  it  hath  by  wounde. 
The  whiche  Bardus  anone  rp  drough } 
And  than  hjrm  thought  welenough 
It  was  fantasie  that  be  berde 
The  voys,  and  he  therto  aoswerd. 
What  wight  art  thoo  in  goddes  name  ? 
I  am  (quod  Adrian)  the  same, 
Who«<e  good  thou  shalte  haue  euen  halfe^ 
dnod  Bardus  than  a  gods  halfe. 
The  thinle  tyme  assaye  I  shall. 
And  cast  his  corde  forth  whhaH 
In  to  the  pit,  and  #han  it  came 
To  hym,  this  lorde  of  Rome  it  name, 
And  tberrpon  hym  bath  adressed, 
And  with  his  honde  ful  ofte  blessed : 
And  than  he  bad  to  Bardus  hale. 
And  be,  whiche  vnderstode  his  tale^ 
Betwene  hym  aiid  bis  asse  all  softe. 
Hath  drawen,  and  set  hym  vp  a  lofte. 
Without  harme  all  easely. 
He  saith  not  ones  grant  mercy. 
But  stranght  hym  forth  m  to  the  eitce, 
And  let  this  poore  Bardus  bee. 
And  uethdes  this  simple  man 
His  couennnt,  so  as  he  can, 
Hath  asked  :  And  that  other  saide. 
If  it  so  be  that  he  vpbraide 
Of  oiii'ht,  that  bath  be  spoke  or  do. 
It  shall  be  veDged  of  bym  so, 

VOL.  II. 


That  bym  were  better  to  be  dede^ 
And  he  can  tho  00  other  rede. 
But  on  his  asse  agayne  he  cast 
His  trussci  and  bieth  homewarde  fasti^. 
And  whan  that  he  came  home  to  bed,- 
He  tolde  hU  wife,  howe  that  he  sped. 

But  finally  to  speke  ought  more 
Unto  this  lorde,  be  drad  bym  sore. 
So  that  one  worde  he  durst  not  sayne. 
And  thus  vpon  the  lAorowe  agayne 
In  the  roaner,  as  I  recorde, 
Forth  with  his  asse,  and  with  his  corde. 
To  gather  woodde,  as  he  did  er. 
He  goth,  and  whan  that  he  cam  ner 
Unto  the  place,  where  he  wolde, 
He  gan  his  ape  anone  bebolde, 
Whiche  had  gadred  al  aboute 
Of  stickes  here  and  there  a  route. 
And  leyde  hem  redy'to  his  honde:  . 
Wherof  be  made  his  trasse  and  honde. 
Fro  dale  to  dale,  and  in  this  wise 
This  ape  profreth  biaseruise. 
So  that  he  had  of  woodde  enough* 
Upon  a  tyme  and  as  he  drough 
Towarde  the  woodde,  he  sigh  beside 
The  great  gastly  serpent  glide. 
Till  that  she  cam  in  bis  presence. 
And  in  hir  kinde  a  reuerence 
She  hath  hym  do,  and  forth  witball 
A  stone  more, bright  than  a  Christall 
Out  of  hir  mouth  to  fore  bis  waye 
She  let  downe  fall,  and  went  awaye. 
For  that  he  shall  not  be  adrad. 

7*ho  was  this  poore  Bardus  glad, 
Thankende  god,  and  to  the  stone 
He  goth,  and  taketh  it  vp  anone. 
And  hath  great  wonder  in  his  wittCf 
Howe  that  the  beast  bym  bath  aquitte, 
\Vhere  that  the  mans  son  hath  foiled. 
For  whom  he  had  most  trauailed. 
But  all  he  put  in  gods  honde. 
And  torneth  home,  and  what  he  fonde 
Unto  his  wife  he  hath  it  shewde. 
And  thei  that  were  botbe  lewde, 
Acorden,  that  be  shulde  it  selle. 

And  he  no  lenger  wolde  dwelle. 
But  forth  anone  vpon  the  tale 
1'he  stone  he  profreth  to  the  sale. 
And  right  as  he  hym  aelfe  it  sette, 
The  ieweller  adone  forth  fette 
The  golde,  and  made  bis  payement, 
Therof  was  no  delaiement. 
Thus  whan  tbts  stone  was  bought  add  sold, 
Homward  with  ioye  many  folde 
This  Bardus  goth,  and  whan  be  cam 
Hom  to  bis  bows,  and  that  be  nam 
His  gold  out  of  Ids  pours  within. 
He  fonde  bis  stone  also  therin : 
Wherof  for  ioye  bis  bertc  plaide. 
Unto  his  wife  and, thus  be  saide. 

Lo  here  my  golde,  lo  here  my  stone. 
His  wife  hath  wonder  thervpon. 
And  asketh  hym  howe  that  roaye  be. 

Nowe  by  my  trouth  1  not  (quod  be) 
But  I  dare  swere  vpon  a  boke. 
Unto  my  marchant  I  it  toke. 
And  he  it  had,  whan  I  went. 
So  knowe  I  nought  to  what  cntcnt 
It  is  nowe  here,  but  it  be  gods  grace. 
For  thy  to  morowe  in  other  place 
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I  wille  it  fonde  for  to  selle. 
And  if  it  woll  not  with  hym  dwelle, 
But  crepe  in  to  my  pane  ageyoe, 
Than  dare  t  sauely  nrere  and  seyne, 
It  is  the  vertue  of  the  stone. 

The  morove  came,  and  he  is  gone 
To  seche  about  in  other  stede, 
His  stone  to  selle,  and  so  he  dede , 
And  lefte  it  with  his  chapman  there. 
But  whan  that  he  came  els  where. 
In  presence  of  his  wife  at  home, 
Out  of  his  pars  and  that  he  nome 
His  golde,  fonde  his  stone  withal. 
And  thus  it  felle  hym  ouera), 
Where  he  it  solde  in  sondrie  place, 
Suche  was  the  fortune,  and  the  grace. 
But  so  well  maie  nothyng  be  hid. 
That  it  uis  at  last  kid. 

This  fisime  gotb  about  Rome 
So  serforth,  that  the  wordes  come 
To  the  emperour  lustinian. 
And  he  let  sende  for  the  man. 
And  asked  hym,  howe  that  it  was. 

And  Bardus  tolde  all  the  cas, 
Howe  that  the  worme,  and  eke  the  beste, 
AI  though  thei  made  no  biheste, 
His  trauaile  hadden  well  aquitte : 
But  he,  whicbe  had  mans  witte. 
And  made  his  cooenant  by  mouth. 
And  swore  therto  all  that  he  couth, 
To  parte  and  gyue  halfe  his  good, 
Hath  nowe  foryete  howe  that  it  stood. 
As  he,  whiche  wol  no  tronth  holde. 

This  emperour  a1  that  he  tolde. 
Hath  herde,  and  thiike  vokyndnesse 
He  saide,  he  wolde  hym  selfe  redresse. 
And  thos  in  courte  of  Judgement 
This  Adrian  was  than  assent. 
And  the  quarell  in  audience 
Declared  was  in  the  presence 
Of  the  emperour  and  many  nio, 
Wherof  was  moche!  speche  tho, 
And  great  woodryng  among  the  prese. 

But  at  last  nethelese. 
For  the  partie,  whiche  hath  pleined. 
The  lawe  hath  demed,  and  ordeined 
By  heip,  that  were  anised  weie, 
That  be  shal  haue  the  haluen  dele 
Throughout  of  Adrians  good. 

And  thus  of  thiike  vnkinde  blood 
Stant  the  memorie  vnto  this  daie, 
Where  that  euery  wise  man  maie 
Ensamplen  hym,-  and  take  in  mynde. 
What  shame  it  is,  to  ben  vnkynde, 
Ageyne  the  whicbe  reason  debateth, 
And  euery  creature  it  hatetb. 

For  thy  my  sonne  in  thy  office 
I  rede  the  flee  that  ilke  vice. 
For  right  as  the  cronicle  seith 
Of  Adrian,  howe  he  his  feith 
Foryate  for  worldes  coaetise : 
Ful  oft  in  suche  a  maner  wise 
Of  louers  nowe  a  man  maie  see 
Ful  many,  that  vnkynde  bee 
Fqr  wel  bebote,  and  euel  last 
That  is  her  life,  for  at  last, 
Whan  that  thei  haue  her  wille  do. 
Her  loue  is  after  soone  ago. 
What  sayst  thou  sonne  to  this  cas  ? 

My  fader  I  wil  sale  alias, 


That  euer  suche  a  man  Was  bor£, 
Whiche  whan  he  hath  his  trouth  iwofWy 
And  hath  of  loue  what  he  woUe, 
That  he  at  any  tyme  sholde 
Euer  after  in  bis  hert  finde 
To  sin  fal,  and  to  ben  vnkinde. 

But  fiader  as  touchend  of  mee, 
I  maie  not  stond  in  that  degree. 
For  I  toke  neuer  of  loue  why. 
That  I  ne  maie  go  therby. 
And  do  .my  profite  els  where. 
For  any  spede  I  finde  there, 
I  dare  wel  thynken  all  aboat: 
But  I  ne  dare  not  speke  it  out : 
And  if  I  dorst,  I  wold  pleine. 
That  she,  for  whom  I  suffer  peine. 
And  loue  hir  euer  a  liche  bote, 
That  nother  yeue  ne  bebote. 
In  rewardyng  of  my  seruice. 
It  list  hir  in  no  maner  wise. 
I  wille  not  sey,  that  she  is  kinde. 
And  for  to  sey,  she  is  vnkinde. 
That  dare  I  not  by  god  abouet 
Whiche  demeth  euery  herte  of  loue. 
He  wote,  that  on  myn  owoe  side 
Shall  none  vnkindenes  abide. 
If  it  shall  with  my  ladie  dwelle, 
Therof  dare  I  no  more  telle. 
Nowe  good  father  as  it  is 
Tell  me,  what  thinketh  you  of  this? 

My  sonne  of  that  vnkindship. 
The  whiche  towarde  thy  ladisship, 
Thou  pleinest,  for  she  woll  the  nought. 
Thou  art  to  blamen  of  thy  thought. 
For  it  maie  he,  that  thy  desire. 
Though  it  brenne  euer,  as  doth  the  fire, 
Percase  to  hir  honour  miuet, 
Orels  tyme  come  nought  yet, 
Whiche  stant  vpon  thy  destinee. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  I  rede  thee, 
Thynke  well,  what  euer  the  befall. 
For  no  man  hath  his  lustes  all : 
But  as  thou  toldest  me  before, 
That  thou  to  loue  art  nought  forswore. 
And  hast  doone  no  vnkindnease. 
Thou  might  therof  thy  grace  blesse. 
And  leue  nought  that  continuance. 
That  there  maie  be  none  suche  greuance 
To  loue,  as  is  vnkindship, 
Wherof  to  kepe  thy  worship. 
So  as  these  olde  bokes  tale, 
r  shall  the  telle  a  redy  tale. 
Now  herken,  and  be  ware  therby. 
For  I  will  tell  it  openly. 


Hie  ponit  exemplum,  contra  viros  amori  ingratos. 
Et  nariat  quaiiter  Theseus  Aegei  filius  constlip 
fiiltus  Ariadne  regis  Minos  fitie  in  domo,  que 
Labyrinthus  dicitur,  Minotauram  vicit,  viide 
l^heseus  Ariadne  sponsalia  certissime  promit- 
tens,  ipsam  vna  cum  Phedra  sorore  sua  a  Creta 
secum  naulgio  duxit,  Sed  statim  postea  oblito 
gratitiidinis  beneficio,  Ariadnam  ipsum  saluah- 
tern,  in  insula  Chion  spretam  post  tergum  reli- 
quit  Et  Phedram  Athenis  sibi  sponsatam  in- 
gratus  coronauit. 

Minos,  as  telleth  the  poete. 

The  whiche  whilom  waa  kyng  of  Ciete, 
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A  Sonne  had,  and  Androchee 
He  hight,  and  to  befeUe  that  hee. 
Unto  Athenes  for  tolere 
Was  sente,  and  so  he  bare  hym  there. 
For  that  he  was  of  high  Hgnage, 
Soche  pride  he  toke  in  his  corage, 
That  he  foryeten  hath  the  schooles. 
And  in  ryot  amonge  the  fboles. 
He  did  many  thynges  wronge. 
And  ysed  thilke  life  so  longe, 
Til  at  last  of  that  he  wrought 
He  fonde  the  mlscbiefe,  wbiche  he  songhty 
Wberof  it  fell,  that  he  was  slayne. 
His  feder,  whicbe  it  herde  sayney 
Was  wroth,  and  all  that  ener  he  might, 
Of  men  of  armes  he  hym  dight 
A  stronge  power,  and  forth  he  went 
Unto  Athenis,  where  he  brent 
The  plaine  oountiey  al  abonte  : 
The  cities  stode  of  hym  in  doute, 
As  thei  that  no  defence  had 
Ageyne  the  power,  whicbe  he  lad. 
Egeos,  wbiche  was  there  kynge, 
Hb  connsell  toke  rpon  this  thynge. 
For  he  was  than  in  the  citee: 
So  that  of  pees  in  to  trcatee, 
Betwene  Minos  and  Egeos 
Thei  fell,  and  bene  accorded  thos; 
That  kynge  Minos  fro  yere  to  yere 
Receyae  shal  as  thoa  shalt  here 
Out  of  Atbenis  for  troage 
Of  men,  that  were  of  mighty  age 
Parsons  nyne :  of  whicbe  he  shall 
His  will  don  in  speciall. 
For  vengeaonce  of  his  sonnes  deth 
None  other  grace  there  ne  geth 
But  for  to  take  the  loysfr. 
And  that  was  don  in  suche  a  wise, 
Upon  wbiche  stode  a  wonder  cas. 
For  that  tyme  so  it  was. 
Wberof  that  men  yet  rede  and  singe, 
Kynge  Minos  had  in  his  kcpyoge 
A  croell  monster,  as  seith  the  iest. 
For  he  was  halfe  man  and  halfe  best. 
And  Minotaums  he  was  bote. 
Which  was  begotten  in  a  riote 
Upon  Pviphae,  his  owne  wife, 
Whiles  he  was  out  vpon  the  strife. 
Of  that  great  siiege  of  Troie. 
But  she,  whiche  lost  hath  all  ioye,    • 
Whan  that  she  sighe  this  monstre  bore. 
Bad  men  ordeine  anon  tberfore. 
And  fclle  that  iike  tyme  thus. 
There  was  a  clerke,  one  Dedalus, 
Wbiche  had  beu  of  hir  assent. 
Of  that  hir  lorde,  was  so  miswent. 
And  he  made  of  bis  owne  witte, 
Wberof  the  remembrance  is  yit. 
For  Minotaure  had  suche  a  bous. 
That  was  so  stronge,  and  meruailoos, 
That  what  man  that  within  went. 
There  was  so  many  a  sondrye  went. 
That  he  ne  shulde  nought  come  out. 
But  gone  amased  all  about: 
And  in  this  hon&e  to  locke  and  warde 
Was  Minotaurus  put  in  warde, 
That  what  life,  that  therin  cam. 
Or  man  or  beest,  he  ouercam. 
And  slough,  and  fedde  hym  tbervpon. 
And  in  this  wise  many  one. 


Out  of  Atbenis  for  truage, 
Deuoured  weren  in  that  rage. 
For  euery  yere  thei  shopen  hem  so 
Thei  of  Atbenis  er  thei  go 
Towarde  that  iIke  wofoll  chance. 
As  it  was  sette  in  ordinance. 
Upon  fortune  her  lotte  thei  cast. 
Till  that  Theseus  at  laste, 
Whicbe  was  the  kynges  sonne  there, 
Amonges  other  that  there  were. 
In  thilke  yere,  as  it  befelle, 
^The  lotte  vpon  his  chance  felle. 
He  was  a  worthye  knight  withall. 
And  whan  be  sigh  his  chance  falle, 
He  ferde,  as  though  he  toke  none  hede. 
But  all  that  euer  he  might  spede 
With  hym,  and  with  his  felauship. 
Forth  in  to  Crete  be  goth  by  ship. 
Where  that  the  kyng  Minos  he  sought. 
And  profereth  all  that  he  hym  ougbte 
Upou  the  point  of  her  accorde. 

This  Sterne  kynge,  this  cruell  lorde 
Toke  euery  daie  one  ofthe  nyne. 
And  put  hym  in  to  fbe  discipline 
Of  Minotaure  to  be  deuoured. 

But  Theseus  was  so  fauoured. 
That  he  was  kepte  till  at  last. 
And  the  mesne  while  be  cast. 
What  thyng  hym  were  best  to  do. 
And  felle,  that  Ariadne  tho, 
Wbiche  was  the  doughter  of  Minos, 
And  had  herde  the  worthye  los 
Of  Theseus,  and  of  his  might. 
And  sigh  he  was  a  lustie  knight, 
Hir  holle  berte  on  hym  she  laide. 

And  he  also  of  lone  hir  praide 
So  ferforth,  that  thei  were  alone, 
And  she  ordeineth,  that  anone, 
In  what  maner  she  shuld  hym  sane. 
And  shope  so,  that  she  did  hym  haue 
A  clewe  of  threde,  of  whiche  within 
First  at  dore  he  shall  begynne 
With  hym  to  take  that  one  ende: 
That  whan  he  wold  ageynward  wende, 
He  might  go  the  same  weye. 

And  oner  this  so  as  1  seye. 
Of  pitche  she  toke  hym  a  pelote. 
The  whiche  he  shulde  in  to  the  throte 
Of  Minotaure  cast  right. 
Suche  wepon  also  for  hym  she  dight. 
That  he  by  reason  maie  not  faile 
To  make  an  ende  of  his  bataile. 
For  she  hym  taught  in  sondrie  wise, 
Tille  be  was  knowe  of  thiike  emprise, 
Howe  he  this  best  shuld  quelle. 
And  thus  shortely  for  to  telle. 
So  as  this  maiden  hym  had  taught, 
Theseus  with  this  monster  faught. 
And  smote  of  his  hede,  the  whiche  he  nam, 
And  by  the  threde,  so  as  he  cam 
He  goth  ageyne,  til  he  were  oute : 
So  was  great  wonder  all  aboute. 

Minos  the  tribute  bath  releced. 
And  so  was  all  the  werre  seced 
Betwene  Athenes  and  hem  of  Crete. 

But  nowe  to  speke  of  that  swete. 
The  whose  beautee  was  withoate  wan, 
Tliis  faire  maiden  Adrian : 
Whan  that  she  sigh  Theseus  sounde, 
Was  neuer  yet  vpon  this  grounde. 
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A  gladder  wigbt  than  she  was  tho. 

Theseus  dwelt  a  daie  or  two. 
Where  that  Minos  great  chere  hym  d«d. 
Theseus  in  a  preuie  sted 
Hath  with  this  maiden  spoke  and  rowned. 
That  she  to  hym  was  abandouoed 
In  al  that  euer  she  couth. 
So  that  of  hirlurtie  youth, 
All  priuely  betwene  hem  twey, 
The  ftrste  floure  be  toke  awey. 
For  he  so  fiiire  tho  behight. 
That  euer  while  he  liue  might. 
He  shuld  bir  take  for  his  wife. 
And  as  his  owne  hertes  life 
He  wolde  bir  loue,  and  trouth  beare. 

And  she,  wbicbe  might  not  forbeare. 
So  sore  loueth  hym  ageyne, 
That  what  as  eiier  be  wold  seyoe. 
With  all  bir  hett  she  it  leoeth« 
And  thus  his  purpose  be  acheuethy 
So  that  assured  of  his  trouth 
With  hym  she  went,  and  that  was  routh 

Pbedra  hir  yonge  suster  eke, 
A  Instie  maide,  a  sobre,  a  oaeke. 
Fulfilled  of  all  curtosie, 
For  susterhode  and  companie 
Of  loue,  wbicbe  was  hem  betwene. 
To  see  hir  suster  be  made  a  quene, 
Hir  fader  lefle,  and  forth  she  went 
With  bym,  whiche  all  his  first  entent 
Foryat  within  a  litel  tbrowe, 
,   So  that  it  was  all  over  tbrowe, 
Wban  she  best  wend  it  shuld  stonde. 
The  ship  was  blowen  fro  the  londe 
Whertn  that  thei  sailend  were. 

This  Ariadne  had  mocbel  fere. 
Of  that  the  wjrnde  so  lowde  blewe. 
As  she  wbicbe  of  the  sea  ne  knewe. 
And  praidfor  to  reste  a  while. 
And  so  felle,  that  rpon  an  yie, 
Wbicbe  Chio  high,  thei  ben  dreue. 
Where  be  to  hir  leoe  hath  yeoe. 
That  she  shall  loud  and  take  hir  rest : 
Bat  that  was  nothyng  for  bir  bcft. 
For  wban  stie  was  to  lond  brooght. 
She,  which  that  tyme  thought  nought 
But  all  trouth,  and  t^ke  *o  kepe. 
Hath  laide  bir  soft  for  to  slope : 
As  sbe  wbicbe  longe  bath  ben  forwatohed. 
But  certes  sbe  was  euil  matched. 
And  fer  from  all  loues  kinde. 
For  more  than  the  beast  ynkinde 
Theseus,  whiche  no  trouth  kept, 
(While  that  this  yonge  ladie  flq^t) 
Fulfilled  of  all  vttkindship, 
Hath  all  forgeten  the  goodship, 
Whiche  Ariadne  hym  had' do. 
And  bad  vnto  the  shipmen  tho 
Hale  vp  the  saile,  and  nought  abide. 
And  forth  he  gothe  the  same  tide 
Towarde  Athenis,  and  bir  on  londe 
He  left,  whiche  laie  nigh  the  stronde 
Slepeud,  til  that  she  awoke. 
But  whan  that  she  cast  vp  bir  loke 
Towarde  the  stronde,  and  sigh  no  wight, 
H?r  berte  was  so  sore  afligbt, 
That  sbe  ne  wist  what  to  thinke, 
Botdrongh  hir  to  the  water  brinke. 
Where  she  behelde  the  sea  at  large: 
She  sigh  no  ship,  the  ;jgb  no  barge 


Als  ferfbrth  as  she  might  kefintf : 
Ka  lorde  (sbe  said)  whiche  a  sennei 
As  all  the  worlde  shall  after  here 
Upon  this  wofull  woman  here, 
jThis  worthie  knight  hath  doono  and  wroagbt 
I  wend  1  had  his  loue  bought. 
And  so  deserued  at  nede, 
Whan  that  he  stode  vpon  bis  drede. 
And  eke  the  luue,  he  me  behight« 
It  is  great  wonder,  howe  be  might 
Towardis  me  nowe  ben  ynkinde. 
And  so  to  lette  out  of  his  minde 
Thyng,  which  he  said  bis  owne  mouth. 
But  after  this,  whan  it  is  couth, 
And  drawe  to  the  worldes  fame. 
It  shall  ben  byndrynsce  of  his  name. 
For  well  he  wote,  and  so  wote  1, 
He  yafe  his  trouthe  bodily. 
That  he  myn  honour  shulde  kepe. 
And  with  Uiat  worde  she  gan  wepe 
And  soroweth  more  than  enough. 
Hir  faire  treues  she  to  drougb 
And  with  hir  selfe  she  toke  such  strife. 
That  she  betwene  the  deth  and  life 
Swounende  lay  full  ofte  amonge: 
And  all  was  this  on  hym  alonge, 
Whiche  was  to  loue  vnkinde  so, 
Wherof  the  wronge  shall  enermo 
Stonde  in  cronike  of  remembranee. 
And  eke  it  asketh  a  vengeance 
To  ben  vnkinde  in  loues  cas. 
So  as  Theseus  than  was. 
All  though  he  were  a  noble  knight. 
For  he  the  lawe  of  loues  right 
Forfaited  hath  in  oil  waye. 
That  Ariadne  he  put  awaye, 
Whiche  was  a  great  vnkinde  dede. 
And  after  that,  so  as  I  rede, 
Pbedra,  the  whiche  hw  sister  is. 
He  toke  in  stede  of  bir,  and  thia 
Fell  afterwarde  to  mckell-  tene. 
For  thiike  vice,  of  whiche  I  mene. 

Unkyndship  where  it  falleth. 
The  trouthe  of  mans  berte  it  palletb. 
That  be  can  no  good  dede  aequite ; 
So  male  he  stonde  of  no  merite 
Towardes  god,  and  eke  also 
Men  calle  hym  the  worides  fo. 
For  he  no  more  than  the  fende 
Unto  none  oth«r  man  is  frende,    • 
But  all  toward  hym  selfe  alone. 

For  thy  my  soone  in  thy  persona 
This  vice  aboue  all  other  flee. 
My  fader  as  ye  teche  me, 
I  thinke  to  do  in  this  matere. 

But  ouer  this  I  wolde  (ayn  here, 
Wherof  I  shall  me  shrioe  more. 

My  good  Sonne  as  for  thy  lore. 
After  the  reule  of  couetise, 
I  shall  the  propertee  deotse 
Of  euery  vice  by  and  by. 
Nowe  herken,  and  be  wel  ware  therby. 

Vtribus  ex  clara  res  tollit  luce  rapina 
Fioribus  et  iuncta  virgine  mella  capit. 

Hie  tractat  super  ilia  specie  cupida^  que  rapina 
nuncupatur,  cuius  mater  extorclo  ipsam  ad  de- 
semiendum  oiagnatum  curiis  specialius  conv- 
mt  ndauit. 
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In  the  ligiuig*  of  Anariee 

My  nonoe  yet  there  it  a  vice, 

His  right  luune  it  is  Raoine, 

Whicbe  hath  a  roote  of  his  cooine. 

Kanine  amonge  the  maiiten  dwelleth, 

And  with  his  teniantes  as  men  telletb, 

Estorcion  is  nove  vitholde. 

Raoioe  of  other  mens  folde 

hdakeih  his  iarder,  and  payeth  nonght. 

For  where  as  ener  it  maie  be  sought 

In  his  bons  there  shall  no  thyng  lacke, 

And  that  Ail  ofte  ahieth  the  paeke 

Of  poore  meoy  that  dwelle  ahoote. 

Thus  stant  the  commune  people  in  doate, 

Wbiche  cao  do  none  amendementi 

For  whan  bym  &ileth  paiementf 

Rauine  maketh  non  other  skilloy 

But  taketh  by  strength  al  that  he  wille. 

So  ben  there  in  the  same  wise 
Looers,  as  I  the  shall  deoise: 
That  whan  nought  elles  maie  aoaile, 
Anone  with  strength  thei  assaile 
And  gette  of  lout  the  sesine, 
When  thei  se  tyme  by  rauine. 

For  thy  my  sonne  shrine  the  here, 
If  thou  hast  ben  Raoinere 
Of  loue.    Certes  Aether  no. 
For  I  my  lady  loue  so. 
For  though  I  were  as  was  Pompeye 
That  an  the  worlde  me  wolde  obeye: 
Or  els  snche  as  Alisandre, 
1  wolde  nought  do  snche  a  sclander. 
It  IS  no  good  man,  whicbe  so  doth. 

In  good  feith  sonne  thou  saist  soothe. 
For  he  that  woll  of  pumeance^ 
By  suehe  a  wey  bis  loste  anance. 
He  shall  it  after  sore  abie, 
But  if  these  olde  ensamples  lie. 

Nowe  good  father  telle  me  one. 
So  as  ye  oonnen  many  one, 
Toochende  of  loue  in  this  matere. 

Now  list  my  sonne,  and  thou  shalte  here: 
So  as  it  hath  befUl  er  this. 
In  loues  cause  how*  that  it  is, 
A  man  to  take  by  rauine 
The  preye,  whicbe  is  feminine. 

Hie  ponit  exemptum  contn  istos  in  amoris  cansa 
nptores^  Et  narrat  qualiter  Pandion  rex  Athen. 
duas  Alias,  ▼idelicet  Prognem  et  Pbilomenam 
habnit:  Progne  autem  regi  Tmcie  Tbereo  de- 
sponsata  contigit,  quod  com  Tereus,  ad  instan- 
tiam  Taoris  sue  Phifcimenam  de  Athen.  in 
Traciam  sororis  visitattonis  cansa  seeum  qoa- 
dam  vice  perdueetet,  in  concnpiscenttam  Philo- 
meoo  tanU  seneritate  in  Itinere  dilapsus  est, 
quod  ipse  non  solum  sne  ▼iolentia  npiae  viigi- 
nitatem  eius  oppiessit,  sed  et  ipsius  linguam, 
ne  fiictom  detegeret  loroipe  mutulauit,  vnde 
imperpetne  mamorie  cronicam  tanti  raptoris 
austeritatem,  miro  online  diipoateaTindicarunt 

Thbre  was  a  riall  noble  kynge, 
A  ricbe  of  all  wofldes  thyoge, 
Wbiche  of  his  propre  enheritanea 
Athenis  had  in  gooemance. 
And  who  so  thinketh  tbenrpon. 
His  name  was  ky«ge  Bandjon. 

Two  doughters  had  he  by  his  wife. 
The  whicbe  be  loued  as  his  li|<B, 


The  first  dooghter  Progne  bight. 

And  the  seeonde,  as  she  well  might. 

Was  cleped  (aire  Philomene, 

To  whom  fell  after  mochel  tene. 

The  father  of  his  pnrueanoe. 

His  donghter  Progne  wolde  aoance. 

And  gafe  hir  vntb  manage 

A  wortby  kyng  of  high  lignage, 

A  noble  knight  eke  of  his  hoode. 

So  was  be  kid  in  euery  londe. 

Of  Trace  he  bight  Theraos, 

The  Gierke  Guide  telleth  thus. 

Thif  Thereus  his  wife  home  lad, 

A  lusty  life  with  hir  he  had. 

Till  it  befdle  vpoo  a  tide. 

This  Progne,  as  she  lay  bym  beside. 

Bethought  bur,  howe  that  it  might  bee. 

That  she  hir  suster  might  see, 

And  to  hir  lorde  hir  will  she  saide 

With  goodly  wordes,  and  bym  praide. 

That  she  to  hir  might  go. 

And  if  it  liked  bym  not  so. 

That  than  he  wolde  hym  selfe  wende» 

Or  ds  by  some  other  sende, 

Wbiche  might  bir  dera  suster  grete. 

And  shape,  howe  that  thei  might  mete. 

Hir  lorde  anone  to  that  he  herde 
Yafe  his  accorde,  and  thus  answerde. 

I  will  (saide  be)  for  thy  sake. 
The  wey  after  thy  sister  take 
My  selfe,  and  bryng  hir,  if  I  maie. 

And  she  with  that,  there  as  she  laye, 
Bigan  hym  in  bir  armes  ciippe, 
And  kist  hym  with  bir  softe  tippe. 
And  saide:  sire  graunt  mercy. 
And  be  soone  after  was  redy, 
And  toke  his  leoe  for  to  go. 

In  sory  tyme  did  he  so. 
This  Thereus  goth  forth  to  shippey 
And  with  hym  his  felaushippe. 
By  sea  the  right  oours  he  nam. 
Unto  the  countrey  till  he  cam. 
Where  Philomene  was  dweHynge, 
And  of  hir  suster  the  tidynga 
He  tolde,  and  tho  thei  weren  gladden 
And  mochel  ioye  of  hym  thei  mada. 
The  fatber  and  the  mother  bothe 
To  leaoe  her  doughter  were  lothe. 
But  if  thei  were  iq  presence : 
And  netbdes  at  reuerence 
Of  hym  that  wolde  hym  selfe  tranaile, 
Thei  wolde  nought  he  shulde  faile. 
And  that  thei  pralde  gene  hir  leue. 
And  she  thait  wolde  not  beleue. 
In  all  bast  ma^e  hir  jrare 
Towarde  hir  suster  fbr  to  fare 
With  Thereus,  and  fbrth  she  went. 
And  be  with  his  hole  entent,  ' 
Whan  she  was  fro  hir  firendas  go, 
Assotteth  of  hir  loue  so. 
That  his  eie  might  he  not  witholde. 
That  he  ne  must  on  hir  bebolde. 
And  with  the  sight  gan  desire. 
And  set  hia  owne  heite  a  fire:        * 
And  fire,  whan  it  to  towe  approcheth. 
To  hym  anone  the  strength  accrochethy 
Till  with  his  bete  it  he  deuoured, 
The  towe  ne  may  not  be  sooccoured. 
And  BO  the  tyranne  lauener, 
Whan  that  she  wu  in  bis  power^ 
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And  he  therto  sawe  tfine  and  piaoe« 
As  be  that  lost  hath  all  grace, 
Forgate,  be  was  a  wedded  maa. 
And  in  a  i^ige  on  hir  he  ran. 
Right  as  a  wolfe,  that  taketh  hit  pmye. 

And  she  began  to  crie  and  pniye» 
O  fiitber,  o  mother  dere, 
Nowe  belpe.  but  thei  ne  might  it  here. 
And  sbe  was  of  to  litell  might, 
.Defence  ageyne  so  rode  a  knight 
To  make,  whan  he  was  so  woode, 
That  he  no  reason  vnderstoode. 
But  helde  hir  vnder  in  suche  wise. 
That  she  ne  might  not  arise, 
But  laye  oppressed  and  diseased^ 
As  if  a  Gousbauke  had  seysed 
A  byrde,  whiche  durst  not  for  fere 
Remne.    And  thus  this  tyranne  there 
Bereft  hir  suche  thyng,  as  men  seyne, 
May  neuer  more  be  yolden  ageyne. 
And  that  was  the  virginitee: 
Of  suche  rauyn  it  was  pitee. 

But  whan  she  to  hir  selfe  come. 
And  of  hir  mischiefe  hede  nome. 
And  knewe,  how  that  she  was  no  maide, 
With  woiull  herte  thusebe  saide. 

O  thou  of  all  men  the.wer«t. 
Where  was  there  euer  man  that  dcrst 
Do  suche  a  dede,  as  thou  hast  do^ 
That  daie  shall  falle,  I  hope  so. 
That  I  shall  tell  out  all  my  fille» 
And  with  my  ^leche  I  shall  fulfille 
Tbe  wide  worlde  in  brede  and  length. 
That  thou  bast  doone  to  me  by  stiengtby 
If  that  1  amonge  tbe  people  dwelle. 
Unto  the  people  I  shall  it  telle. 
And  if  I  be  within  walle 
Of  stones  closed,  than  I  shalle 
Unto  tbe  stones  depe  and  crie. 
And  tell  hem  thy  felonie* 
And  if  I  be  the  woddes  wende, 
There  shall  I  tell  all  and  ende. 
And  crie  it  to  the  byrdes  t>nt. 
That  thei  shall  here  it  all  aboute. 

For  I  so  lowde  it  shall  reherse. 
That  my  voice  shall  the  heuen  perce. 
That  it  shall  sowne  in  goddes  eare« 
A  fels  man,  where  is  thy  fere? 
Q  more  cruell  than  any  best, 
Howe  hast  thou  holden  thy  behest, 
Whiche  thou  vnto  my  s'ister  madest  ? 
O  thou,  whiche  all  loue  Yngladest, 
And  art  ensample  of  all  vntrewe : 
Kowe  wolde  god  my  sister  knewe 
Of  thyn  vntrouthe,  howe  that  it  stode. 

And  he  than  as  a  lion  woode. 
With  his  vnbappye  handet  stronge. 
He  caught  hir  by  the  tressee  tonge. 
With  the  whiche  he  bonde  both  hir  annes. 
That  was  a  feble  dede  of  armes. 
And  to  the  grounde  anone  hir  cast. 
And  out  he  dippeth  also  fast 
Hir  tonge,  with  a  paire  of  sheres. 
So  what  with  blode,  and  what  with  teres, 
Out  of  hir  eyen,  and  of  hir  moutbe 
He  made  hir  faire  ff  ce  ▼ncouthi 
Sbe  laye  swownange  vnto  the  dethe, 
There  was  vnneth  any  brethe. 
But  yet  whan  he  hir  ton?e  rei%e| 
A  litell  parte  therof  he  lefte: 


But  she  witball  no  worde  male  lowiie^ 
But  chitre,  and  as  a  byrde  iargowne. 
And  neuertheles  that  woode  houode 
Hir  bodie  hent  vp  fro  the  grounde* 
And  sent  hir  there,  as  by  his  will. 
She  shulde  abide  in  prisone  still 
For  euer  mo,  but  nowe  take  hede. 
What  after  felle  of  this  misdede. 
Whan  all  this  mischiefe  was  befell 
This  Thereus,  that  foule  hym  felle» 
Unto  his  countrey  home  he  tigh. 
And  whan  he  come  his  palais  nigh 
His  wife  alredy  there  hym  kepte. 
Whan  he  hir  sigh,  anone  he  wept. 
And  that  he  did  for  deceite. 
For  sbe  began  to  aske  hym  streite. 
Where  is  my  sister  ?     And  he  saide. 
That  she  was  dede,  and  Progne  abraide. 
As  she  that  was  a  wofuU  wife, 
And  stode  betwene  hir  deth  and  life^ 
Because  she  herde  suche  tidynge. 
But  for  she  sigh  hir  lord  wepynge. 
She  wende  nought  but  aU  trouth. 
And  had  wel  the  more  routb. 
The  perles  were  tho  forsake 
To  hir,  and  blacke  clothes  take. 
As  she  that  was  gentill  and  kynde. 
In  worship  of  hir  sisters  mynde. 
She  made  a  riche  eutereroent 
For  she  fbnde  none  amendcment 
To  sighen  or  to  sob  more: 
So  was  there  gyle  vnder  the  gore. 
Nowe  leaue  we  this  kynge  and  qnenef 
And  tome  ayene  to  Philoroene. 

As  1  beganne  to  tell  erste. 
Whan  she  cam  in  to  prison  ferst. 
It  thought  a  kynges  doughter  strange 
To  make  so  sodeine  a  change 
Fro  welthi  vnto  so  great  a  wo : 
And  she  began  to  thynke  tho. 
Though  she  by  mouth  nothyng  praide. 
Within  hir  herte  thus  she  saide, 

O  thou  almighty  lupiter. 
That  hie  sittest,  and  lokest  ferre. 
Thou  sttflrest  many  wrongful!  doyrige* 
And  yet  it  is  not  tby  willyoge. 
To  the  there  maie  nothyng  ben  hid. 
Thou  wost,  howe  it  is  betid. 
I  wolde  I  had  not  be  bore. 
For  than  had  I  nought  fbrlore 
My  speche  and  my  virginitee. 
But  good  lorde  all  is  in  thee, 
Whan  thou  tberfb  wolte  do  vengeance^ 
And  shape  my  deliueraoce. 
And  euer  amonge  this  lady  wepte. 
And  thought  that  she  neuer  kepte 
To  be  a  worldes  woman  more. 
And  that  sbe  wissheth  euermore. 
But  ofte  vnto  hir  sister  dere 
Hir  herte  speketh  in  this  manere* 
And  said:  O  sister,  if  ye  knewe 
Of  myn  estate,  ye  wolde  rewe, 
I  trowe,  and  my  deliuerance 
Ye  wold  shape»  and  do  vengeance 
On  hym,  that  is  so  fills  a'man: 
And  netheles  so  as  I  can, 
I  will  you  sende  some  tokenyng, 
Wherof  ye  shall  haue  knowlageyag 
Of  thyng,  I  wote  that  shall  you  lothe. 
The  whiche  you  toucheth,  and  me  both. 
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And  tho  within  a  while  u  tite 
She  wafe  a  cloth  of  liike  all  white, 
With  letters  and  imageries 
Id  whiche  was  all  the  felon ie, 
Whicbe  Thereas  to  hir  hath  do, 
And  lapped  it  to  g ether  tho, 
And  sette  hir  sigmet  thenrpony 
And  sent  it  vnto  Prognoe  anon. 

The  messager,  whiche  forth  it  bare, 
What  it  amounted  is  nonght  ware. 
And  netheles  to  Progne  he  goth, 
And  prinely  taketh  hir  the  cloth. 
And  went  again  right  as  he  cam  : 
The  courte  of  hym  none  hede  name. 
Whan  Progne  of  Philomene  herde. 
She  wolde  knowe  how  that  it  ferde. 
And  openeth  that  the  man  hath  brought. 
And  wot  therby,  what  hath  be  wrought, 
And  what  miscbiefe  there  is  befall. 
In  swoune  tho  she  gan  downe  fell. 
And  efte  arose^  and  gan  to  stonde, 
And  efte  she  taketh  the  clothe  on  honde, 
Behelde  the  letters,  andthymages: 
But  at  last  of  suche  outrages 
She  saide:  wepynge  is  nought  the  bote, 
And  swerefh,  if  that  she  leue  mote, 
It  shall  be  venged  otherwise: 
And  with  that  she  gan  hir  anise, 
How  firat  she  might  rnto  hir  wyn, 
Hir  sister,  that  no  man  within, 
But  onely  thei,  that  were  swore, 
It  sholde  knowe,  and  shope  tberfore, 
That  Therens  notbyng  it  wist : 
And  yet  right  as  hir  selnen  liste, 
Hir  sister  was  deliuered  soone 
Out  of  prison,  and  by  the  moone 
To  Progne  she  was  brought  by  nighte. 

Whan  echo  of  other  had  a  sight. 
In  chambre  there  thei  were  alone, 
Thet  madeo  many  a  pitous  mone. 
But  Progne  most  of  sorow  made, 
Whiche  sigh  hir  sister  pale  and  fade. 
And  specheles,  and  dtshonoored. 
Of  that  she  had  be  defloured. 
And  eke  vyon  liir  lorde  she  thought, 
Of  that  he  so  votruely  wrought, 
And  had  his  espousaile  broke. 
She  maketh  auowe  it  shall  be  wroke. 
And  with  that  word  she  kneleth  downe 
Wepynge  In  great  deuocion. 
Unto  Copide  and  to  Venus 
She  praid,  and  said  than  thus : 

O  ye,  to  whom  no  thyng  astert 
Of  loue  male,  for  cucry  hcrte 
Ye  knowe,  as  ye  that  ben  aboue 
The  god  and  the  goddesse  of  loue, 
Ye  witen  well,  that  ener  yit 
Withal  my  wille,  and  all  my  wit, 
Sith  first  ye  shope  me  to  wedde. 
That  i  laie  with  my  lorde  a  bedde, 
1  hane  ben  trewe  in  my  degree. 
And  ener  thought  for  to  bee, 
And  neoer  loue  in  other  place. 
But  all  onely  the  kynge  of  Trace, 
Whiche  is  my  lorde,  and  I  his  wifis. 
But  nowe  alias  this  wofiilt  strife. 
That  I  hym  thus  ageinward  flnde 
The  most  Tntrewe,  and  most  ▼nkinde. 
That  ener  in  ladies  armes  laie. 
And  wel  I  wote  that  he  ne  nude 


Amend  his  wronge.  It  it  so  gret. 
For  to  litell  of  me  he  lete. 
Whan  be  myn  owne  sister  toke. 
And  me  that  am  his  wife  forsoke. 

Lo  thus  to  Venus  and  Cupide 
She  praid,  aud  fertbermore  she  cride 
Unto  Apollo  the  highest, 
And  said:  O  mightie  god  of  rest. 
Thou  do  vengeance  of  this  debate. 
My  sister  and  all  hir  estate 
Tbou  wost,  and  how  she  hath  forlore 
Hir  maidcnhede,  and  I  therfore 
In  all  the  worlde  shall  beare  a  blame. 
Of  that  my  sister  hath  a  shame. 
That  Thereus  to  hir  I  sent. 
And  well  thoo  wost,  that  myn  entent 
Was  all  for  worship  and  for  good. 
O  lorde,  that  geuest  the  lines  fbode 
To  euery  wight,  I  praie  the  here. 
These  wofiill  sisters,  that  ben  here. 
And  let  vs  nought  to  the  ben  loth. 
We  ben  thyn  owne  women  both. 

Thus  plaineth  Progne,  and  axeth  wreche. 
And  though  hir  sister  lacke  speche, 
To  hym,  that  all  thynges  wote, 
Hir  sorowe  is  not  the  lesse  bote. 

But  he,  that  than  herd  them  two, 
Hjrm  ought  bane  sorowed  enermo. 
For  sorowe,  whiche  was  hem  betwene. 
With  signes  plaineth  Philomene. 
And  Progne  saith,  it  shal  be  wreke, 
That  all  the  worlde  therof  shall  speake. 

And  Progne  tho  sickenes  feigned, 
Wherof  vnto  hir  lurde  she  pleined. 
And  preith,  she  mote  her  chambre  kepe. 
And  as  hir  liketh  wake  and  slepeL 
Aud  he  hir  graonteth  to  be  so. 
And  thus  to  gether  ben  thei  two. 
That  wolde  hym  but  a  litell  good- 
Nowe  berken  hereafter,  how  it  stoode 
Of  wofiill  auntres  that  befelle. 

These  sisters,  that  ben  both  felle. 
And  that  was  not  on  hem  alonge. 
But  onely  on  the  great  wronge, 
Whiche  Thereus  had  hem  do : 
Thei  shopen  for  to  veiige  hem  tho. 
This  Thereus  by  Progne  his  wife 
A  Sonne  hath,  whiche  as  his  life 
He  loueth,  and  Itys  he  bight. 
His  mother  wist  well  she  might 
Do  Thereus  no  more  greue. 
Than  slea  his  childe,  whiche  was  so  leue. 
Thus  she  that  was  as  who  saith  madde 
Of  wo,  whiche  hath  hir  ouerladde. 
Without  insight  of  motherhed, 
Forgate  pttee,  and  lost  drede. 
And  in  hir  chambre  priuely 
This  childe  without  noyse  or  orie 
She  slough,  and  hewe  hym  all  to  peoeg : 
And  after  with  diners  spietes 
The  flesshe,  whan  it  was  so  to  hewe. 
She  taketh,  and  maketh  therof  a  sewe. 
With  whiche  the  fader  at  his  meate 
Was  serued,  till  he  had  hym  eate. 
That  he  ne  wist,  bowe  that  it  sto6de: 
But  thus  his  owne  flesshe  and  blobde 
Hym  selfe  deoour^th  ageyne  kinde. 
As  he  that  was  to  fore  vnkinde. 

I  And  than  er  that  he  were  arise^ 
For  that  he  shulde  bene  agfiae, 


168 


GOWER'S  FOEMS. 


To  shewen  hym  the  ehilde  wm  ded^. 
This  Pbilomene  toke  the  hede 
Betwene  two  di«h^,  apd  all  wrotbe 
Tbo  came  forthe  the  sUters  botb«y 
And  «etten  it  vpon  the  bofde* 
And  Progne  than  began  the  word<? 
And-seide:  O  went  of  all  wikke, 
Of  conscience  whom  no  prikke 
M aie  stere,  lo  w))a^  thou  hast  do^ 
Lo  here  ben  nowe  we  sisters  two. 

O  rauener,  lo  here  thy  preie, 
With  whom  so  falsely  on  the  weie 
Thou  hast  thy  tyranny  wrought, 
Lo  nowe  it  is  som  dele  abought : 
And  better  it  shall:  for  of  thy  dede 
The  worlde  shj^U  euer  singe  and  rede. 
In  remembrance  of  thy  deiiame. 
For  thou  to  lou0  ha*t  done  suohe  shame* 
That  it  shall  neuer  be  forgete. 

With  that  he  sterte  yp  frp  tbp  mete. 
And  shoue  the  horde  in  to  the  flpre. 
And  caught  a  sworde  anone,  and  swore* 
That  th^  shulde  of  his  hondes  die. 

And  tbei  vnto  the  goddes  crie 
Began,  with  so  loude  a  steuene. 
That  thei  were  herde  vnto  heuene. 
And  in  the  twynkelyng  of  an  eie 
The  goddes,  that  the  mischiefe  seie. 
Her  formes  ch^un^ed  all  tbre, 
Eche  of  hem  in  his  degree 
Was  turned  in  to  a  briddes  kinde 
Diuerseliche  as  men  may  flnde, 
After  the  state  that  tbei  were  ynqe 
Her  formes  were  set  a  twvnne; 
And  as  it  ti^lleth  jn  (be  uje 
The  first  in  to'  a  nighty n^j^e 
Was  shape,  and  that  was  Pbilomene, 
Whiche  in  the  winter  is  not  seqe. 
For  than  be  the  leues  fallc, 
And  naked  ben  the  busshes  alle. 
For  after  that  she  was  a  bridde, 
Hir  wille  was  euer  to  be  hid. 
And  for  to  dwelle  in  priue  place. 
That  no  nian  shuld  se  hir  face 
For  shame,  whiche  maie  not  be  lassid 
Of  thyng  that  W{ui  tofore  passid, 
Whan  that  she  lost  hifr  maidenhcd. 
For  euer  ypon  hir  womaphede. 
(Though  that  the  gods  wold  hir  change) 
3he  thynketh,  and  is  the  more  strange. 
And  holt  hir  clos  the  winter  daie. 
But  whan  the  wynter  goth  awaie. 
And  that  nature  the  goddesse 
Will  of  hir  owne  fre  largesse, 
WKh  herbes,  and  with  flours  both 
The  feldes,  and  the  medowes  clothe. 
And  eke  the  wooddes/and  the  greaues 
Ben  hilled  all  with  grene  leapes. 
So  that  a  bi^lflde  hir  hide  maie 
Betwene  Mafch,  April,  and  Maie, 
She  that  the  winter  held  hir  clos 
For  pure  shame,  and  nought  aros. 
Whan  that*sbe  sigh  the  bowes  thicke, 
And  that  there  is  no  bare  sticke. 
But  all  is  hid  with  leaues  grene. 
To  woodde  come^h  this  Philomeuey 
And  maketh  hir  first  yers  flight, 
Where  as  she  siogeth  daie  and  night : 
And  in  hir  songe  all  openly 
She  maketh  hir  plaipt,  and  saith:  O  why 


Why  ne  were  I  yet  a  maide  ? 
For  so  this  olde  wise  said, 
Whiche  vnderstood,  what  she  ment, 
Hir  notes  ben  of  suche  entent 
And  eke  thei  said,  how  in  hir  songe 
She  maketh  great  ioye,  and  mirthe  amonge. 
And  saith :  ha  nowe  I  am  a  bridde. 
Ha  nowe  my  face  may  ben  hidt 
Though  I  haue  lost  my  maideohede. 
Shall  no  man  see  my  cbekes  rede. 
Thus  medleth  she  with  ioye  wo, 
And  with  her  sorowe  myrth  also: 
So  that  of  looes  maladie 
She  maketh  diuers  melodic. 
And  saith  :  Ipue  is  a  wofull  blisse, 
A  wisedome,  whiche  can  no  man  wisse, 
A  lustie  fenef,  a  wounde  soft^. 
This  note  she  reherseth  of^e 
To  hem,  whiche  vnderstonde  hir  tale. 

Nowe  haue  I  of  this  ntghtyngalet 
Whiche  erst  was  cleped  Philomcne, 
Tolde  all  that  euer  wolde  mene, 
Both  of  hir  forme,  and  of  hir  note, 
Wherof  men  maie  the  siorie  note. 
And  of  liir  sister  Progne  1  finde. 
How  she  was  tourned  out  of  kynde 
In  to  a  swalowe  swifte  of  wynge, 
Whiche  eke  in  winter  lieth  swownynge 
There  as  she  maie  no  thyng  be  sene. 
But  whan  the  wodde  is  wo«en  grene. 
And  comen  is  the  sommertide. 
Than  fleeth  she  forth,  and  ginneth  tp  chide. 
And  cbetereth  out  in  hir  langage, 
What  fiilsehede  is  in  m^riage. 
And  telleth  in  a  maner  speche 
Of  Thereus  the  spouse  breche: 
She  wol  not  in  the  wooddes  dwelloy 
For  she  wol^e  openlich  telle. 
And  eke  for  that  she  was  a  spouse, 
Amonge  the  fblke  she  cometh  to  house. 
To  do  these  wiues  rndentonde 
The  fislshode  of  her  husbonde. 
That  thei  of  hem  heware  alsot. 
Fpr  there  be  many  vntrewe  of  tho. 

Thus  ben  thi^  sisters  briddes  botbe. 
And  ben  towa'ide  the  men  so  lothe. 
That  thei  ne  will  for  pure  shame 
To  nu  mans  hpnde  be  tame. 
For  ener  it  dwelleth  in  her  mynde. 
Of  that  thei  fonde  a  man  Tnkynde, 
And  that  was  fals  Thereus, 
If  suche  one  be  amonge  v^ 
1  note,  but  his  condicion 
Men  saie  in  eueiy  region. 
Within  towne  and  eke  without) 
Nowe  reigneth  comonly  about. 
And  iiatheles  in  remembrance 
I  wil)  declare,  what  vengeance 
The  goddes  hadden  bym  ordeined. 
Of  that  the  sisters  hadden  pleined. 
For  anone  after  he  was  chaunged. 
And  from  bis  owne  kinde  straunged, 
A  lapwynke  made  he  was. 
And  thus  he  hoppeth  on  the  gras. 
And  on  his  heed  there  stont  vp  right 
A  crest,  in  token  of  a  knight 
And  yet  vnto  this  day,  men  seith, 
A  Iapynk*e  hath  lost  his  feitb. 
And  is  the  bi'rde  falsest  of  all. 
Beware  my  son^e  er  tbe  so  foH. 
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l0r  if  thoQ  be  of  inehe  eotthw, 
To  g«i  of  lone  by  niaiiie 
Tby  Inst :  it  maie  tb«  fmlle  that, 
At  it  bcfelle  Tbereus. 

My  fr  ther  god  Ibibede : 
Me  men  Icoer  be  forirede 
With  wilde  borsety  and  to  draire, 
Er  I  ageioe  loue,  and  bis  lawe, 
I>id  ooy  tbjmgy  or  loode  or  still, 
Whiche  were  not  my  ladies  will. 
Men  sayeoy  that  euery  looe  hath  drede: 
So  foloweth  ity  .that  1  hir  drede, 
For  I  hir  loue,  and  who  so  dredeth, 
To  please  his  lone  and  seroe  bym  nedetb* 
ThiM  maie  y^  knowe  by  this  skill. 
That  no  ranine  doone  I  will 
Ageine  hir  wilU  by  suche  a  weye. 
Bat  while  I  line,  I  will  abeye^ 
Abydyoge  cm  hir  coortesiey 
If  aoy  mercy  wolde  hir  plie. 

For  thy  my  Cither,  as  of  this 
I  wote  oought  I  haae  do  amisse. 
Bat  fiuthermore  I  yoa  beseche, 
Some  other  pointe  that  ye  me  teche, 
And  asketh  fbrthe  if  there  be  ought, 
That  I  maie  be  the  better  ioiight. 

Viuat  vt  ex  spoliif  grandi  qnam  saepe  tnmnltd, 
9ao  graditnr,  popnlos  latro  pemrget  iter : 

Sic  amor  ez  casa  poterit,  qqo  capere  pr«dam. 
Si  loeas  est  aptns,  CKtera  nulla  timet 

* 

Hie  loquitur  super  iOa  cupiditatis  specie,  ^uam 
ftirtum  Tocanty  cuius  ministri  alicuius  legis  of* 
lensam  non  metuentes  tam  in  amoris  causa 
quam  alitor,  suam  quam  sepe  conscientiam 
offendnnt. 

Wbam  Conetise  ip  poore  estate 

Stoot  with  hym  selfe  Tpon  debate^ 

Through  lacke  of  his  misgouemance, 

ThAt  he  Tnto  his  sasteoance 

Ne  can  no  nother  waie  finde 

To  get  hym  good :  than  as  the  btinde 

Which  leeth  nought,  what  shal  after  fall. 

That  ilke  vice,  whiche  men  call 

Of  Robbery,  he  taketh  on  bonde, 

Wherof  by  water  and  by  loode 

Of  tbyag,  whiche  other  men  beswynke* 

He  gettcth  hym  clothe,  mete,  and  drinke: 

Hym  fdebeth  nought,  what  he  begynne 

Tbroogfa  thefte,  so  that  he  mate  wynne. 

For  tby  to  make  his  purchaas 

lie  lieth  away  tende  on  the  paas^ 

And  what  thyng  that  he  seeth  ther  passe. 

Be  taketh  his  parte,  or  more  or  lasse. 

If  it  be  worthy  to  be  take: 

He  can  the  psJckes  well  ransake. 

So  prioely  beareth  none  about^ 

His  golde,ihi^  he  he  fint  H  oote^ 

Or  other  iewell  what  it  bee^ 

He  taketh  it  at  his  propretee. 

In  wooddes,  and  in  leldes  eke, 

Thus  robbery  goth  to  seke. 

Where  as  he  mAie  his  pknrchat  flnde. 

And  right  so  in  the  same  kinde. 
My  good  sone  as  thou  might  here, 
To  speke  of  lone  in  this  mattere. 
And  make  a  very  resemblance. 
Bight  at  f  thofiB  mActh  hit  cheocmioe, 


And  robbeth  mena  gooddet  abootei 

in  woodde  and  felde,  wheie  he  goth  oute. 

So  bene  there  of  these  loners  somme 
la  wilde  stedet,  where  thai  come. 
And  finden  there  a  woman  aUe,      « 
And  therto  place  cooenabfe, 
Withouten  leue,  er  that  thei  fisre, 
Thei  take  a  parte  of  that  chaffitre. 
Ye  though  she  were  a  shepeherdesse. 
Yet  wotl  the  lorde  of  wantonnesse 
Astaie,  all  though  she  be  vnmete. 
For  other  mens  good  is  swete. 
But  therof  wote  nothyng  the  wife 
At  home,  whiche  looetb  as  hir  life 
Hir  lordci  and  sit  all  dale  wisshynge 
After  hir  lordes  home  comynge, 
But  whan  that  be  oometh  home  at  «oe, 
Anone  he  maketh  his  wife  belene. 
For  she  nooght  els  shulde  knowe. 
He  telleth  hir,  how  his  hoot  hath  Mow, 
And  howe  his  honndes  bane  well  ronney 
And  howe  there  shone  a  mery  sonne. 
And  howe  hit  hawkes  flowen  welex 
But  he  W0I  telle  hir  neuer  a  deje^ 
Howe  he  to  loue  vntrewe  was. 
Of  that  be  robbed  in  the  pat. 
And  toke  bis  lutt  vnder  the  shawe 
Ageyne  loue,  and  ageyne  his  lawe. 

whiche  thyng  my  sonne  1  the  feibede. 
For  it  is  an  vngoodly  dede. 
For  who  that  taketh  by  robberie 
His  loue,  he  maie  not  iustifie 
His  cause:  and  so  full  oft  sithe, 
^or  ones  that  he  bath  ben  blithoi 
He  shall  ben  after  sorie  thries. 
Examples  for  sucha  robberies 
I  finde  written  as  thou  shalt  here 
Accordende  mto  this  matere. 

Hie  loquitur  oontm  istos  in  amoris  causa  pre* 
dones,  qui  cum  suam  ihrtiue  concnptsoentiam 
aspimnt,  fortuna  in  contrarium  i^wratur,  Et 
narrat,  quod  cum  Neptunus  quandam  rirgtoem 
nomine  Comicem  solam  iuxta  mare  deambu* 
lantern  opprimere  suo  fnrto  voluisset,  soperae- 
niens  Pallat  ipsam  de  manibos  eins,  virginitate 
seruata  gratius  liberauit 

9 

I  RBDT  how  whilom  w$s  a  maide. 
The  fairest,  as  Ouide  saide, 
Whiche  was  in  hir  tjrroe  tho. 
And  she  was  of  the  chamber  also 
Of  Pallas,  whiche  is  the  goddetse. 
And  wife  to  Mars,  of  whoo^e  prowetse 
Is  youe  to  these  worthy  knightes. 
For  he  is  of  so  great  mightes, 
That  he  gouemeth  the  trntaile, 
Withouten  bym  maie  nought  aoaile 
The  strottge  honde,  but  be  it  helpe. 
There  male  00  knight  of  armes  ydpt. 
But  he  fight  Tuder  his  banere : 
But  nowe  to  speke  of  my  matere. 
This  feire  ft«sshe  Inttie  maie. 
Alone  at  she  went  on  a  dale 
Upon  the  stronde  for  to  plaie. 
There  came  Neptunus  in  the  waie, 
Whiche  bath  the  sea  in  gooeroance. 
And  in  his  herte  suche  plesance 
He  toke,  whan  he  this  maiden  sigh. 
That  all  bit  hart  arot  on  high. 
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For  he  so  fodeoliche  vnwara 
Beheld  the  beauiee,  th^t  she  baie, 
And  cast  anoDe  within  his  herte. 
That  she  hym  shall  no  wate  asterte, 
Bnt  if  he  take  in  auantage 
Fro  thiike  maide  somme  pillage. 
Nought  of  the  brooches  ne  the  rynges^ 
But  of  some  other  smale  tbynges, 
He  thought  parte,  er  that  he  went: 
And  hirin  bothe  his  annes  hent. 
And  pnt  his  honde  towarde  the  cofre. 
Where  to  robbe  he  made  a  profre. 
That  lustie  treasoor  fur  to  steale, 
Whtche  passeth  other,  goodeafcle. 
And  cleped  is  the  maidenhead, 
Wbiche  is  the  floure  of  vomanhead. 

This  maide,  wbiche  Cornix  by  name 
"Was  bote,  dredynge  all  shame, 
Sigh,  that  she  might  sought  debate : 
And  well  she  wist,  he  wolde  algate 
FulfiUe  his  )aste  of  robberie: 
Anone  began  to  wepe  and  crie, 
And  saide:  O  Pallas  noble  quene, 
Shewe  nowe  thy  might,  and  let  be  seae. 
To  kepe  and  saue  myn  honour, 
Helpe  that  I  lese  nought  my  Boure, 
Whiche  nowe  rnder  thy  key  h:  loke. 

That  worde  was  not  so  soone  spoke. 
Whan  Pallas  shope  recooire 
After  the  wille  and  the  desire 
Of  bir,  whiche  a  maide  was : 
And  sodeinly  vpon  this  oas» 
Otit  of  hir  woraanliche  kinde 
,  In  to  a  briddes  likenes  I  finde. 
She  was  transformed  forth  witball. 
So  that  Neptunus  nothyng  stall 
Of  such  thyng  that  be  wolde  hane  stole* 

With  fethers  blacke  as  any  cole 
Out  of  his  armes  in  a  throwe 
She  fleth  before  his  eien  a  crowe, 
Whicho  wat  to  hir  a  more  delite. 
To  kepe  hir  maidenhead  white. 
Under  the  wede  of  fetheis  Uacke, 
la  perles  white  than  forsake 
That  no  life  male  restore  agayne. 

But  this  ^eptune  his  herfe  in  vayna 
Hath  Tpon  robberie  sette. 
Tbe  brid  it  flowe,  and  be  was  let. 
The  foire  maide  is  hym  escaped, 
Wherof  for  euer  he  was  beiaped. 
And  scorned  of  that  he  hath  lore^ 

My  Sonne  be  thou  ware  therfore. 
That  thou  no  maidenhead  stele, 
Wherof  men  see  diseases  fele. 
That  hane  happened  in  sondrie  wise^ 
So  as  I  shall  the  yet  deuise 
Another  tale  thervpen, 
Whiche  felle  by  dde  dates  gone.^ 


Hie  ponit  exemplum  contra  istos  in  causa  ▼iigini'* 
tatis  lese  per  predones,  et  narrat  quod  cum  Ca- 
Ksto  regis  Lichaonis  mire  pulchritodinis  filia, 
siiam  ▼irginttatem  Diane  conseniandara  castis- 
•ima  yontsiet,  £t  in  siluam,  que  Tegea  dicitur, 
inter  alias  ibidem  nympbas  momturam  se 
transtulisset,  lupiter  Tirginis  castitatem  subtili 
foito  BurripienSy  quendam  filium,  qui  postea 
Arehas  nominatus  est,  ex  ea  geauit,  vnde  luoo 
in  Calistonem  setups,  eius  puichritndioem  iq 


>     Trse  turpissiffie   defeiflutateffl   soliito  transft- 
gurauit. 

Kyngb  Uchaon  rpon  his  wife 

A  daughter  had,  a  goodly  life. 

And  clene  maiden  of  worthy  tkm^ 

Calistona  whose  right  name 

Was  cleped,  and  of  many  a  lorde 

She  was  besought,  but  hir  accorde 

To  loue  might  no  m^n  w^nne. 

As  she,  wbiche  hath  no  lust  therinne» 

But  swore  witbin  hir  faerte,  and  saide» 

I'hat  she  woll  euer  ben  a  maide. 

Wherfore  to  kepe  hir  selfe  in  pees 

With  suche  as  Amadriades 

Were  cleped  woodmaidens  tho. 

And  with  tbe  nymphes  eke  also^ 

Upon  tbe  sprynge  of  fresshe  welles. 

She  shope  to  dwelle,  and  no  where  elkik 

And  thus  came  this  Calistona 

Into  the  woodde  of  Tegea, 

Where  she  virginitee  bebight 

Unto  Diane,  and  therto  plight 

Hir  trouth  vpon  the  bowes  greae. 

To  kepe  bir  maidenhead  clene. 

Whiche  afterwarde  vpon  a  daie 

Was  priueliche  stole  awaie.  , 

For  lupiter  through  his  queintise 

From  bir  it  toke  in  suche  a  wise. 

That  sodenlicbe  foorth  witball 

Hir  wombe  arose^  and  she  to  swall. 

So  that  it  might  not  be  bid 

And  thenrpon  it  is  betid, 

That  Diane,  whiche  it  herde  telH 

In  priue  place  vnto  a  welle, 

With  Nymphes  al  a  oompanle 

Was  come,  and  in  a  ragerie 

She  saide,  that  she  bathe  wolde, 

And  bad  that  euery  maiden  sholde 

With  hir  all  naked  bathe  also. 

And  tho  began  the  priuie  wo, 

Calistona  wex  rede  for  shame: 

But  thei  that  knewe  not  tbe  gamey 

To  whom  no  suche  thyng  was  befitU,  [ 

Anone  thei  made  hem  naked  all^ 

As  thei  nothyng  wolde  hide,. 

But  she  withdrewe  bir  euer  aside. 

And  netheles  in  the  fioode, 

Where  that  Diana  hir  selfe  stoode^ 

She  thought  to  come  vnperceiued: 

But  theref  she  was  all  deceiued. 

For  whan  she  came  a  litell  nighe. 

And  that  Diana  hir  wombe  sighe» 

She  said :  awaie  thou  foule  best. 

For  thyne  astate  is  not  honest 

This  chast  water  for  to  touche. 

For  thou  hast  take  suche  a  touche, 

Whiche  neuer  maie  ben  hole  ageyne^ 

And  thus  goth  she,  whiche  was  forleiao* 

With  shame,  and  the  Nymphes  fleddej   . 

Till  whan  that  nature  hir  spedde. 

That  of  a  sonne,  whiche  Arehas 

Was  named,  she  deliuered  was. 

And  tho  lui^o,  wbiche  was  tbe  wife 
Of  lupiter  (wretbe  and  bastife 
In  purpose  for  to  do  vengeaunce) 
Came  forth»  vpon  tbilke  chattnce> 
And  so  Calistona  she  si»ake. 
And  set  Tpon  hir  vmaj  a  lackc; 
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Ani  nici :  %  name  thoa  arte  take. 

That  thou  thy  werke  might  not  foitake. 

A  thoa  vngopdly  hypocrite, 

Thou  art  greatly  for  to^ite. 

But  nowe  thou  shaJt  full  lore  able 

That  like  steltbe  of  micherie. 

That  thou  hast  both  take  and  do, 

Wherof  thy  Mer  Licbao 

Shall  not  be  glad,  whan  he  it  wote, 

Of  that  hit  doughter  was  so  bote, 

That  she  hath  broken  hir  chast  vowe : 

But  I  the  shall  chastise  nowe, 

Thy  great  beaatee  shall  be  tomed, 

Through  whiche  that  thou  bast  be  mestoraed. 

Thy  large  fronts,  thy  eien  graye 

I  shall  hem  chaunge  in  other  waye. 

And  all  the  feture  of  thy  fece 

In  suche  a  wise  I  shall  defiioe, 

That  enery  man  the  shall  forbeare. 

With  that  the  Ukenes  of  a  beare 

5he  toke,  and  was  forshapen  anooe. 

Within  a  tyme  and  thervpon 

Befelle,  that  with  a  bowe  in  bonde, 

To  honte  and  gaaa^  for  to  foode 

In  to  that  woodde  gotb  to  plaie 

Hir  Boane  Aiciias,  and  in  his  waie 

It  faappeth  that  this  beare  came. 

And  whan  that  be  good  bade  name. 

Where  that  be  stode  vnder  the  bough. 

She  knewe  hym  well,  and  to  bym  drougb, 

For  though  sbe  had  hir  forme  lore, 

The  loue  was  nought  lost  therfore, 

Whiche  kinde  hath  set  Tnder  his  lawe. 

Whan  she  vnder  the  woodde  shawe 

Hir  cbilde  bebeld,  she  was  so  glad. 

That  she  with  both  hir  armes  sprad. 

As  though  she  were  in  womanhed. 

Toward  hym  come,  and  toke  none  bede 

Of  that  be  bare  a  bowe  bente. 

And  he  with  that  an  arowe  bath  bent, 

And  gan  to  teise  it  in  his  bowe. 

As  be  that  can  none  other  knowe. 

But  that  It  was  a  beste  wilde. 

But  lopiter,  whiche  wolde  shilde 
The  moder,  and  the  sonne  also, 
Ordeineth  for  hem  both  two. 
That  tbet  for  eoer  were  saue. 

But  thus  my  sonne  thou  might  haue 
Ensample,  bowe  that  it  is  to  flee. 
To  robbe  the  Tirginitee 
Of  a  yonge  innocent  aweye* 
And  ouer  this  by  other  weye, 
In  olde  bokes  as  I  rede 
Suche  robberte  is  for  to  dmde. 
And  namlicha  of  thilke  good, 
Whicl^  euery  woman  that  is  good, 
Deaireth  for  to  kepe  and  holde. 
As  whilome  was  1^  dales  olde. 
For  if  thou  here  my  tale  wele 
Of  that  w^  tho,  thou  might  somdele 
Of  olde  ensamples  taken  bede, 
Howe  that  the  floore  of  maidenhede 
Was  thilke  tyme  holde  in  pris: 
And  so  it  was,  and  so  it  is. 
And  so  it  shall  for  euer  stondei 
And  for  thou  sbalt  it  ynderstonde, 
Nowe  berken  a  tale  nexta  sewende 
Howe  maidenhede  is  to  commendc. 

Hie  loquitur  de  virginitatis  commendatione,  vbi 


dicit,  quod  nuper  Imperatores  ob  tanti  status 
dignitatem  viiginibus  cedebant  in  via* 

Ov  Rome  amonge  the  gestes  olde 
I  finde,  bowe  that  Valery  tolde, 
That  what  man  was  tbo  emperovr 
Of  Rome,  he  shulde  done  honour 
To  the  virgin,  and  in  the  weye. 
Where  he  hir  mete,  be  shulde  obeye 
In  worship  of  virginitee, 
Whiche  was  tbo  a  great  dignitae. 
Nought  oneliche  of  the  women  tbo» 
But  of  the  chaste  men  also 
It  was  commended  oueralL 
And  for  to  speke  in  speciall, 
Toucbend  of  men  ensample  I  finde. 

Hie  loquitur  qualiter  Phirinus  iuuenum  Rome 
pnlcherrimus,  Tt  illesam  suam  ▼irginitatem  con- 
seruaret,  ambos  oculos  eruens  ?ultus  sui  deoo> 
rem  abhominabilem  constituit. 

Pbiriiius,  whiche  was  of  mans  kinde 
Abone  all  other  the  foireste 
Of  Rome,  and  eke  the  comltest: 

That  well  was  hir,  whiche  bym  might 
Behdde,  and  haue  of  hym  a  sight. 
Thus  was  he  tempted  ofte  sore. 
But  for  be  wolde  be  no  more 
Amonge  the  women  so  coueited. 
The  beautee  of  his  face  streited 
He  hath,  and  put  out  botbe  his  eien. 
That  all  women,  whiche  it  seine. 
Than  afterwarde  of  hym  ne  rought. 
And  thus  his  maidenhead  he  bought. 

So  may  I  proue  wel  for  thy, 
Aboue  all  other  vnder  the  sky. 
That  maidenhead  is  for  to  preise. 
Who  that  the  vertues  wolde  peise, 
Whiche,  as  the  Apooalipsis  recoideth. 
To  Cbriste  in  heuen  best  accordeth: 
So  may  it  shewe  well  tberfore. 
As  I  haue  tolde  it  here  to  fore. 
In  faeuen,  and' eke  in  erth  also. 
It  is  accepte  to  botbe  two, 
Out  of  bis  flesshe  a  man  to  line, 
Gregorie  hath  this  ensample  yeue. 
And  saith :  it  shall  rather  be  tolde*  ^-^ 

Uche  to  an  angell  many  folde. 
Than  to  the  life  of  mans  kinde. 
There  is  no  reason  for  to  finde, 
But  onely  through  the  grace  aboue. 
In  flesshe  without  flessbely  loue 
A  man  to  liue  chaste  here. 
And  netheles  a  man  maie  here 
Of  suche,  that  haue  bene  er  this. 
And  yet  there  bene,  but  fodr  it  is 
A  vertue,  whiche  is  selden  wonne: 
Nowe  I  this  matter  haue  b^gonne, 
I  thynke  tellen  ouer  more, 
Whiche  is  my  sonne  for  thy  lore. 
If  that  the  liste  to.  taken  bede. 
To  trete  vpon  the  maidenhede. 

Vt  rosa  de  spinis  spioeto  preualet  orta| 

£t  lilii  flores  cespite  plura  valent : 
Sic  sibi  virginitas  carnis  sponsalia  vincit^ 

Aeternos  flastus  qua  sine  labe  parit. 

Thb  boke  seith ,  that  a  mans  life 
Upon  knighthode  in  a  warre  End  strife 
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Is  set  amonge  his  ennemies, 

The  freyle  flesshe,  wbote  nalQie  is 

Ay  vedy  for  to  sporne  and  fell. 

The  first  foman  is  of  all. 

For  tbilke  warre  is  redy  aie. 

It  warrcth  night,  it  wanreth  dmiCf 

So  that  a  mao  bath  iieuer  rest. 

For  thy  is  thilke  knight  the  best. 

Through  might  and  grace  of  gods  sonde» 

VThiche  that  bataiie  maie  witbstonde, 

Wherof  yet  dwelleth  the  memorie 

Of  hem,  that  some  tyme  the  Tictorie 

Of  thilke  deadly  warre  hadden  ; 

The  hij^h  prowesse,  whiche  Ihei  ladden, 

"Wherof  the  soule  stode  amended, 

Upon  this  erthe  »t  is  commended. 


Uic  loquitur,  quaTiter  Valentiniaout  imperalor, 
cum  ipse  octogenarius  plures  prouincias  Romano 
Imperio  belliger  subiugauit,  dixit  se  super  om- 
Bia  magis  gaudere  de  eo,  que  contra  sue  camis 
eoBcupiscentiam  viotoriam  optinuisset,  nam  et 
ipse  virgo  omnibus  diehns  Yite  sue  castbsimut 
permansit. 

An  emperoor  byolde  daies 
There  was,  and  he  at  all  assaies 
A  worthie  knight  was  of  his  honde, 
There  was  none  sucbe  in  all  the  londe. 
But  y(>t  for  all  his  vassellage, 
Be  stode  rnwedded  aH  hts  age» 
And  in  cronike  as  it  is  totde, 
He  was  an  hundred  wynter  olde. 
But  whan  men  wolde  his  dedes  peise. 
And  his  knighthode  of  armes  preise. 
Of  that  he  did  with  his  hondes, 
Whan  he  the  kynges  of  the  londes 
T^his  subiection  put  vnder: 
Of  all  that  pweise  hatb  he  no  wonder. 
For  he  it  set  of  none  acconnte,. 
And  said,  all  that  maie  not  amounte 
Ayens  a  point,  whiche  be  hath  nome. 
That  he  his  flesshe  hath  onercome. 
He  was  a  riigine,  as  he  saide. 
On  that  baUile  his  pris  he  laide. 

L»  nowe  ny  sonne  auise  thee. 

Ye  fader  all  this  maie  well  bee. 
But  if  all  other  dede-  so. 
The  worlde  of  men  were  soone  agv^ 
And  in  the  lawe  a  man  maie  finde, 
Howe  god  to  man  by  wey  of  kinde 
Hbth  set  the  worlde  to  multiplier 
And  who  that  woll  hym  iusti&. 
It  is  esongh  to  do  the  lawe.  * 
And  netheles  your  good  sawe 
Is  good  to  kepe,  whe  so  maie, 
1  vol  nought  there  ayen  say  nafe. 

My  Sonne  take  it  as  I  saye. 
If  maidenhead  be  take  awaye^ 
Without  lawes  ordinaunee. 
It  nay  not  faile  of  Tengeaunce^ 

And  if  thoQ  wolte  the  aoth  witteo, 
Beholde  a  tale,  the  whiche  is  written 
Howe  that  the  kynge  Agamemnon^ 
Whan  he  the  citee  of  Lesbon 
Hath  wonne,  a  maiden  there  he  fonde, 
Whiche  was  the  fkireat  of  the  loode. 
In  thilke  tyme,  that  men  wist 
H^  toke  of  l^r  vhat  )iyip  li^t 


Of  thyng,  whiche  was  most  predoof^ 
Wherof  that  she  Was  daungeroua. 
This  faire  maide  cleped  is 
Chiyseis,  the  doughter  of  Chrisis^ 
Whiche  was  that  tjne  in  spcciall 
Of  thilke  temple  principall. 
Where  Pbebus  bad  his  sacriSoe  f 
So  was  it  well  the  more  rice. 

Agamemtion  was  than  in  w^ro 
To  Troiwarde»  and  toke  a  waye 
This  maiden,  whiche  he  with  hym  lad,. 
So  great  lust  in  hir  he  had. 

But  Pbebus,  which  hatb  great  disdain* 
Of  that  his  maiden  was  /brlaia^ 
Anone  as  he  to  Troie  eam% 
Vengeance  vpoa  tWs  dede  he  nane^ 
And  sent  a  cauMimne  pestilence. 

Thei  soughten  than  her  euideooe^ 
And  maden  calcuJacion^ 
To  knowe  in  what  condicioo 
This  detb  cam  in  ao  sodenly. 

And  at  laste  redily 
The  cause  and  eke  the  man  thei  foadft. 
And  forth  with  al  the  same  stounde 
Agamemnon  opposed  was, 
Whiche  hath  knowen'Olt  the  cas 
Of  the  folie,  whiche  he  bath  wronghei 
And  thenrpon  mercy  thei  sought 
Toward  the  god  in  sondrie  wise 
With  prayer  and  with  sacrifice. 

The  maiden  home  ayeoe  thei  sends* 
And  yafe  hir  good  enough  to  speode 
For  euer  whiles  she  wokie  Hue. 
And  thus  the  sinne  was  forgyue^ 
And  all  the  pestilence  seoed. 

Lo  what  it  is  ta  ben  encreoed 
Of  lone,  whiche  is  ylle  wonoCk 
It  were  better  noi^bt  begonne. 
Than  Uke  a  thyng  without  leu^ 
Whiche  thou  must  after  nedes  leuej. 
And  yet  bane  maugre  forth  with  alt 
For  thy  to  robben  ofifx  all 
In  loues  cause  if  thou  begynne, 
I  not  what  ease  thou  shalt  wyooe. 

My  Sonne  be  weH  wase  of  thia. 
For  thus  of  robbery  it  is. 

My  iiither  your  ezemplaria 
In  loues  causa  of  robberie» 
I  haoe  it  right  well  vwlentonde^ 
But  oner  this  howe  so  it  stonde. 
Yet  wol  I  wite  of  your  apprise, 
Wbi^t  thyng  is  more  of  couetise. 

Insidiando  latens  tempos  rimatiir  et  honii» 
Fur  quibus  occulto  tempore  fiirta  parat: 

Sic  amor  iasidiis  vaeat,  et  soh  tegalne  Imlos 
Preodere  furtinos  nocte  fauente  qneat. 

Hie  tractat  super  flia  cupiditaUs  specie,  quss  se. 
cretum  latracmium  dicitur,  cuius  Datura  cnsto* 
die  rcrum  nesciente  ea  que  cupit,  tam  per  diem 
quam  per  noetea  absque  strepitn  clapculo  fu- 
latiir. 

With  oouetise  yet  I  finde 
A  seruant  of  the  lame  kinde, 
Whiche  stelth  is  bote,  and  mleherie 
With  hym  is  euer  in  eompanie. 
Of  whom  if  I  shall  telle  soothe. 
He  stalketh  as  a  peqocke  dootl^^ 
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And  taketh  his  preie  so  ODoeitey   * 

That  no  man  #ote  it  in  «peite. 

For  whan  be  wote  tbe  lonle  from  home. 

Than  woll  be  stalke  ^bout  and  come, 

And  what  thyng  hie  fint  in  his  wey. 

Whan  that  he  seeth  the  men  awey. 

Re  steAletfa  it,  and  goth  forth  withall. 

That  therof  no  man  knowe  shall : 

And  eke  fnll  ofte  he  goth  a  night. 

Without  moone  or  sterre  light. 

And  with  his  crafte  the  dore  vopifceth. 

And  taketh  therin  what  hym  liketh. 

And  if  the  doie  be  so  sbette, 

That  he  be  of  his  entre  lett^ 

He  will  in  at  the  wyndowe  crepe 

And  while  &e  lorde  is  fast  a  slepe, 

He  steleth,  what  thyng  hym  best  lisl^ 

And  goth  bis  wey  er  it  be  wist. 

Full  ofte  also  by  light  of  daie. 

Yet  woll  he  steale,  and  make  assaie : 

Under  the  oote  his  hon^  he  put, 

Till  he  the  mans  pun  bane  cat. 

And  rifley  that  he  fint  therin : 

And  thus  lie  aiinlreth  hym  to  wyn. 

And  bearetb  an  bom,  and  nooght  no  bloweth 

For  no  man  of  bis  cooosaile  knowetb. 

What  he  male  gette  of  his  michsmgo, 

It  is  all  bille  vader  the  wynge. 

And  as  an  honnde  that  goth  to  fokle 

And  bath  there  take  what  he  wolde. 

His  month  vpon  the  gras  he  wipetb. 

And  so  with  feigned  chere  hym  slipeth, 

That  what  as  euer  of  shepe  he  strangle, 

There  is  no  man  therof  shall  iaogle^ 

And  for  to  knowe  who  it  dede 

Right  so  dothe  stelthe  in  eoery  stede, 

Where  as  hym  Kst  his  preie  take, 

He  can  so  well  bis  canse  make. 

And  so  well  feigne,  and  so  well  glose, 

That  there  ne  shall  no  man  suppofe. 

But  that  he  were  an  innocent. 

And  thus  a  mass  eie  he  blent, 

So  that  this  crafte  I  maie  remeue 

Withooten  belpe  of  any  meue. 

There  be  louers  of  that  degree^ 
Whiche  all  her  lust  in  priuetee. 
As  who  saith  getten  ail  by  atelth. 
And  ofte  atteinen  to  great  welth, 
Ab  for  the  tyme  that  it  lastetb. 
For  loue  awayteth  euer,  and  casteth 
Howe  he  maie  steie,  and  calche  bis  praie^ 
Whan  be  therto  maie  flnde  a  way.  x 
For  be  it  night,  or  be  it  daie, 
fle  taketh  his  parte,  wban  that  he  maie. 
And  if  he  maie  no  more  do. 
Yet  woll  he  stele  a  cosse  or  two. 

My  Sonne  what  saist  thou  therto  ^ 
Telle  if  thou  didst  euer  so  ? 
My  father  how  ?    My  sonne  thus: 
If  thou  bast  stole  any  cusse. 
Or  other  thyng,  wbicbe  therto  longetb* 
For  no  man  snche  theues  bongetb : 
Telle  on  for  thy,  and  saitb  the  trouth. 

My  father  naye,  and  that  is  routb. 
For  by  my  wille,  I  am  a  tbefe. 
But  she,  that  is  to  me  most  lefe 
Yet  dunt  I  nentr  in  priuetee 
Konght  ones  take  bir  by  the  knee 
To  steate  of  hir,  or  tMs,  or  that : 
And  if  i  dorst,  I  wote  well  what. . 


And  netheles  but  if  I  lie. 

By  steltb  ne  by  robberie 

Of  loue,  whiche  fell  in  my  thought « 

To  bir  did  I  neuer  nought. 

Bnt  as  men  seync,  where  herte  is  failedf 

There  shall  no  castell  be  assailed. 

But  though  I  had  hertes  ten. 

And  were  as  stronge  as  all  men, 

If  1  be  not  myn  owne  man, 

AOd  dare  not  vsen,  that  I  can, 

I  maie  my  selfe  not  recouere. 

Though  I  be  roan  neuer  so  pouere* 

I  beare  an  herte,  and  hirs  4t  is 

So  that  me  failefeh  wit  in  this, 

Howe  that  I  shulde  of  myne  accorde 

The  seruant  lede  ayenst  the  lorde. 

For  if  my  foote  wolde  owfaere  go^ 

Or  that  my  honde  wolde  els  do. 

What  that  my  herte  is  there  againe. 

The  remeoant  is  all  in  vatne. 

And  thus  me  lacketh  all  wele. 

And  yet  ne  dare  1  nothyng  stele 

Of  thyng)  whiche  longetb  vnto  looe: 

And  eke  it  is  so  high  aboue, 

I  maie  not  well  therto  areche. 

But  if  so  be  a  tyme  of  speche 

Full  selde,  if  than  I  stele  maie 

A  worde  or  two,  and  go  ray  waie. 

Betwixte  bir  high  estate  and  me 

Comparison  there  maie  none  be  i 

So  that  I  fele,  and  well  I  wote. 

All  is  to  heuy  and  to  bote 

To  set  on  honde  withont  lene. 

And  thus  I  mot  algate  leue 

To  stde,  that  I  maie  not  lake« 

And  in  this  wise  I  mote  forsake 

To  ben  a  thefo  ayen  my  wille 

Of  thyng,  whiche  I  male  not  fulfllle. 

For  that  serpent,  whiche  neuer  sl^t^ 
The  flees  of  golde  so  well  ne  kepte 
In  Colcbos,  as  the  tale  is  tolde^ 
That  my  lady  a  thousand  folde 
Nis  better  zemed,  and  bewakedy 
Where  she  be  clothed,  or  be  naked. 
To  kepe  bir  body  night  and  daie 
She  hath  a  wardein  redy  aie, 
Which  is  so  wouuderfoll  a  wight. 
That  hym  ne  maie  no  mans  might 
With  swerd,  ne  with  no  wepon  daunte, 
Ne  with  no  sleight  of  charme  enchant, 
Wherof  he  might  be  made  tame. 
And  Danger  is  his  right  name, 
Whiche  vnder  locke,  and  vnd^  key. 
That  no  man  may  it  stele  awey. 
Hath  al  the  tresour  vnder  fonge. 
That  vnto  lone  maie  belonge: 
The  lest  lokjmge  of  hir  eye 
Maie  not  be  stole,  if  he  it  sey. 
And  who  so  grutcfaeth  for  so  lite. 
He  wold  soone  set  a  wite 
On  hym,  that  wolde  stele  more. 
And  that  me  greueth  wonder  sore. 
For  this  prouerbe  is  euer  newe. 
That  stronge  lockes  maken  trewe 
Of  hem  that  wolden  stele  and  pike. 
For  so  wel  can  there  no  man  slike 
By  hym  ne  by  no  other  mene. 
To  whom  Danger  wol  yeue  or  lene 
Of  that  tresour  he  bath  to  kepe : 
So  though  I  wold  staike  and  crepe. 
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And  waite  on  ene,  mnd  eke  on  morowe. 

Of  Dauger  sbal  I  nothj^g  borowe : 

And  stele  wcl  ne  oiaie  I  nought. 

And  thus  I  am  right  wel  bethought, 

While  Danger  stont  in  his  office, 

Of  stelth,  vbicbe  ye  depe  a  ?ioe, 

I  shall  be  gittie  neuer  mo. 

Therfbre  1  wold  he  were  ago 

So  fer,  that  I  neuer  of  hym  herde, 

Howe  so  that  afterward  it  ferde. 

For  than  1  might  yet  percas 

Of  loue  make  some  purebas 

By  stelth,  or  by  some  other  waye. 

That  nowe  fro  me  stont  fer  awaye. 

But  fader  as  ye  tolde  aboue 
How  stelth  goth  a  night  for  loue, 
I  may  not  wel  that  pointe  forsake. 
That  oft  tymes  I  ne  woke 
On  nightes,  whan  that  other  stepe. 
But  howe,  I  pray  you  take  kepe. 
Whan  I  am  lodged  in  sucbe  wise. 
That  1  by  night  male  arise. 
At  some  wyndowe  and  loken  cot. 
And  see  the  faowsinge  al  about, 
So  that  I  maie  the  chamber  knowe. 
In  whiche  my  ladie,  as  I  trowe, 
Lieth  in  hir  bed,  and  slepeth  softc  : 
Than  is  myn  hert  a  ihefe  full  ofte. 
For  there  I  stonde  and  beholde 
The  longe  uigbtes,  that  ben  colde, 
And  thynke  on  hir,  that  licth  there : 
And  than  I  wisshe,  that  I  were 
Als  wise  as  was  Nectanabus, 
Or  dies  as  was  Protheos, 
That  cottthen  both  of  Nigromance, 
In  what  likenesse,  in  what  semblance, 
Eight  as  hym  list  hym  selfe  transforme. 
For  |f  I  were  of  suche  a  forme, 
I  sey  than  I  wolde  flee 
In  to  hir  chamber  for  to  see, 
If  aqy  grace  wold  falle : 
So  that  I  might  vnder  the  palle 
Some  thyng  of  lone  pike  and  stele. 
And  thus  I  thinke  thoughtes  fele : 
And  though  there  of  no  thyng  be  soth, 
Yet  ease  as  for  a  tyme  it  do&. 
But  at  last  whan  I  finde, 
That!  am  Jail  in  to  my  minde, 
And  see,  that  I  banc  stoade  longe. 
And  haue  no  profite  vnderfbnge : 
Than  stalke  I  to  my  bedde  within. 
And  this  is  all  that  euer  1  winne 
Of  loue,  whan  I  walke  on  night. 
My  will  is  good,  but  of  my  might 
Me  lacketh  both,  and  of  my  grace. 
For  who  so  that  my  thought  embrace, 
Tet  haue  I  nought  the  better  ferde. 
My  fisther  lo,  nowe  haue  ye  herde. 
What  I  by  stelth  of  loue  haue  do. 
And  howe  my  wille  hath  be  therto, 
If  1  be  worthie  to  penancey 
I  put  it  to  your  ordinance. 

My  Sonne  of  stelth  f  the  behete. 
Though  it  be  for  a  tyme  swete, 
At  ende  it  dooth  but  litell  good, 
As  by  ensample  bowe  that  it  stood 
Whilom,  I  maie  the  tell  nowe. 

I  pray  you  father  tell  me  .howe. 

My  Sonne  of  him,  which*  goth  by  date 
By  wey  of  itelthato  assaie 


In  loues  cause,  and  taketh  his  pmiei 
Ouide  saide,  as  1  shall  sale 
And  in  his  Methamor  he  tolde 
A  tale,  whiche  is  good  to  bolde. 

Hie  in  amoris  cansa  super  isto  latrocinio,  quod  de 
nocte  contingit,  ponit  exemplum.  Et  narrat, 
quod  cum  Leucothea  Oreami  filia  in  cameris 
subarcta  matris  costodta  vifgo  preseraabatur, 
Phebu»  eius  pulchritudinem  concupisrens  ro 
conclaue  doinus  clara  luce  subintrans,  virginis 
pudicitiam  matre  absente  deflorauit,  vnde  ipsa 
impregnata  iratos  pater  filiam  suam  ad  sepe- 
liendum  vivam  effodit,  ex  cuius  tumuto  flbrem, 
quem  solsequium  yocant,  'dicunt  tunc  conse* 
quenter  primitus  acreuisse. 

The  poet,  vpon  this  matere 

Of  stelth,  wrote  in  this  manere. 

Venus,  whiche  hath  the  lawe  in  honde 

Of  thyng,  whiche  maie  not  be  withstonde. 

As  she,  whiche  the  tresoure  to  warde 

Of  loue,  hath  within  hir  warde, 

Pbebns  to  loue  hath  so  constreigned. 

That  he  without  rest  is  peined 

With  all  his  heate  to  coueyte 

A  maiden,  whiche  was  warded  streyte 

Within  cbambre,  and  kepte  so  dose. 

That  selden  was,  whan  she  disdose, 

Gotb  with  hir  mother  fbr  to  plaie, 

Leochothea',  so  as  men  saie. 

This  maiden  bight,  and  Orchamos 

Hir  father  was:  and  befblle  thus, 

This  doughter,  that  was  kept  so  dere. 

And  had  ben  fro  yere  to  yere. 

Under  hir  motbera  discipline, 

A  dene  maide,  and  a  ▼ii^ne: 

Upon  the  wose  natiuitee. 

Of  comely  head,  and  of  beantee 

Nature  hath  set  all  that  she  maie 

That  liche  vnto  the  fresshe  maie, 

Whiche  other  monethes  of  the  yere 

Surmoonteth :  so  without  pere 

Was  of  this  maiden  the  f^one, 

Wherof  Pbebns  out  of  measure 

Hir  loueth,  and  on  enery  side 

Awaiteth,  if  so  may  betide. 

That  he  through  any  sleight  might 

Hir  lustie  maiden  head  Tmrlght, 

The  whiche  were  all  his  worldes  welth. 

And  thns  lurkyuge  rpon  his  stelth. 
In  his  awaite  w  longe  he  laie. 
Till  it  befell  vpon  a  daie. 
That  he  through  out  hirchambre  wall 
Came  in  all  sodeinliche,  and  stall 
That  thyng,  that  was  to  hym  so  liefe : 
But  w(i  the  while,  he  was  a  thefe. 
For  Venus,  whiche  was  enemie 
Of  tbilke  loues  micherie, 
Discouere(h  aP  the  plaine  caas 
To  Climene,  whiche  than  was 
To  warde  Phebus  his  coiicubine. 

And  she  to  let  the  couine 
Of  thiike  loue,  deadly  wrothe 
To  plein  vpon  this  maide  she  goth, 
A  nd  tolde  hir  father  howe  it  stoode : 
Wherof  for  sorowe  well  nighe  woode, 
Unto  hir  mother  thus  he  saide : 
Lo  what  it  is  to  kepe  a  maide  ? 
To  Phebus  dare  I  notbyng  spebe. 
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But  Tpott  hir  it  shall  be  wrekd. 
So  that  these  aaideos  after  this 
Mowe  take  ensampie,  what  it  is 
To  snffre  her  maideo  head  be  stole, 
Wherof  that  she  the  deth  shall  thole: 
And  bad  with  that,  to  make  a  pitte, 
Wberio  he  hath  his  doughter  sette. 
As  he  that  wdl  no  pitee  haqe, 
So  that  she  was  all  qoicke  begraae. 
And  deide  anoae  in  his  presence. 
Bat  Pb^bus,  for  the  reuerence 
Of  that  she  had  ben  his  loue> 
Hath  wrought,  through  his  power  aboue. 
That  she  spronge  yp  oat  of  the  molde 
la  to  a  Boure,  was  named  golde* 
Whiche  stonte  goueraed  of  the  sonne. 

And  thus  whan  loue  is  eiiHI  wonne^ 
Full  ofte  it  Cometh  to  repentaile. 

My  fiider  that  is  no  meniaile, 
Whan  that  the  counseil  is  bewreyed: 
But  oft  tyme  loue  hath  pleyed. 
And  fltolle  many  a  prioe  game, 
Whiche  neuer  yet  cam  in  to  blame 
Wban  that  the  thynges  weren  hid. 
Bat  in  youre  tale  as  it  betid, 
Venus  diflcoucreth  alt  the  cas. 
And  eke  alio  brode  daie  it  was. 
Whan  Phebos  soche  a  steltbe  wrought, 
Wherof  the  maide  in  blame  he  brought, 
That  afterward  she  was  so  lore, 
But  for  ye  saiden  nowe  to  fore, 
Howe  stelth  of  lone  goth  by  night. 
And  doth  his  thynges  out  of  sight, 
Therof  me  lust  also  to  here 
A  tale  liche  to  the  matere, 
Wherof  I  might  ensample  take. 

My  good  Sonne  for  thy  sake> 
So  as  it  befelle  by  dates  olde. 
And  so  as  the  poet  It  tolde. 
Upon  the  ntghte9  micherie, 
Nowe  herken  a  tale  of  poesie. 

Hie  ponit  exemplrm  super  eodem,  qaod  de  nocte 
contmgit  £t  narrat  qnaliter  Hercules  cum 
lole  in  quads m  spelanca  nobili,  Thophis  dicta, 
svb  monte  Tmoio,  Tbi  sylua  Bacchi  est,  hospi- 
eio  penioctanint.  Et  cum  ipsi  variis  lectis  se^ 
parstim  iacentes  dormterunt,  contigit  lecture 
Hercolis  vestimentis  lole,  lectum  quod  lole 
pelle  leonis,  qua  Hercules  induebatur,  opcriri: 
super  quo  Faunus  a  sylaa  descendens  spclun- 
cam  sobintrauit,  tcmptans  si  forte  cum  lole  sue 
concupiscentie  volaptatem,  nesciente  Hercule 
furari  posset.  Et  cum  ad  tectum  Herculis  mn- 
liebri  palpata  Teste  ex  casu  peruenisset,  putons 
lolen  fuisse,  cabicutum  nudo  corpore  ingredi- 
tur:  qoem  sentiens  Hercules  manibos  appre- 
bensam  ipsum  ad  terram  ita  fortiter  allisit,  vt 
impotens  soi  corporis  efltetus  rsque  mane  ibi- 
dem requieuit,  Vbi  Saba  cum  Nymphis  sy1u\ra- 
tribos  superuenieos,  ipsum  sic  illusom  deride- 
baL 

Tub  mightiest  of  att  men 
Whan  Hercules  witti  lolen. 
Whiche  was  the  loue  of  his  courage^ 
To  gether  vpon  a  pilgr.'mage 
Towarde  Rome  sbulden  go. 
It  felt  tiem  by  the  waie  so, 
That  thei  vpon  a  daie  a  caue 
Within  a  roche  foanden  hauei 


Whictie  was  roialt  and  gtoriooSf 
And  of  entaile  curious, 
By  name  and  Thophts  it  was  bote : 
The  Sonne  sbone  tho  wonder  bote. 
As  it  was  iu  the  somer  tide. 

This  Hercules,  whiche  by  his  side 
Hath  lolen  his  loue  there, 
Wbnii  thei  at  thiike  caue  were. 
He  seyd,  he  thought  it  for  the  best. 
That  she  hir  for  the  bete  rest 
All  thiike  daie,  and  thiike  night. 
And  she  that  was  a  lustie  wight. 
It  liketh  hir  all  that  he  seyde. 
And  thus  thei  dwell  yet  and  pleyde 
The  tooge  daie,  and  so  l>efill 
This  caue  was  vnder  ttie  byll 
Of  Tmolus,  whiche  was  begrowe 
With  vines,  and  at  thiike  throwe 
Faunus  with  Saba  the  goddesse. 
By  whom  the  large  wildemesse 
In  thiike  tyme  stode  gouemed, 
Were  in  a  place,  as  I  am  temed, 
Nighe  by,  whiche  Bacchus  woodde  bight* 

This  Faunas  toke  a  great  insight 
Of  lolen  that  was  nowe  nighe. 
For  whan  that  he  hir  beautie  sighe. 
Out  of  his  wit  he  was  assoted 
And  in  his  herte  it  hath  so  noted. 
That  he  foraoke  the  Nirophes  all. 
And  sayde,  he  wolde,  howe  so  it  foil, 
Assaie  au  other  for  to  winne: 
So  that  his  hertz  thought  within 
He  set,  and  cast,  howe  that  it  might 
Of  loue  pike  awaie  by  night. 
That  he  by  daie  in  other  wise 
To' stele  might  not  suffise: 
And  thervpon  his  time  awaiteth. 
Now  take  good  hede  howe  loue  affiiiteth 
Hym,  whiche  with  all  ii'ouercome, 
Faire  lolen  whan  she  was  come 
With  Hercules  in  to  the  caue. 
She  sayde  hym,  that  she  wolde  haue 
His  clothes  of,  and  hin  bothe, 
And  eche  of  hem  shuld  other  cloth. 
And  all  was  do  right  as  she  bad, 
He  hath  hir  in  his  clothes  clad. 
And  cast  on  hir  his  golion, 
Whiche  of  the  skin  of  a  lion 
Was  made,  as  he  vpon  the  weie 
It  slough :  and  ouer  this  to  pleie 
She  toke  bis  gfeat  mase  also, 
And  knit  it  at  hir  gyrdell  tho ; 
So  was  she  liche  the  man  arraied. 
And  Hercules  than  hath  assaied 
To  clotben  bym  in  hir  arrais : 
And  thus  thei  iape  forth  the  daie. 
Till  that  her  souper  redy  were. 
And  whan  thei  hadden  souped  there, 
Thei  shopen  hem  to  go  to  rest. 
And  as  it  thought  hem  for  the  best. 
They  bad,  as  for  tbitke  night, 
Two  sondry  beddes  shuld  be  diglit, 
For  thei  to^eder  tinge  nolde, 
Because  that  thei  offer  wolde 
Upon  the  morowe  her  sacrifice. 
Tbe  seruantes  didden  her  office, 
And  sondry  l>eddes  made  anone, 
Wherin  that  they  to  rest  gone 
Eche  by  hem  selfe  in  sondry  place. 
Fayre  lolen  hath  set  the  mace 


176 

Bei ides  hir  beddes  head  abotfe. 
And  with  the  clotliet  of  bir  loue 
She  hilled  all  hir  bedde  aboute : 
And  be,  whiche  nolhyng  had  in  doute, 
Hir  wimple  wonde  aboute  his  cheke, 
Hir  kjrrtell,  and  hir  mantell  eke, 
Abrode  Fpon  his  bedde  he  spredde : 
And  thusthei  slepen  botbe  a  bedde. 
What  of  trauaile,  ivhat  of  wine, 
The  leruantes  like  to  dronken  swine 
Began  for  to  route  faste.      * 
This  Faunus,  whiche  his^stelth  cast, 
Wat  than  comen.  to  the  caue, 
And  fonde  thei  were  all  saue 
Without  noyse,  and  in  he' went. 
The  derke  night  his  sight  blent. 
And  yet  it  happed  hym  to  go. 
Where  loleu  a  bedde  tho 
Was  tayde  alone  for  to  slepe. 
But  for  he  wolde  take  kepe. 
Whose  bedde  it  was,  he  made  assaie. 
And  of  a  lion  where  be  laie 
The  cote  be  founde«  and  eke  he  feleth 
The  mare,  and  than  his  herte  keletb, 
That  there  durst  he  not  abide. 
But  stalketh  rpon  euery  side. 
And  sought  about  witb  his  honde. 
That  other  bedde  tyll  that  he  foode. 
Where  laie  bewympled  a  visage : 
Tbd  was  he  triad  in  his  courage. 
For  he  hir  kirteJl  fonde  also^ 
And  eke  hir  mantell  both  two 
Bespred  vpon  the  bed  alofte. 
He  made  hym  naked  than,  and  softe 
Into  the  bed  ynivare  be  crepte. 
Where  Hercules  that  tyme  slepte» 
And  wendc  well  it  were  she. 
And  thus  in  stede  of  lole 
Anone  be  profreth  hym  to  loue. 
But  he,  whiche  felte  a  man  aboue. 
This  Hercules  hym  threwe  to  grounde 
So  sore,  that  thei  haue  hym  founds 
Lyggende  there  vpon  the  morowe. 
And  tho  was  nought  a  litell  sorowe, 
That  FauDus  of  hym  selfe  made, 
But  els  thei  were  all  glade. 
And  lough  hym  to  scome  aboute. 
Saba  witb  Nympbes  all  a  route. 
Came  downe  to  loke  bowe  it  ferde: 
And  whan  that  thei  the  soth  herde. 
He  was  beiaped  ouerall. 

My  Sonne  be  thou  ware  with  all 
To  seche  suche  micheries. 
But  if  thou  haue  the  better  aspies^ 
In  annter  if  the  so  betide. 
As  Faunus  did  thiike  tide : 
Wherof  thou  might  be  shamed  so. 

Myn  holy  fader  certes  no. 
But  if  I  had  right  good  leue, 
Sucbe  micherie  I  tJhinke  leue, 
My  faynt  herte  woll  not  seme. 
For  maogre  wolde  1  not  dcserue 
In  tbiike  place,  where  I  loue. 
But  for  ye  tolden  here  aboue. 
Of  couetise  and  his  pillage, 
If  there  be  more  of  that  lignage, 
Wbich**  toucheth  to  my  shrifte,  I  praie. 
That  ye  therof  me  wolde  saie. 
So  that  i  male  the  vice  eschewe. 

Sonne  if  i  by  order  shewe 
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The  vices,  as  thei  stonde  a  ro#0 
Of  couetise,  thou  shalt  knowe. 
There  is  yet  one,  whiche  is  the  last. 
In  whome  there  maie  no  vertoe  last. 
For  he  with  god  hym  selfe  debateth, 
Wherof  that  all  the  heuen  hym  hateth 

Sacrilegus  tantam  furto  loca  sacra  piophanat, 
Vt  sibi  sint  agri,  sic  domus  alma  dei, 

Nee  locus  est,  in  quo  noa  temptat  amans,  qui 
aroatur, 
Si  qua  posse  nequit,  carpere  velle  capit. 

Hie  tractat  auper  vltima  Cupiditatif  specie,  ^ue 
sacrilegium  dicitur,  cuius  furtum  ea  que  altis- 
Bitno  sanctiBeantur  bona  depvedans,  ecclesie 
tantum  spoliis  insidiatur. 

Thb  high  god,  whiche  all  good 
Purueied  hath  for  mans  foode. 
Of  clothes  and  of  meate  and  drynke^ 
Bade  Adi^,  that  he  shuld  swynke^ 
To  getten  hym  bis  substance : 
And  eke  be  set  an  ordinance 
Upon  a  lawe  of  Moyses, 
That  though  a  man  be  haoeles. 
Yet  shall  he  not  by  theft  stele. 
But  nowe  a  dales  Uiere  ben  felei 
That  woll  no  labour  vndertake. 
But  what  thei  maie  by  stelth  take, 
Thei  holde  it  sikerliche  wonne. 
And  thus  the  lawe  is  ooerroiine^ 
Whiche  god  hath  set,  and  namely 
With  hem  that  so  vntruly 
The  gooddes  robbe  of  holy  churche. 
The  theft,  whiche  thei  than  wurche. 
By  name  is  cleped  Sacrilege, 
Ayen  the  whom  I  ihinke  allege. 
Upon  the  pointes  as  we  ben  taoght, 
Stont  Sacrilege,  and  elles  nought. 

The  6rst  point  is  for  to  saye^ 
Whan  that  a  thefe  shall  stele  awaie 
The  holy  thyng  from  holy  place. 

The  seoonde  is,  if  he  purcbace 
By  waye  of  theft  vnboly  thynge, 
Whicbe  be  vpon  his  knowlageyoge 
Fro  holy  place  awaie  toko. 

The  thirde  point,  as  saieth  the  boke. 
Is  sucbe,  as  where  as  eaer  it  he. 
In  woodde,  in  felde,  or  in  citee. 
Shall  no  man  stele  by  no  wise. 
That  lialowed  is  to  the  seruise 
Of  god,  whiche  all  thynges  wotte. 
But  there  is  nother  cold  ue  hotte, 
Whiche  he  for  god  or  man  woll  spare. 
So  that  the  body  maie  wel  fare. 
And  that  he  maie  the  world  escape. 
The  hcuen  hym  thynketh  is  but  a  iape.- 
And  thus  the  sooth  for  to  telle. 
He  rifeteth  both  boke  and  belle. 
So  forth  witb  all  the  remenant, 
To  gods  hows  appertinant. 
Where  that  he  sholde  bidde  his  bede. 
He  doth  his  theft  in  holy  stede. 
And  takcth  what  thyng  he  fiiit  theriu. 
For  whan  he  seetb,  that  lie  maie  wyn, 
He  wonncth  for  no  cursidnf^sfte, 
That  he  ne  breketh  the  holynesse. 
And  doth  to  god  no  reuerrnce. 
For  be  bath  lost  his  coiiiicieace. 
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That  thongh  the  piMte  theHure  curse, 
He  setthy  he  f«Rtfa  not  the  wane. 
And  for  to  speke  it  oftber  wiie. 
What  man  that  lasteth  the  fraachne, 
And  toketfa  of  hoFy  charohe  his  praie, 
I  not  what  hedes  be  shall  praie. 
Whan  he  fro  f  od,  whiche  hath  yene  all, 
The  purpartie  in  jspociall, 
Whiche  vnto  Cbriste  bym  selfe  is  dne, 
Byneoieth,  he  maie  not  wel  escbae 
The  peine  comyng  afterwarde, 
For  be  hath  made  his  fbrewarde. 
With  Sacrilege  for  to  dweile, 
Whiche  hath  his  heritage  in  belle. 

Hie  tractat  precipne  de  tribus  Mcrilegis,  quorum 
mos  fiiit  Antiodiosy  alter  Nabuzardao,  tertins 
Nabugodonotor. 

Aho  if  we  rede  of  thotde  lawe, 

I  fiode  writte  in  tbtllce  lawe 

Of  princes,  howe  there  wenen  three 

Culpable  sore  in  tbjs  degree. 

That  one  of  hem  was  deped  thup. 

The  pronde  kynge  Antiocbos. 

That  other  Nabuzardan  bight, 

Whiche  of  bis  cnidtee  behight 

The  temple  to  distroie  and  watte: 

And  so  he  did  in  all  baste. 

The  tbirde,  whiche  was  after  shamed. 

Was  Nabogodonosor  named : 

And  be  fl  Jerusalem  put  vnder. 

Of  sacrilege  and  many  a  wonder 

There  in  the  holy  temple  be  wrought, 

Whiche  Balthasar  his  heire  abongbt 

Neta  descripta  in  pariete  tempore  r^gis  Balthasar, 
qnsB  Mi,  Mane  Tecbel  Pbares. 

Whan  Mane  Tecbel  Pbares  writte 

Was  on  the  walle,  as  tbou  might  witte, 

So  as  the  bible  it  hath  declared, 

Bot  for  al  that  it  is  nought  spared 

Yet  nowe  a  daie,  that  men  ne  pille. 

And  maken  argument  and  sldile 

To  sacrilege  as  it  belongetb. 

For  what  man  that  there  after  longetb. 

He  takcth  none  bede,  what  be  dootb. 

And  if  a  man  shall  tell  sooth 

Of  gile.and  of  subtilitee, 

Is  none  to  sligb  in  his  degree. 

To  feigne  a  tbyng  for  his  beyete. 

As  is  this  vice,  of  whiche  I  trete : 

He  can  so  priufliche  pike, 

He  can  so  well  his  wordes  slike, 

To  put  awaie  suspicion. 

That  in  bis  excusacion 

There  shall  no  man  defaate  finde. 

And  thus  full  ofte  men  be  blinde, 
7*bat  stonden  of  his  worde  deceiued, 
£r  hit  queintisebe  perceiued* 
Bat  netbeles  yet  other  while. 
For  all  bis  ateltb,  and  all  his  giles. 
Of  that  he  wolde  his  werke  forsfake, 
He  is  attaint,  and  ouertake : 
Wherof  thoa  tbalte  a  tale  rede. 

Hie  loq?i£Tr  de  illit,  qui  laruata  contcientia  sacri^ 
legiom  sibi  lioere  flngont.  Et  narrat,  quod  cum 
qaidam  Lucius  Clericus,  famosus  et  imperatori 
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notus,  deum  sunm  Apollinem  in  templo  Rome 
de  anulo  suo,  pallio,  et  barba  aurea  spoHattet, 
ipse  taiidem  apprehensus,  et  coram  imperatora 
accusatus,  taliter  se  ezcusando  ait :  Anulum  a 
deo  reoepi,  quia  ipse  digito  proteato  ex  sua  lar- 
gitate  anulum  hunc  gratiose  mibi  obtalit.  Pal- 
lium ex  lamikie  aureo  constructum  tuli:  quia 
aurum  maxime  ^onderosum  et  frigidum  natura* 
liter  coasittit.  Vnde  nee  in  estate,  propter 
pondus,  nee  jn  byeme  propter  frigus  ad  dei  vet^ 
tes  vtile  fuit:  Batbam  a  deodejposui,  quiaip- 
sum  patri  suo  assimulare  volui.  Nam  et  Apol- 
lo stetit  absque  baiba,  iuueois  aj^aruit,  £t  sic 
ea  qae  getsi  non  ex  furto,  sed  ex  bonestate  pro- 
cessisse  manifeste  declaraui. 

£r  Rome  came  to  the  creance 
Of  Christis  feith  it  fetle  perchance, 
Cesar,  whicbe  tbo  was  emperour, 
Hym  list  for  to  doone  honour 
ITnto  the  temple  Apollinis, 
And  made  an  image  rpon  this. 
The  whiche  was  deped  Apollo^ 
Was  none  so  riche  in  Rome  tbo. 

Of  plate  of  golde  a  berde  be  had. 
The  wbiche  his  brest  all  ouer  spradde. 

Of  golde  also  without  faile 
His  mantell  was  of  large  entaile. 
Be  sette  with  perrey  all  about :  , 
Forth  right  he  straught  his  finger  out. 
Upon  the  whiche  be  had  a  rynge. 
To  seen  it  was  a  riche  tbyng, 
Ji  fine  carbuncle  for  the  nones, 
Moste  precious  of  all  stones. 

And  fell  that  tyme  in  Rome  thus. 
There  was  a  derke  one  Lucius, 
A  courtier,  a  famous  man^ 
Of  euery  witte  somwhat  he  can. 
Out  take  that  hym  lacketh  rule. 
His  owne  estate  toguyde  and  rule: 
Howe  so  it  stode  of  his  spekynge. 
He  was  not  wise  in  bis  dooynge 
But  euery  riote  at  last 
Mote  nodes  falle,  and  maie  not  laste, 
After  the  nede  of  bis  deserte : 
So  felle  this  derke  in  pauerte. 
And  wist  not  howe  for  to  rise, 
Wherof  in  many  a  sondrie  wise 
He  cast  his  wittet  here  and  ther. 
He  loketh  nigh,  he  loketh  ferr6. 
Till  on  a  tyme  that  he  come 
Into  the  temple,  and  hede  nome» 
Where  that  the  god  Apollo  stoode. 
He  sigh  the  riches,  and  the  good. 
And  thought  he  wolde  by  some  waia 
The  treasure  picke  and  stele  awaie: 
And  tbervpon  so  sleighly  wrought. 
That  his  purpose  about  he  brought. 
And  went  awey  vuaperceued : 
Thus  hath  the  man  his  god  deoeiucd, 
His  rynge,  bis  mantell,  and  his  berde. 
As  he  whicbe  nothyng  was  aferde,. 
All  priuely  with  hym  he  bare. 
And  whan  the  warddns  were  ware, 
Of  that  her  god  despoiled  was. 
Hem  thought  it  was  «  wonder  cas, 
Howe  that  a  man  for  any  wele, 
Durste  in  so  holy  place  stele. 
And  namely  so  great  a  tbyng. 
This  Ule  came  vnto  the  kyng. 
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And  was  through  spoken  ouerall. 
Bat  for  to  knowe  in  speciall. 
What  maner  man  hath  do  the  dede, 
Tbci  soughten  helpe  vpon  the  indt. 
And  mad^n  calcOlacion, 
Wherof  by  d^monStracion 
The  man  was  founde  with  the  good: 
In  iugement  and  whan  he  stoode 
The  kynge  hath  asked  of  hym  thus: 

Sey  theu  Tnsely  Lucius, 
Why  hast  thou  done  this  sacrilege? 

My  lorde,  if  I  the  cause  allege, 
(3a(^  he  ayene)  me  thynketh  thisy     . 
That  I  haiie  do  nothyng  amis. 
Thre  pointes  ther  ben,  which  I  haue  4o, 
Wherof  the  firste  point  Stant  so. 
That  I  the  rynge  haue  take  awaye: 
Unto  that  point  this  ^oll  t  saye. 
When  1  the  god  behelde  about, 
I  sigb»  howe  he  his  honde  straught  bat. 
And  profred  me  the  rynge  to  yeue. 
And  I,  whiche  wolde  gladly  line  . 
Out  of  pouertee,  through  his  largesse. 
It  vnderfisDge,  so  that  I  gesse, 
And  therof  am  nought  to  wite. 

And  ouermore  I  woll  me  quite, 
Of-golde  that  I  the  maatell'  toke: 
Golde  in  his  kynde,  as  saifiie  the  boke. 
Is  faeny  both  and  dolde  also. 
And  for  that  it  was  heuy  so,    . 
Me  thought  it  was  no  gamement 
Unto  the  god  cottuenient, 
To  clothen  hym  the  sommer  tide. 
1  thought  vpon  that  other  side, 
Howe  gold  is  colde,  and  suche  a  clothe 
By  reason  oog^t  to  be  lothe 
In  wynter  tyme  for  the  chele. 
And  thus  thynkende  thougbtes  fele. 
As  I  myo  eie  aboute  caste, 
Bis  laige  berde  than  at  laste 
I  sigh,  and  thought  anone  tberfore^ 
Hotve  that  his  father  hym  before, 
Whiche  stode  Tpon  the  same  place. 
Was  berdles,  with  a  yongly  face. 
And  in  suche  wise,  as  ye  haite  heide, 
1  toke  away  the  sonnes  berde. 
For  that  his  fotber  h^  none. 
To  make  hem  licbe,  and  here  vpoo 
1  aske  for  to  ben  excused. 

Lo  thus  where  sacrilege  is  vsed, 
A  man  can  feigne  bis  conscience. 
And  right  vpoii  suche  euidence. 
In  loses  cause  if  I  s&all  treate, 
There  hen  of  snche  small  and  great. 
If  thei  no  ley&r  finde  efles^ 
Tbei  wol  not  Wonde  for  Che  belles, 
Ne  though  thei  see  the  preest  at  masse. 
That  thei  wol  leten  ouerpasse. 
If  that  thei  finde  her  loue  there, 
Thei  stonde  and  telle  in  hir  ei«. 
And  aske  of  god  none  other  grace. 
While  thei  bte  ib  that  holy  place. 
But  er  thei  gon  Some  aufcmtage 
There  will  thei  haue,  and  som  piUagor 
Of  goodly  wordes,  or  of  beheste. 
Or  dies  tbei  t»ke  at  leste 
Out  of  bir  honde  a  rynge  or  g!o|ie. 
So  nigh  the  weder  thei  will  houe: 
As  who  saith»  she  shall  not  foryet, 
Kowt  1  this  token  of  bir  bwte  gete# 


Thus  halowe  thei  the  hie  (eaUf  . 
Soclie  thefte  maie  no  churche  areste. 
For  all  is  lefull  that  hem  liketh. 
To  whom  that  eiles  it  misliketh. 

And  eke  right  in  the  selfe  kinde 
In  great  citees  men  may  finde 
This  lustie  folke,  that  make  hem  g^ye. 
And  waite  rpon  the  holy  daye. 
In  churches,  and  in  minstres  eke 
Thei  gon  the  women  for  to  sake. 
And  where  thai  suche  one  goth  aboute 
'to  fore  the  fairest  of  the  route. 
Where  as  thei  sitten  all  a  rewe. 
There  wille'  he  moste  his  body  shewe. 
His  croked  kempt,  and  therrpon  set 
An  ouche,  wiUi  a  chapelet : 
Or  elles  one  of  grene  leues, 
Whiche  late  come  out  of  the  greues. 
All  for  he  shulde  seme  fresshe. 
And  thus  he  loketh  on  his  flessbe, 
Right  as  an  bauke,  whiche  hath  a  sight 
Upon  the  fowle,  there  be  shall  light. 
And  as  he  were  a  foirie. 
He  sheweth  hym  to  for  her  eie 
In  holy  place,  where  thei  sitte, 
Al  for  to  make  her  hertes  fiitte. 

His  eie  no  where  woll  abide, 
Botloke  and  prie  on  euery  side 
On  hir  and  hir,  as  hym  best  liketh. 
And  other  while  a  monge  he  siketh. 

Thinketh  one  of  hem  that  was  for  me. 
And  so  there  thynken  two  or  thre. 
And  yet  he  loueth  none  of  all, 
But  where  as  euer  his  chance  falL 
And  netheleS  to  sey  a  sooth. 
The  cause  why  that  he  so  dootb. 
Is  for  to  stele  an  berte  or  two 
Out  of  the  churche  er  that  he  gt). 
And  as  I  said  it  here  aboue. 
All  that  is  sacrilege  of  loue. 
For  well  maie  be  be  steleth  awaie 
That  he  neuer  after  yeld  maie. 

Telle  me  for  thy  my  sonne  anone. 
Hast  thou  do  sacrilege  or  none. 
As  I  haue  said  in  this  maneie? 

My  foder  as  of  this  matere, 
1  will  you  telle  redily 
What  I  haue  do,  but  truly 
I  may  excuse  myn  entent. 
That  f  neuer  yet  to  churche  went 
In  suche  maner,  as  ye  me  shrine^ 
For  no  woman  that  is  on  line. 
The  cause  why  I  haue  it  laft» 
May  be,  for  I  rnto  that  crafte 
Am  nothyng  able  for  to  stele. 
Though  there  be  women  not  so  fele« 
But  yet  wille  1  not  sey  this. 
Whan  f  am  there  my  lady  is. 
In  whom  lieth  holy  my  quarele. 
And  she  to  churche,  or  to  chappele 
Woll  go  to  matens  or  to  messe :     ' 
That  tyme  I  waite  well  and  gesse. 
To  churche  I  come,  and  there  I  stdnde. 
And  though  I  take  a  boke  on  honde^ 
My  countenance  is  on  the  boke. 
But  toward  hir  is  all  my  loke. 
And  if  so  folle,  that  I  praie 
Unto  my  god,  and  somwhat  saie 
Of  Pater  noster,  or  of  Crede, 
All  is  for  that  I  wolde  spede; 
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So  that  my  bede  in  holy  churche 

There  mi^ht  som  miracle  warcfae^ 

"My  ladis  berte  for  to  6bauBge, 

Whiche  euer  hath  be  to  me  ra  straanger 

So  that  all  my  deooeion. 

And  all  my  ooDtemplacion» 

With  all  myo  herte  and  my  corage. 

Is  onely  fet  on  bir  ymage. 

And  eiter  I  waite  Tpon  the  tide^ 

If  she  loke  any  tbyng  aside. 

That  I  me  maie  of  bir  aaise^ 

Aoone  I  am  with  coaetise 

So  smite,  that  me  were  l^^ 

To  be  in  holy  churche  a  thefe^ 

But  not  to  stele  a  yestement. 

For  that  is  nothyng  my  talent. 

Bat  I  wolde  stele,  if  that  I  might, 

A  glad  worde,  or  a  goodly  sight 

And  eaer  my  senlice  I  profere. 

And  namely  whan  she  woJl  gone  offre. 

For  than  I  lede  hir,  if  I  maie. 

For  somwhat  wolde  I  stele  awaie. 

Whan  I  beclippe  hir  on  the  wast. 

Yet  at  lest  I  stele  a  toste: 

And  other  while  grant  mercy 

She  saith,  and  so  wynne  I  theiby 

A  lasty  tonche,  a  good  worde  eke^ 

Bot  all  the  remenant  to  seke, 

Is  fro  my  purpos  wonder  ferre. 

So  maie  I  sajCf  as  I  saide  erre, 

In  holy  churche  if  that  I  wowe. 

My  conscience  I  wolde  allowe. 

Be  so  that  Tp  amendement, 

I  might  gete  assignement. 

Where  for  to  speide  in  other  place, 

Suche  sacrilege  I  holde  a  grace. 

And  thus  my  father  sooth  to  faie. 
In  churche  right  as  in  the  waie. 
If  I  might  ought  of  loue  take^ 
Suche  banseli  haue  I  nought  forsake. 
But  finally  I  meoonfossci 
There  is  in  me  no  bolynesse. 
While  I  hir  see  jn  holy  stede: 
And  yet  for  ought  that  euer  I  dede^ 
No  sacrilege  of  hir  I  toke. 
But  if  it  were  of  worde  or  loke. 
Or  els  if  that  I  hir  frede. 
Whan  I  towarde  offryng  hir  lede. 
Take  tberof  what  I  tidte  maie: 
For  els  bears  1  nought  awaie. 
For  though  I  wolde  ought  els^hane^ 
All  other  tbynges  bene  so  sane. 
And  kepte  with  suche  a  pjiuilegei 
That  I  maie  do  no  sacrilege. 
God  wote  my  wU  netheles, 
Though  I  must  nedjes  kepe  pees» 
And  maugre  myn  so  let  it  paste. 
My  will  tberto  is  not  the  lasae^ 
If  I  might  other  wise  aWaie. 

For  thy  my  father  I  ypo  praie, 
Tdl  what  you  thinketh  thervpoo,  , 
If  I  therof  haue  gilte  or  none. 

Thy  win  my  sonne  is  for  to  bl^me. 
The  remenant  is  but  a  game. 
That  1  haue  the  tolde  as  yit. 
But  take  this  lore  in  to  thy  wit^ 
That  all  thyug  bath  tyme  and  t^de: 
The  churche;fe?fieth  for  the  bede,   - 
The  chambre  is  of  an  other  spechc. 
Bat  if  thou  wiat«ft  of  the  wrccfae, 


HoW6  sacrilege  tt  hath  abooght. 
Thou  woldtet  bettre  be  bethought. 
And  for  thou  shake  the  more  amen'cfe^ 
A  tale  I  will  on  the  dispende. 

Hie  in  amoris  causa  super  istins  vitii  articnio  ponit 
exemplom,  £t  narrat  pro  eo  quod  Paris,  Priami 
regis  filius  Hel6nam  Menelai  rxorem  in  quadam 
Grecie  insula  a  templo  Veneris  sacrilegus  ab- 
doxitfillaTroie  fomosissima  obsidia  per  vniu^rsa 
orbis  climata  dioulgata  precipue  causabat,  ita 
quod  huiusmodi  sacrilegium  non  solum  ad  ipsius 
^gis  Priaoii,  omniumque  suomm  interitum,  sed 
ad  perpetuam  Trbis  d^solationem  vindicte  f^mi- 
tem  ministrabat. 

• 

To  all  men,  as  who  sdith,  know6 

It  is,  and  in  the  wtfride  throogh  blowzy 

Howe  that  of  Troie  Lam^don, 

To  Hercules,  aiid  to  lason. 

Whan  toward  Colchos  out  of  OrecO 

By  sea  seilend  vpon  a  peoe 

Of  londe  of  Troie  reste  pfeyde.- 

But  he  wrothfolly<conieyde: 

And  for  thei  founde  hjrm  so  ville^ne^ 

Whan  thei  came  in  to  Qrece  ageyoe^ 

With  power,  that  thei  get  might, 

Towardes  Troie  thei  hem  dight; 

And  there  thei  toke  toche  veogtfance, 

Wberof  stent  yet  the  remembrance.  ' 

For  thei  destroied  kynge  and  all. 

And  lelten  bot  the  brent  walle. 

The  grekes  of  Troiens  many  slowe, 

And  prisoners  thei  toke  enowe: 

Amonge  the  whiche  there  was  one. 

The  kynges  doughter  I^unedon, 

Essiona  the  foire  thjmge, 

Whkshe  mto  Tbelamon  the  kynge 

By  Hercules,  and  by  tbassent 

Of  all  the  holle  parliament. 

Was  at  his  wille  yeoe  and  graunted. 

And  thus  hath  Grece  Troie  daunted. 

And  home  thei  toume  in  suche  manere. 

But  after  this,  nowe  shalt  thon  here 

The  cause  why  this  tale  I  telle, 

Upon  the  chances  that  befelle. 

Kynge  Lamedon,  whiche  deidethuf. 
He  had  a  softde  one  Priamus, 
Which  was  noogfat  thiike  tyme  at  home: 
But  whan  he  herde  of  thl.%  he  oome. 
And  fonde  howe  the  citee  was  foH^ 
Whiche  he  began  anon  to  walle. 
And  made  there  a  citee  newe. 
That  thei,  whiche  other  londes  knewe, 
Tho  seiden,  that  of  lyme  and  itone 
In  all  the  worlde  so  foire  was  none: 
And  on  that  o  side  of  the  towne 
The  kynge  let  make  Uioa, 
That  high  toore,  that  stronge  places 
Whiche  was  adrad  of  no  menace. 
Of  quarele,  nor  of  none  engyne : 
And  though  men  wolden  mikeB-mytie, 
No  jnans  crafte  it  might  approcbe. 
For  it  was  set  Tpon  a  roche. 
The  walles  of  the  towne  about 
Hem  stode  of  all  the  worlde  no  dont. 
And  after  the  proporcion, 
Sixe  gates  were  there  of  the  towne. 
Of  suche  a  forme,  of  suobe  entaile. 
That  hem  to  pee  was  great  meraaile,' 
\ 
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The  dicheii  weren  brode  and  depe, 
A  fenre  men  it  might  kepe 
From  all  the  worlde,  as  semetb  tbo. 
But  if  the  goddes  weren  fo. 
Great  pre€t  rnto  that  citee  droogh, 
So  that  there  wai  of  people  enoagb. 
Of  burgeis  that  therin  dwellen. 
There  maie  no  mans  tunge  telleoy 
Ho!Ve  that  citee  was  riche  and  good. 

Whan  ai  was  made,  and  all  well  stoode, 
Kynge  Priamus  tho  hym  bethought. 
What  thei  of  Grece  whilom  wrought,  * 
And  what  was  of  her  sworde  deuoared. 
And  howe  his  sister  dishonoured. 
With  Thelamon  awaie  was  lad. 
And  tho  thinkende  he  waxte  vnglad, 
And'sette  anone  a  parliment: 
.To  whiche  the  lordes  were  assent. 
In  maoy  a  wise  there  was  spoke, 
Howe  that  tbei  migbten  ben  awioke. 
But  at  the  last  netbe^es 
Thei  saiden  all,  accorde  and  p^bs 
To  setten  euery  parte  in  rest 
It  thought  hem  than  for  the  best, 
With  reasonable  amendement. 
And  thus  was  Anthenor  forth  sent. 
To  aske  Esiona^geync, 
And  witten  what  thei  wolde  seyne. 

So  passeth  he  the  sea  by  barge 
To  Grece,  for  to  sey  his  charge, 
The  whiche  he  saide  redily 
Unto  the  lofdes  by  and  by. 
But  where  be  spake  in  Grece  aboute. 
He  berde  nought  but  wordes  stoute. 
And  namclicfae  of  Thelamon: 
The  maiden  wolde  he  not  forgone 
He  saide  for  no  maner  thyng. 
And  bad  hym  gone  home  to  his  kyng. 
For  there  gate  he  none  amende,      f 
For  ought  he  couth  do  or  sende. 

This  Anthenor  ayene  goth  home 
Unto  his  kynge,  and  whan  be  come. 
He  tolde,  in  Grece  of  that  be  herde: 
And  howe  that  Thelamon  answerde, 
And  howe  thei  were  at  her  aboue. 
That  tbei  wol  neither  pees  ne  loue, 
But  euery  man  shall  done  his  best. 
But  for  men  seyen,  that  nigbt  hath  rest* 
The  kyng  bethought  hym  all  that  night. 
And  erely  whan  the  daie  was  li^t. 
He  toke  councell  of  this  matere. 
And  thei  acooide  in  this  manere. 
That  he  wiihouten  any  let, 
A  certeyne  tyme  shulde  set 
A  parlement  to  ben  auised. 
And  in  this  wise  it  was  auised. 
Of  parlement  he  set  a  daie. 
And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Maie. 
This  Priamus  had  in  his  ight 
A  wife,  and  Hecuba  she  bight: 
By  wb^^  that  tyme  eke  had  he 
Sonnes  fine,  and  doughters  thro, 
Besiden  hem  and  thirty  mo, 
And  weren  knightesalso  tho. 
But  not  vpon  his  wife  begete. 
But  ds  where  be  might  hem  gete 
Of  women,  whiche  he  had  knowe, 
Snche  was  the  worUe  that  tike  throwe: 
So  that  he  was  of  children  liche,     / 
So  therof  was  no  nan  hym  liche. 


Of  parlement  the  daie  wai  eOBMb 
There  bene  lotdes  all  and  some. 
Tho  was  pronounced  and  pnrpoaed. 
And  all  the  cause  was  hem  discloted, 
Howe  Anthenor  in  Grece  ferde. 
Tbei  sitten  all  still  and  berde. 
And  tho  spake  euery  man  aboute. 
There  was  alledged  many  a  donte. 
And  many  a  proude  woi^e  spoke  alsow 
But. for  the  nnoste  parte  as  tho, 
Thei  wisten  not  what  was  the  beste. 
Or  for  to  wane,  or  for  to  reste. 
But  be  that  was  without  fere 
Hector  amonge  the  lordes  there 
His  tale  tolde  in  suche  a  wise. 
And  saide:  Lordes  ye  ben  wise. 
Ye  knowen  this,  as  well  as  I, 
Aboue  all  other  most  worthy 
Stent  nowe  in  Grece  the  manbod. 
Of  wortbynes  and  of  knightbod. 
For  who  so  wiU  it  wel  agrope. 
To  hem  belongeth  all  Europe, 
Whiche  is  the  third  parte  enen 
Of  all  the  worlde  vnder  the  heuen: 
And  we  be  but  of  foike  a  fewe. 
So  were  it  reson  to  eschewe 
The  perill,  er  we  fall  therin: 
Better  is  to  leue  than  begin 
Thyng,  whiche  as  maie  not  ben  acheaed. 
He  is  not  wise,  that  finde  hym  greoed. 
And  doth  so,  that  his  greue  be  more. 
For  who  that  loketh  all  tofore. 
And  woU  not  see,  what  is  bebyndc: 
He  maie  full  ofte  his  hamies  finde. 
Wicke  is  to  striue,  ai|d  baoe  the  worM, 
We  haue  encbeson  for  to  oone. 
This  wote  I  well,  and  for  to  bate 
The  grekes,  but  er  that  we  debate 
With  hem,  that  ben  of  suche  a  might. 
It  ia  full  good,  that  enery  wi^ht 
Be  of  hym  selfe  right  well  bethought. 
But  as  for  me  thus  saye  I  noi^bt. 
For  while  that  my  life  woll  itonde. 
If  that  ye  take  werre  in  honde, 
Falle  it  to  best,  or  to  the  wertt, 
I  shall  my  seluen  be  tfa^  ferst 
To  greuen  hem,  what  euer  I  maie, 
I  wolle  not  ones  sale  naie 
To  thyng,  which  that  your  counoeil  demeth. 
For  vnto  me  welle  more  it  qaemeth 
The  werre  certes  than  the  pees. 
But  this  I  sale  netheles. 
As  me  belongeth  for  to  saie: 
Nowe  shape  ye  the  beste  waie. 

When  Hector  hath  saide  his  anise. 
Next  after  hym  tho  spake  Paris, 
Whiche  was  his  brother,  and  aleyed. 
Whan  hjnn  best  thought,  thus  he  seyde. 

Stronge  thyng  it  is  to  snfier  wronge, 
And  suffer  shame  is  more  stronge: 
But  we  bane  suffred  both  two. 
And  for  all  that  yet  haue  we  do 
What  so  we  might  to  reforroe 
The  pees,  whan  we  in  suche  a  forme 
Sent  Anthenor,  as  ye  well  knowe. 
And  thei  hir  great  woides  blowe 
Upon  her  wronglbll  dedeaeke. 
And  who  that  woll  not  byin  aetfe  nMke 
To  pees,  and  list  no  reason  teke. 
Men  leyn,  reason  wU  bymibrMke, 
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For  in  the  moltitiide  of  men 
Is  not  the  strenytbe,  for  with  ten 
It  hath  be  sene  in  trewe  quuele 
Ayene  an  honderd  IUie»  dele. 
And  had  the  better  of  gods  graces 
That  hath  bcfalle  in  many  place. 
And  if  it  like  vnto  yon  all, 
I  wide  assaie  howe  so  it  Iklle,    ' 
Our  enemies  if  I  maie  greue. 
For  I  haue  caught  a  great  beleoe 
Upon  a  point  I  wol  declare. 

This  ender  daie  as  I  gan  &re 
To  hnnte  vnto  the  great  berte, 
Whiche  was  tofore  myn  hoondes  sterte, 
And  eoery  man  went  on  his  side, 
Hym  to  pnrsewe,  and  I  to  ride 
B^gan  to  chas^  and  sooth  to  saie^ 
Within  a  while  oat  of  my  waie 
I  rode,  and  nist  where  I  was: 
And  slope  me  canght,  and  on  the  grasse 
Beside  a  welle  I  leyd  me  downe 
To  slope,  and  in  a  vision 
To  me  the  god  Mercurie  cam^. 
Goddesses  tbre  with  hym  he  nam, 
Minerue,  Venus,  and  luno: 
And  in  his  honde  an  apple  tho 
He  hdde  of  golde,  with  letters  writte: 
And  this  he  did  me  to  witte, 
Howe  that  thei  put  hem  ypon  mee. 
That  to  the  fairest  of  hem  three. 
Of  golde  that  apple  shoMe  I  yeoe. 
With  eche  of  hem,  tho  was  I  shryue, 
And  eche  one  faire  me  behight: 
But  Venus  saide,  if  that  she  might 
That  apple  of  my  yefte  gette. 
She  wolde  it  neuermore  feryete. 
And  saide,  howe  that  in  6rece  londe 
She  wold  bryng  in  to  myn  honde 
Of  all  this  erth  the  foirest, 
&  that  me  thought  it  for  the  best, 
To  hir  and  yafe  the  apple  tho. 
Thus  hope  1  well,  if  that  I  go. 
That  she  for  me  woll  so  oideine, 
That  thei  matere  for  to  pleine 
Sbull  haue,  er  that  I  come  ^ene. 

Nowe  haue  ye  herde,  that  i  woll  seyne. 
Say  ye,  what  stant  in  your  anis. 
And  euery  man  tho  saide  his. 
And  soodrie  causes  thei  recorde: 
fiut  at  last  thei  accorde. 
That  Parts  shall  to  Orece  wende  ^ 
And  thus  the  parliament  toke  ende. 

Cassandra  whan  she  heide  of  this. 
The  whiche  of  Paris  sister  is: 
Anone  she  gan  to  wepe  and  wayle; 
And  saide  alas,  what  may  vs  ayle: 
Fortune  with  hir  Uynde  whole 
Ne  woll  noi^ht  let  vs  stonde  wele. 
For  this  I  dare  well  Tnderlake, 
That  if  Paris  hb  way  take, 
As  it  is  saide,  that  he  shall  do. 
We  ben  for  euer  than  vndo. 
The  whiche  Cassandra  than  hight. 
In  an  the  worlde  as  it  beareth  sights 
In  bokes  as  men  finde  wvitfee. 
Is  that  Sybille,  of  whom  ye  wttte. 
That  all  men  yet  clepen  sage: 
Whan  that  she  wist  of  this  Tiagey 
How  Paris  shall  to  Grace  fore. 
No  woman  mijgibt  wone  forc» 


Ne  sorowe  more  than  she  dede. 
And  right  so  in  the  same  stedo 
Ferde  Helenus,  whiobe  was  hir  brother^ 
Of  prophecy  and  suche  another: 
And  all  was  holde  bat  a  iape. 
So  that  the  purpose,  whiche  was  shape. 
Or  w^re  hem  lefe,  or  were  hem  lothe. 
Was  holde:  and  into  Orece  goth 
This  Paris,  with  his  retenance. 
And  as  it  foil  vpon  his  chance. 
Of  Grace  he  londeth  in  an  iie. 
And  h3rm  was  tolde  the  same  while 
Of  folke,  whiche  he  began  to  freyne, 
Tho  was  in  theyle  queue  Heleyne: 
And  eke  of  conntrees'  there  aboute 
Of  ladies  many  a  lusty  route. 
With  mochel  worthy  people  also: 
And  why  thei  comen  theder  tho. 
The  cause  stode  in  suche  a  wise. 
For  worship  and  for  sacrifice, 
That  thei  to  Venus  wolden  make. 
As  thei  to  fore  had  Tudertake: 
Some  of  good  will,  some  of  behest 
For  than  was  htr  highe  fest 
Within  a  temple,  whiche  was  there. 

Whan  Paris  wist,  what  thei  were, 
Anone  he  shope  his  ordinance 
To  gone  to  done  his  obeisance 
To  Venus,  on  htr  holy  daie: 
And  did  Tpon  his  best  araie. 

With  great  richesse  he  hym  behongetb. 
As  it  to  suche  a  lorde  belongeth. 
He  was  nought  armed  netbeles. 
But  as  it  were  in  londe  of  pees : 
And  thus  he  goth  forth  out  of  ship. 
And  taketh  with  hym  his  fotaushtp. 
In  suche  manere,  as  I  you  saie. 
Unto  the  temple  he  belde  his  w>ie. 

Tidyng,  whiche  goth  ooerall. 
To  great  and  snull  forthe  withall. 
Come  to  the  quenes  eare,  and  tolde, 
Howe  Paris  feame,  and  that  he  wolda 
Do  sacrifice  to  Venus. 
And  whan  she  berde  tell  thus, 
She  thought,  howe  that  it  euer  bee. 
That  she  will  hym  abide  and  see. 

Forth  Cometh  Paris  with  glad  visage 
In  to  the  temple  on  pilgremage. 
Where  vnto  Venus  the  goddesse 
He  jreueth,  and  oiTi^th  great  richesse. 
And  prayeth  hir,  that  be  pray  wolde. 

A  lid  than  aside  he  gan  beholde 
And  see,  where  that  this  lady  stode. 
And  he  forthe  in  bis  fresshe  mode 
Goth  there  she  was,  and  made  hir  chere^ 
As  he  well  couth  in  his  manere ; 
That  of  his  wordes  suche  plesance 
She  toke,  that  all  hir  aqueintance, 
Als  ferforth  as  the  herte  laye 
He  stale,  er  that  he  went  awaye. 
So  goth  be  forthe,  and  toke  his  leue. 
And  thought  anone,  as  it  was  eue. 
He  wolde  doone  his  sacrilege. 
That  many  a  man  shulde  it  abedge. 

Whan  he  to  ship  ayene  was  come. 
To  hym  he  hath  his  counsaile  nome. 
And  all  deuised  the  matiere. 
In  suche  a  wise  as  thou  shalt  here. 

Within  night  all  priuely 
His  men  he  warnetb  by  and  by,' 
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That  thei  be  redy  aimed  soooe 

For  certeioe  thyng,  wfaicbe  is  to  done,    - 

And  tbei  anone  ben  redy  all. 

And  echone  other  gan  to  call. 

And  went  hem  out  Tpon  the  ttronde. 

And  toke  a  purpose  there  a  londe. 

Of  what  tbynge  th^t  thei  wolden  do, 

Towarde  the  temple  and  forth  thei  go.- 

So  felle  it  of  deoocion, 
Heieyne  in  contemplacion. 
With  many  an  other  worthy  wight. 
Was  in  the  temple  and  wolu  all  i|ight. 
To  bidde  and  praye  vnto  thimage 
Of  Venns,  as  was  than  Tmge. 
80  that  Paris  right  as  hyi|^  list. 
In  to  the  temple  er  thei  it  if  ist 
Came  with  his  men  all  sodeiily. 
And  all  at  ones  set  aikrie 
In  hem,  wbiche  in  the  temple  were. 
Por  tho  was  moche  peple  there. 
3ut  of  defence  was  no  boote. 
So  suffren  their,  that  soffre  mote. 

Paris  vnto  the  qnene  wente^ 
And  hir  in  both  his  annes  hente 
With  hymy  and  with  his  felauship,    • 
And  forth  thei  beare  hir  mto  ship. 
Up  goth  the  saile,  and  forth  thei  wente: 
Aiid  snche  a  W3nide  |brtQne  hem  lent. 
Till  thei  the  hanen  of  Troie  catif^t. 
Where  out  of  ship  anone  tbei  straoght. 
And  gone  hem  fofih  Ipwarde  the  towne;    - 
The  whiclie  came  with  procession 
Ayene  Paris,  to  sene  his  praiOf    • 
And  euery  man  began  to  saie 
To  Paris,  and  to  his  felauship. 
All  that  thei  ooutben  of  worship.. 
Was  none  so  littell  man  in  Trp|e, 
That  he  ne  madeipirthe  an4  ipye. 
Of  that  Paris  had  wonnen  Heieyne.    ■ 

But  all  that  roirthe  is  sorow  and  peyne 
To  Helenns,  a»d  to  Cassandre. 
For  thei  it  tolden  shame  and  sklandre 
And  losse  of  all  the  common  giaoe. 
That  Puis  out  of  holy  place 
By  stefth  hath  take  a  mans  wife: 
Wherof  be  shaU  lese  bis  Ufe, 
And  many  a  worthy  man  tbeito. 
And  all  the  citee  be  foido, 
Wbiche  neuer  shall  be  made  ayene. 
And  so  it  fell  right  as  the!  seyne;  ' 
The  sacrilege  wbiche  b^  wrought 
Was  cause,  why  the  gfekes  sougb(    • 
Unto  the  townp,  and  it  belaie, 
And  wolden  neuer  parte  #waie. 
Till  what  by  sleight,  and  what  Iqr  itrengtb, 
Thev  had  it  wonne  in  brede  and  length. 
And  brente,  and  slayne,  that  was  within. 

Nowe  se  my  Sonne  suche  a  synne 
Is  sacrilege  in  bhly  stede. 
Beware  therfore  and  bid  thy  bede. 
And  do  nothyi^g  in  holy  chnrche. 
But  that  thou  might  by  reason  worcbe. 

And  eke  take  bede  of  Achilles, 
Whan  he  vnto  bis  Joue  chees 
Polixena,  that  was  also 
In  holy  temple  of  Apollo, 
Wbiche  was  the  cause  why  he  died^ 
And  all  his  luste  was  leide  aside. 

And  Troiluf  vpbn  Creseide 
Also  his  tot  loue  |eyde 


In  holy  place,  and  bowe  it  ferde. 
As  who  seith,  all  the  worlde  it  herdei    • 
Forsake  he  was  for  Diomede, 
Shche  was  of  lone  his  last  mede. 

For  thy  my  sonne  I  wolde  rede,    • 
By  this  ensarople  as  thon  might  rade,    • 
Secbe  els  where  thou  wilte  thy  grace. 
And  ware  the  well  in-  holy  place. 
What  thou  to  loue  do  or  spekc^ 
In  aunter  if  it  so  be  wreke, 
As  thon  hast  herde  me  tell  to  fore. 
And  take  good  bede  also  therfore: 
Upon  the  forme  of  auarioe. 
More  thaq  of  any  other  vic^, 
I  bane  deuided  in  parties 
The  branches,  which  of  companies. 
Through  out  the  worlde  in  generall. 
Be  nowe  the  leders  ouer  all. 
Of  couetise,  and  of  periurie. 
Of  fels  brocage,  and  of  vsurie. 
Of  scaroenes  and  of  Tukyndeship, 
Which  neuer  drough  to  felauship. 
Of  robberie  and  of  prioe  steHb, 
Wbiche  done  is  for  the  worides  welth. 
Of  raoine,  and  of  sacritege. 

Which  maketh  the  conscience  agi«ge. 

All  though  it  male  riches  atteyne, 

It  floureth,  but  it  shall  not  greyne 

itnto  tbe  fruite  of  rightwisnesse. 

But  who  that  wolde  do  largesse 

Upon  the  reule,  as  it  is  yeue, 
«So  might  a  mi^n  in  trouth  line 

Towanl  his  god,  and  eke  also 

Toward  the  woddp:  for  both  two^ 

Largesse  awaiteth  as  beloogetb, 

To  neither  part  that  he  ne  wrongeth  3 

He  kepeth  him  seUe,  be  kepeth  his  frendeiy 

So  stant  he  saufe  to  both  his  endea. 

That  he  excedeth  no  measure. 

So  well  he  can  hyni  setfe  measure, 

Wherof  my  sonne  tbon  shalt  witte 

So  as  tbe  philosophe  hath  writte. 

Prodigns  et  parens  duo  sunt  extrsmaqae  laigns, 
Est  horam  roedius  plebis  in  ore  bonus. 

Nota  hie  de  rirtute  largitatis,  que  ad  oppositupi 
auaricie  inter  duo  extrema  videlicet  perci* 
moniam  et  prodigalitatem  specialiter  consistit. 

BBTWfK  the  two  extremities   • 

Of  vice,  stont  the  properties 

Of  vertue,  and  to  preue  it  so. 

Take  Auarice,  and  take  alfo  - 

Tbe  vice  of  prodigalitee 

Betwyv  hem  fiheralitee 

(Wliicbe  is  the  vertue  of  largesse) 

Stent,  and  gouerneth  bis  noblesse. 

For  tho  two  vices  iq  discoide 

Stonde  euer,  as  1  fynde  of  recorde: 

So  that  betwene  her  two  debate 

Largesse  raletb  his  estate. 

For  in  suche  wise  as  auarice. 

As  I  to  fore  hi^ne  tolde  the  vice,   > 

Through  streit  holding,  and  through  feannes  « 

Stant  contrary  to  ikrgesse: 

Right  so  stant  prodigalitee 

Reuers,  but  nougl^^  >°  suche  degree. 

For  so  as  auarice  sparetb. 

And  for  to  kepe  his  treasoor  c«reth| 
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That  other  all  hif  oini«  •nd  more, 

Ayeoe  the  witemftniMt  lore, 

Yeueth  and  dispendeth  here  and  thera^ 

80  that  hjm  recbeth  neuer  where, 

While  be  maie  borowe,  be  woll  dispende, 

Tyll  at  hist  be  saith,  I  wende. 

Bot  that  is  spoken  ail  to  late. 

For  than  is  pooertee  at  gate. 

And  taketh  byra  eoen  by  the  sleae. 

For  erst  woll  he  no  wisedome  leae. 

And  ryght  as  auarice  is  synne. 

That  wolde  bis  treasour  fcepe  and  w3rnDe: 

Right  so  is  prodigalitee. 

But  of  laigesse  in  his  degreof 

Whiehe  enen  stent  betwcne  the  two, 

The  high  god  and  man  also 

The  yerUie  eche  of  hem  comniendeth. 

For  he  bym  seloen  tfnt  amendeth, 

That  oner  all  his  name  spredeth^ 

And  to  all  other,  where  it  nedeth 

He  yeueth  his  good  in  suche  a  wise. 

That  he  maketh  many  a  man  arise, 

Whiehe  els  shuide  Iklle  lowe. 

Largesse  maie  not  ben  Toknowe. 

For  what  londe  that  he  reigneth  inne^ 

It  may  not  fisyle  tor  to  winoe 

Throogh  his  desert  lone  and  grace, 

Where  it  shall  fiule  in  other  place. 

And  thus  betwene  to  muche  and  lyte^ 

Largesse,  which  is  noqght  to  wite. 

Holt  ener  forth  tbe  myddell  waie. 

Bot  who  that  woll  torne  awaie 

Fro  that,  to  prodigalitee, 

Anone  be  leuekh  the  propirtee 

Of  yertoe,  and  goth  to  the  viee. 

For  in  suche  wise  as  Auarice 
Leueth  for  scannesse  his  good  name: 
Right  so  that  other  is  to  blame. 
Which  through  his  waste  mesore  exoedeth. 
For  no  man  wote  what  barme  it  bredeth. 
While  that  a  man  hath  ^;ood  to  yene. 
With  great  rowtes  he  maie  leoe^ 
And  bath  his  firendes  ouerall, 
And  eueriche  of  bym  tell  shall. 
The  while  he  hath  his  foil  packe. 
They  sayi  a  good  fdawe  is  lacke. 
Whan  it  foyleth  at  last, 
Anone  his  price  thei  onercast 
For  than  is  there  none  other  lawe, 
Bot  lacke  was  a  good  felawe. 
Wban  thei  hem  poore  and  nedie  sea 
They  let  bym  passe,  and  fore  well  bee* 
All  that  he  wcod  of  compania 
Is  than  tomed  to  folic. 

But  nowe  to  speke  in  other  kinde 
Of  lone,  a  man  maie  suche  lynde. 
That  where  thei  come  in  cueiy  route, 
Thei  cast  and  wast  her  looe  aboote. 
Tin  all  her  time  is  ouergone. 
And  than  haue  thei  looe  none. 
For  who  that  looeth  ouerall. 
It  is  no  reason,  that  he  shall 
Of  loiie  haue  aqy  propirtee. 
For  thy  my  sonne  auise  thee. 
If  thou  of  lone  hast  be  to  large. 
For  sQohe  a  man  is  not  tp  clMiq;t« 
And  if  it  so  be,  that  thou  hast 
Blspcnded  all  thy  tyme  in  wast. 
And  set  thy  looe  in  sondry  place. 
Though  thoa  the  suhstiioce  of  thy  grace 


Lese  at  the  last  it  is  no  wonder. 
For  he  that  put  bym  seloen  Tuder, 
As  who  saith,  commyn  oner  all. 
He  leseth  the  loue  speciall 
Of  euery  one,  if  she  be  wise. 
For  loue  shall  nought  beare  his  prise 
By  reaMHi,  whan  it  passetb  one. 
So  haue  I  sen  foil  many  one, 
That  were  of  loue  wele  at  ease, 
Whiehe  after  felle  in  great  disease. 
Through  wast  of  loue,  that  thei  spent 
In  sondry  places  where  thei  went. 

Right  so  my  sonne  I  aske  of  the. 
If  tkmi  with  prodigalitee 
Rast  here  and  there  thy  loue  wasted } 

My  fother  nay,  hot  I  haue  tasted 
In  many  a  place,  aa  ff  haue  go. 
And  yet  lone  I  nener  one  of  tho. 
But  for  to  drine  foorth  the  daie. 
For  leueth  well,  my  herte  is  aye 
Withoaten  mo,  for  euennore 
All  rpon  one,  for  I  no  more 
Desire,  but  hir  loue  alone : 
So  make  I  many  a  priue  mone. 
For  well  I  fele,  I  bane  dispended 
My  longe  looe,  and  not  amended 
My  spc^e:  for  ought  I  finde  yit. 
If  this  be  wast  vnio  your  wit 
Of  lone,  and  prodigalitee. 
Now  good  fother  demetb  jee. 
But  <>f  o  thyng  I  will  me  shriue. 
That  I  shall  for  no  loue  tbriue. 
But  if  hir  selfe  will  me  releue. 

My  sonne  that  I  male  well  leue. 
And  netheles  qne  semeth  so, 
For  ought  that  thou  hast  yet  mtsdo 
Of  tyme,  whiehe  thou  hast  spended. 
It  maie  with  grace  hen  amended. 
For  thyng  whiehe  maie  be  worth  the  coete, 
Perchaunce  is  nother  wast  ne  lostct 
For  what  thyng  stant  on  anenture. 
That  can  no  worldes  creature 
Tell  in  certaine,  howe  it  shall  wende. 
Till  he  therof  maie  sene  an  ende: 
So  that  I  note  as  yet  therfore. 
If  thou  my  sonne  hast  wonne  or  l^re. 
For  ofte  tyme,  as  it  is  sene 
Whan  sommer  hath  lost  all  his  grene. 
And  is  with  wynter  wast  and  bare. 
That  bym  is  lefte  nothyng  to  spare, 
AH  is  recouered  in  a  throwe. 
The  oolde  wyndes  ouerhluwe. 
And  stilled  ben  the  sharpe  shoores. 
And  sodeinliche  ayene  his  flonres 
Tbe  sommer  happeneth,  and  is  riche. 
And  so  percase  thy  grace  is  liche. 

My  sonne  though  thou  be  now  pouer 
Of  loue:  yet  thou  might  recouer. 

My  foder  certes  grant  mercy: 
Ye  haue  m^  taught  so  redily. 
That  euer  while  I  Hue  shall. 
The  better  I  maie  beware  with  all 
Of  thjrng,  which  ye  bane  said  er  this. 
But  euennore  how  that  it  is 
Toward  my  shrifte,  as  it  belongeth. 
To  wit  of  other  pointes  me  longeth, 
Wherof  that  ye  me  wolden  teche. 
With  aU  my  herte  I  yon  besecbe. 
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Est  gid»,  qas  nostmax  xnacalaQit  prima  psienteniy 

ExTetito  poino  quo  dolet  omnis  homo* 
HsBC  agit,  vt  corpus  animie  contraria  sphrat: 

Quo  caro  fit  crassa,  spiritus  atque  macer. 
lotus  et  exterius  si  qua  virtutis  habentur, 

Potibus  ebrietas  coniiiciata  niiL 
Mersa  sopore  labis,  que  Bacchus  inebriat  hospes 

Indignata  Venus  oscula  raro  premit. 

Uic  in  Sexto  libro  tractarfe  intendit  de  iTlo  capitali 
vitio,quodgula  dicitur,nec  non  et  eiusdem  dua- 
bus  soiummodo  speciebus,  videlicet  ebrietate  et 
delicacia,  ex  qui  bus  humane  concupiscentis  ob- 
lectamentum  habundantius  augmentatur. 

INCIPIT  USER  SEXTUS. 

The  great  sinne  originaU, 

.Which  euery  man  in  generaJI 

Upon  his  birth  hath  enneBOOiiied, 

In  paradise  it  was  mistmied, 

Whan  Adam  of  thilke  apple  bote^ 

His  swete  morcell  was  to  bote, 

Wbiche  dedly  made  the  raankyadcw 

And  in  the  bokes  as  1  finde, 

This  Tice,  whicbe  so  out  of  rale 

Hath  set  vs  all,  is  clep^  Gole: 

Of  whiche  the  branches  ben  so  great. 

That  of  hem  all  I  woU  not  treat. 

But  onliche  as  touchende  of  two 

I  thynke  to  speke,  and  of  no  mo. 

Wherof  the  firste  i^  dronkeship, 

Whiche  beareth  the  coppe  fieJauship. 

Ful  many  a  wonder  doth  that  vice. 

He  can  make  of.  a  wisman  nice. 

And  of  a  foole,  that  hym  shall  seme. 

That  he  can  all  the  lanre  deme, 

And  yeue  euery  iudgcment, 

Whiche  longeth  to  the  firmament. 

Both  of  the  stene,  and  of  the  moone : 

And  thus  he  maketb  a  great  Clarke  soone 

Of  hym,  that  is  a  lewde  man. 

There  is  no  thyng,  whiche  he  oe  can 

While  he  hath  dronkeship  on  honde: 

He  knoweth  the  sea,  he  knowetb  the  atronde, 

He  is  a  noble  man  of  armas. 

And  yet  no  strength  is  in  his  annei. 

There  he  was  stronge  enowe  tofbre 

With  dronkeship  it  is  forl<>re, 

And  all  is  chan^ped  his  estate. 

And  wexc'th  anone  so  feble  and  mate. 

That  he  maie  neither  go  ne  come. 

But  all  to  gether  he  is  beooroe 

The  power  both  of  honde  and  fote. 

So  that  algate  abide  he  mote. 

And  all  his  wittes  he  foryete, 

The  whiche  is  to  hym  suche  a  Icte, 

That  hr  wote  neuer,  what  he  doutb, 

Ve  whiche  is  fals,  ne  whiche  is  sooth, 

Ne  whicbe  is  dale,  ne  whiche  is  night, 

As  for  the  tyme  he  knoweth  no  wighte, 

That  he  ne  wute  so  mnche  as  this. 

What  manor  thyng  hym  seluen  ii. 

Or  he  be  man^  or  be  be  beast. 

That  holde  I  right  a  sory  feast: 

Whan  he,  that  reason  Tnderstoodei 

So  sudeinliche  is  weve  wooda, 
.  Or  elles  liche  the  deade  man, 

Whicbe  nuther  go  ne  speke  can. 

Thus  ofte  he  is  to  bedde  brought, 

But  yet  where  be  lieth  wMatb  ba  nought. 


Till  he  arise  ypon  tbe  nomwe. 
And  than  he  saith :  O  wbiebe  a  aorowa 
It  is  for  to  be  drinkeles. 
So  that  halfe  dronke  in  nicbe  a  leei 
With  drie  mouth  he  sterte  hym  rp. 
And  saith :  Bailie  ca  the  cappe. 
That  made  hym  lese  his  wit  at  ene^ 
Is  than  a  morowe  all  his  beleae. 
The  cup  is  all  that  ener  hym  pleaseth. 
And  also  that  hym  moat  diaeaseth. 
It  is  the  cup  whom  he  serueth, 
Whiche  all  cares  firom  hym  karaath. 
And  all  bales  to  hym  bryngetb. 
In  ioye  he  wepetb,  in  aorowe  he  siogelb. 
For  dronkensbip  is  so  diaers. 
It  maie  no  while  stonde  inaeti. 
He  drinketh  the  wine,  but  at  last 
The  wine  drinketh  hhn,  and  bynt  Mai  fMt, 
And  leith  hym  dronbe  by  tbe  walle,  • 
As  hym,  whiche  is  his  bonda  thrdle. 
And  all  in  his  pabiection. 
And  liche  to  sucbe  coadicion. 
As  for  to  speke  it  otherwise. 
It  lalleth  that  the  most  wise 
Ben  other  while  of  ktoa  adotcd, 
And  so  bewhapped  and  assoted. 
Of  dronken  men  that  neuer  yit 
Was  none,  whiche  halfe  so  lost  bis  wit 
Of  drinke,  as  thei  of  sucbe  tbynges  do, 
Whiche  cleped  is  the  iolife  wo, 
And  wexen  of  her  owne  thought 
So  dronke,  that  thei  knowe  nought 
What  reason  is,  or  more  or  lasse, 
Sucbe  is  the  kinde  of  that  stkenesse. 
And  that  is  not  for  lacl^e  of  brasrne: 
Biit  loue  is  of  so  great  a  mayne, 
'That  where  he  taketh  a  herte  on  honde. 
There  maie  nothing  his  might  withstonde. 
The  wise  Saiomon  was  noma. 
And  strpqge  Sampson  ooeroome. 
The  knightly  Danid  bym  ne  might 
Rescue,  that  he  with  the  sight 
Of  Bersabee  ne  was  bestade. 
Viigile  also  was  ouerlade, 
And  Aristotle  was  pnt  vnder. 

For  thy  my  sonne  it  is  ao  wonder,     * 
Yf  thou  be  dronke  of  loue  amonge, 
Whiche  is  aboue  all  other  stronge. 
And  if  so  is,  that  thou  so  bee. 
Telle  me  thy  sbrifte  in  priuitee. 
It  it»  no  shame  of  svche  a  thawe, 
A  yonge  man  to  be  dronkelcwe. 
Of  suche  phisike  as  I  can  a  parte. 
And  as  tne  semeth  by  that  arte. 
Thou  shuldest  by  phisonomie 
Be  shapen  to  that  maladie 
Of  louedronke,  and  that  is  ronthe. 

A  holy  fader  all  is  tronthe,. 
That  ye  me  telle,  I  am  be  knowe. 
That  I  with  loue  am  so  bethrowe. 
And  all  my  herte  is  so- through  sonke. 
That  I  am  veriliche  dronke : 
And  yet  I  maie  both  speke  and  go; 
But  I  am  ouercome  so, 
And  tomed  fro  my  selfe  so  ctene. 
That  ofte  I  wote  not  what  I  mene. 
So  that  excnsen  I  ne  maie 
My  hert  fro  the  first  dale. 
That  I  cam  to  my  ladle  kithe, 
I  was  neuer  ytt  sobra  sithe! 
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Where  I  bir  le,  of  m  Ur  wmght. 

With  muiynge  of  mja  owoe  thoaght 

Of  lone,  whiche  my  herte  ■wilctb. 

So  dronke  I  am,  that  my  witte  fiiiteth, 

And  all  my  brayne  ia  oneiionied, 

And  my  maner  fo  mittoraed. 

That  I  foryete  all  that  I  cao. 

And  stonde  like  a  maaed  man. 

That  ofte  whaa  I  shalde  plaie. 

It  maketh  me  drawe  oate  of  the  waie 

Id  toleyn  place  by  my  fclfe. 

As  doth  a  laborer  to  delfe, 

Whiche  can  no  gentilmau  chere. 

Or  elles  as  a  levde  Iren^ 

Whan  he  is  pm  to  his  penance: 

Right  so  lese  I  my  eontenance. 

And  if  it  nedes  so  betide. 

That  I  in  coropanie  abjnde,     • 

There  as  I  must  daonce  and  synge. 

The  hone  daunce  and  eaioljFnge^ 

Or  for  to  go  the  neve  foote, 

I  may  not  well  bene  rp  my  foote. 

If  that  she  be  not  in  tbe  waie. 

For  than  is  all  my  myrth  awaie, 

And  were  anone  of  thought  so  foil, 

Wherof  my  lymnes  ben  so  dull 

I  male  rnnethes  gnw  tbe  pns. 

For  thos  it  Is,  and  ener  it  waa. 

Whan  I  on  snche  thooghtes  mute 

The  Inst  and  myrth,  that  men  vse, 

Whan  I  see  not  my  lady  byme: 

All  is  foryete  for  the  tyme 

So  ferforth,  that  my  wittes  cbanngen, 

And  all  Instes  fto  me  sttanagen : 

That  thei  sein  all  tiwly. 

And  swere,  that  it  am  not  L 

For  as  the  man,  which  ofke  drynketh 

The  wine,  that  in  his  stomake  syoketh, 

Wazetb  dronke  an  wittes  for  m  threwc^ 

Right  so  my  lost  is  onertbrowe. 

And  of  mine  owne  tlwght  so  mate. 

I  waie,  that  to  myn  estate 

There  is  no  lym  wyll  me  seme. 

But  as  a  dnioken  man  I  sweme. 

And  suffie  snche  a  passion. 

That  men  banc  great  compassioD 

And  ecbe  b?  hym  selfe  memailetb, 

What  tbyng'  it  is,  that  me  so  ayletb. 

Such  is  tbe  maaer  of  my  wo, 

Whiche  time  that  I  am  bir  firo. 

Till  efte  ayene  that  1  bir  see: 

But  than  it  were  a  nicetee 

To  tell  you  how  that  I  fore. 

For  whan  I  maie  Tpon  Irir  stare, 

Hir  womanhead,  bir  gentilnesse, 

Myn  herte  is  full  of  snche  gladnesse, 

That  onerpasseth  so  my  wrt. 

That  I  urate  neoer  where  it  sit. 

But  am  so  drunken  of  that  sight. 

Me  thinketh,  that  for  the  time  1  might. 

Right  sterte  through  tbe  wholle  walie. 

Ai^  than  I  maie  well,  if  I  shall. 

Both  synge  and  daonce,  and  lepe  aboote. 

And  holde  forthe  the  lostie  route. 

But  nethelcs  it  falleth  so 

Fnll  olte,  that  I  fro  hir  go 

Ne  may,  but  as  it  were  a  stake 

I  stonde,  auisement  to  takcy 

And  loke  rpon  bir  foire  face. 

That  for  the  while  out  of  tbe  plaoc, 


For  all  the  woride  ne  might  I  wende. 

Such  lust  coipth  than  into  my  mynde: 

So  that  without  meate  and  drynke. 

Of  lusty  thoughtes,  whiche  I  thinke. 

Me  thinketh  I  might  stonden  ener. 

And  so  it  were  to  me  leoer. 

Than  soche  a  sight  for  to  leue. 

If  that  she  wolde  yeue  me  leoe. 

To  bane  so  mochell  of  my  wille. 

And  thus  thinkende  I  stoode  still 

Without  blencbinge  of  mine  eie. 

Right  as  me  thought  that  I  seie  . 

Of  parsdis  the  most  ioie. 

And  so  there  whyle  I  me  reioie 

Unto  ray  herte  a  great  desyre^ 

The  whiche  ig  hotter  than  the  fire. 

All  sodenliche  vpon  me  rennetb, 

lliat  all  my  thought  within  brennethy 

And  am  so  ferforth  oueroome. 

That  I  note  where  I  am  beooine: 

So  that  amonge  tho  bertes  stronge 

In  stede  of  drynke  I  ynderfonge 

A  thought  so  swete  in  my  courage^ 

That  neuer  pyement,  ne  vernage 

Was  halfe  so  swete  for  to  drynke. 

For  as  I  wolde,  than  I  tbjroke, 

As  though  I  were  at  mine  aboue. 

For  80  through  dronke  I  am  of  loue. 

That  all  that  my  sotie  demetfa. 

Is  soth,  as  than  it  to  me  semeth. 

And  while  I  maie  tho  thonghtes  kepe. 

Me  thinketh  as  though  1  were  a  slepe. 

And  that  I  were  in  goddes  barm^. 

But  whan  I  see  myn  owne  harme. 

And  that  1  sodenliche  awake 

Out  of  my  thought,  and  hede  take, 

Howe  that  the  sothe  stant  in  dede^ 

Than  is  my  sikernesse  in  drede. 

And  ioye>torneth  into  wo. 

So  that  tbe  hete  is  all  ago 

Of  Sttcbe  sotie,  as  I  was  inne: 

And  than  ayenewarde  I  begynne 

To  take  of  loue  a  newe  tburst» 

Whiche  me  greueth  all  there  wurst. 

For  than  oometh  the  blanche  Feoer 

With  cbele,  and  maketh  me  so  to  ^encr. 

And  so  it  coldeth  at  myn  berte^ 

That  wonder  is,  howe  I  asterte 

In  snche  a  poynte,  that  I  ne  deye. 

For  certes  there  was  neuer  keye, 

Ne  frosen  ise  vpon  the  walla 

More  inly  colde  than  I  am  alL 

And  thus  suffer  I  tbe  bote  cbele, 

Whiche  passeth  other  peynea  fele. 

In  colde  I  brenne,  and  frese  in  bete. 

And  than  I  drynke  a  bitter  swete , 

With  drie  lippe,  and  eien  wete. 

Lo  thus  I  temper  my  diete. 

And  take  a  diaught  of  snche  lelees. 

That  all  my  wit  b  herteles. 

And  all  my  bert  there  it  sitte. 

Is,  as  who  saitb,  without  witte. 

So  that  I  fneoe  it  by  reason. 

In  makynge  of  comparison 

There  maie  no  difference  bee 

Betwix  a  drooken  man  and  mee. 

But  all  tbe  werst  of  euericheone 

Is  euer,  that  I  thurst  in  one. 

The  more  that  my  herte  drynketh 

The  more  I  maie,  so  that  me  thinketh 
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My  tbont  sfaaO^  neuer  ht  acqaeint, 
God  sbelde,  that  I  be  not  dreynt 
Of  tttcbe  a  superfluitee. 
For  wele  I  feele  in  my  degree. 
That  all  my  witte  it  ouercast, 
Wherof  1  am  the  more  agast. 
That  in  defaute  of  ladiship 
Perchance  in  suche  a  dronkenship 
I  may  be  dead,  er  I  beware. 

For  certe«  fiither  this  I  dare 
Beknowe,  and  in  my  shrifte  telle, 
But  I  a  draught  haue  of  that  welle^ 

In  whiche  my  deth  is  and  my  life: 

My  ioye  is  toarned  in  to  strife. 
That  Bobre  shall  I  neatr  werthe^ 

But  as  a  droalteor  man  for  wartbe. 

So  that  in  londe  where  1  fare. 

The  lost  is  lore  of  my  welfare, 

Ab  he  that  maie  no  bote  fynde. 

But  this  me  thinketh  a  wonder  kynde. 

As  I  am  drunke  ef  that  I  drynke 

Of  these  thoughtes,  that  I  thynke. 

Of  whiobe  I  fynde  no  relees> 

But  if  I  myght  nethdea 

Of  suche  a  drynke  as  I  coueyte, 

8o  as  me  lust  haue  o  receite  . 

I  sbulde  assobre  and  fare  wele. 

But  so  fortune  vpon  hir  whele 

On  high  me  deigneth  not  to  sette. 

For  enermore  I  fynde  a  lette. 
The  botilerts  not  my  frende, 

Whiche  hath  the  key  by  the  bende  r 

I  may  weU  wisshJ,  and  that  is  waste. 

For  well  1  wote  so  fresshe  a  taste 

(But  if  my  grace  be  the  more) 

I  shall  assaie  neuermore. 

Thus  am  I  dronke  of  that  1  see. 

For  tastynge  is  defended  me. 

And  1  can  not  my  seluen  stanche. 

So  that  my  fader  of  this  branche 

]  am  gyltife,  to  telle  tiouth. 

My  Sonne  that  me  thinketh  roulh. 

For  tone  dronke  is  the  miscbiefe 

Aboue  an  other  the  most  chief. 

If  he  no  lusty  thought  assaye, 

Whic|ie  may  his  sory  thurst  alaye. 

As  for  the  tjrme  yet  it  lesseth 

To  hym,  wbiche  other  ioye  missetb. 
For  thy  my  sonne  aboue  all 

Thinke  well,  bow  so  it  the  befal>. 

And  kepe  thy  wittes  that  thou  hast. 

And  let  hem  not  be  dronke  in  wast. 
But  netheles  there  it  no  wight. 

That  maie  Vithstonde  loucs  might. 

But  why  the  cause  is,  as  I  finde. 

But  that  there  is  diuerse  kinde 

Of  loue  dronke  why  men  pleineth, 

Af^cr  the  courte,  whiche  all  ordeineth, 

1  will  the  telle  the  mftiere. 

Now  list  my  sonne,  and  thou  tbalt  here. 

Hie  nanat  eecundHm  poetam,  qnaliter  in  sno 
cellario  duo  doHa  lupiter  habet,  qooram  primum 
liquoris  duleissimi,  secundum  amarissimi  plenum 
coutistit,  ita  quod  ille,  cui  fatata  est  prosperitas, 
de  dulci  potabity  Alter  yero  cui  aduersabitur 
poculum  gustabit  amarum. 

fdk  the  fortune  of  enery  chance* 
After  the  goddet  purueapoe, 


To  man  it  groweth  f^om  «boat  t 
So  that  the  spede  of  enery  lone 
Is  shape  there,  er  it  befall. 
For  lufTiter  abonen  all, 
•Whiche  is  of  goddes  soneraine 
Hath  in  his  seller,  as  men  saine. 
Two  tonnes  full  of  loue  drtnke, 
That  maketh  many  a  herte  sinke^ 
And  many  an  herte  also  to  flete 
Or  of  the  sowre,  or  of  the  sweto. 
That  one  is  full  of  suche  piement, 
Whiche  pasieth  all  entepdement 
Of  mans  wit,  if  he  it  taste. 
And  maketh  a  ioyliib  herte  in  hast. 

That  other  bitter  as  the  galle, 
Whiche  maketh  a  mans  heit  paUe, 
Whose  dronkeship  is  a  tikenesse. 
Through  felynge  of  the  bittemette. 
Capide  is  botiler  of  bothe, 
Whiche  to  the  leefe,  and  to  the  lether 
Yeueth  of  the  twete,  and  of  the  soure: 
That  lorn  laugh,  and  some  loure. 
But  for  so  mucbe  m  he  blinde  if» 
Full  oft  tyme  he  goth  amis. 
And  taketh  the  bidde  for  the  good, 
Whiche  hyndreth  many  a  mans  fbode 
Withoote  cause,  and  forthereth  eke  i 
So  ben  there  som  of  lone  seke, 
Whiche  ought  of  reason^  to  ben  hole* 
And  som  comen  to  the  dole 
In  happe,  and  as  hem  selfis  lest 
Drinke,  vudeserued  of  the  best. 

And  thus  this  biynde  botiler 
Yeueth  ofte  trouble  in  stede  of  chere» 
And  eke  chere  in  stede  of  trouble.  , 
Lo  howe  he  can  the  heites  trouble. 
And  maketh  men  dronke  al  vpon  chance, 
Withoute  lawe  of  gouernance. 
If  be  drawe  of  the  swete  tonne. 
Than  is  the  sorowe  all  oner  ronne 
Of  loue  dronke,  and  shall  nought  greuen 
So  to  be  dranke  euery  euen. 
For  all  is  than  but  a  game. 
But  whan  it  Is  nought  of  the  same. 
And  he  the  better  tonne  draweth, 
Suche  dronkeship  an  herte  gnaweth* 
And  febleth  all  a  mannes  thought. 
That  better  hym  were  haue  dronke  noaght^ 
And  all  his  breade  haue  eaten  drie* 
For  than  he  leteth  his  lustie  weie. 
With  dronkeship,  and  wote  not  vhitbcr 
To  go,  the  wales  bene  so  slider. 
In  whiche  he  maie  percas  to.f»ll» 
That  he  shall  breke  hia  wittes  aU. 
And  in  this  wiae  men  ben  drfinke. 
After  the  drinke  thei  haue  drunkei 

But  aH  drinken  not  ylike. 
For  some  shall  singe*  and  some  shall  sike. 
So  that  it  me  nothynge  meruayleth 
My  Sonne,  of  loue  that  the  ayleth. 

For  I  wel  knowe  by  thy  tale. 
That  thou  hast  drunken  of  the  dwale»  ^ 
Whiche  bitter  is,  till  god  the  aende 
Suche  grace,  that  thou  might  amende. 

But  Sonne  thou  shalt  bidde  and  piaie. 
In  such  a  wise»  at  I  shall  saici 
That  thou  the  lust  well  atteyne 
Thy  wofoll  thuretes  to  restreyne 
Of  loue,  and  taste  the  swetenesf 
As  Bacchus  did  in  his  diatrcs^ 
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Whan  bodilicbe  tliartte  Ifym  bent, 
In  stnraiige  londes  where  he  went. 

Hota  hie  quliter  potng  eUqnando  titienti  ppeeibui 
adquiritur,  £t  aarrmt  exemplum,  quod  earn 
Bacchus  de  qoadaia  hello  ah  Oriente  repatriaas 
IB  qoibosdam  Lib^  partihas  alicuras  generis 
potom  non  inneait,  fusts  ad  louem  preeibus, 
apparuit  et  aries,  qui  terra  pede  percussit,  sta* 
timqae  ions  emanauit,  et  sic  potum  petenti  pe- 
titio  praaalmt. 

Tail  Bacchus,  sonae  of  lupitcr 

Was  bote,  and  as  be  veot  fer. 

By  his  fisthers  assignement 

To  make  a  werre  in  tborient. 

And  great  power  with  Iqrm  be  ladde, 

So  that  the  higher  boniie  be  badde^ 

Aad  Tictorie  of  bis  enmia. 

And  toarneth  bomwarde  with  his  prise, 

In  suche  a  conntrei  whiche  was  drey  ^ 

A  mescbiefe  fell  vpon  the  weye^ 

As  he  rode  with  his  compaayey 

Migh  to  the  strondes  of  Libye, 

There  migfat  thei  no  drioke  fijide 

Of  wateri  nor  of  other  kinde : 

80  tbat  hym  selfe,  and  all  his  hoste 

Were  for  deiaat  of  drinke  almoste 

Distioyed :  and  than  Bacchus  praide 

To  Inpiter,  and  thus  he  saide: 

O  bi^  fiither,  that  seest  all* 
To  whom  is  reason*  that  1  shall ' 
Beseche,  and  praie  Tn  euery  nede» 
Bebolde  my  father,  and  take  bede, 
This  full  thursty  that  we  be  inne 
To  staunche,  and  graunt  ts  for  to  winne,    . 
And  saufe  vnto  the  conntrei  fore. 
Where  that  our  lustie  loues  are 
Waytende  Tpon  our  home  oomynge. 
And  arith  the  icoyce  of  his  prayengje, 
Wbicbe  berde  was  to  the  goddee  hie. 
He  sigh  aoone  tofore  his  eie 
A  weUier,  wbicbe  the  groundc  bath  spomed, 
Aod  where  be  bath  it  ouertumed, 
"There  spronge  a  welle  fresshe  and  clere: 
Wherof  his  owne  botilere. 
After  the  Instes  of  his  wille, 
Yaue  euecy  man  to  drinke  his  fiUe.    . 
And  for  this  ilke  grsat  gtace 
Bacchus  Tpon  the  same  place  . 
A  riche  temple  let  arere, 
Wbicbe  ener  sbolde  stonde  there. 
To  thrustie  men  in  remembrance. 

For  thy  my  Sonne  after  this  chiineei 
It  sitte  the  wen  to  Uken  bede. 
So  for  to  prey  Tpon  thy  nede. 
As  Bacchus  preide  for  the  well, 
And  thinke,  as  thou  hast  berde  me  tell,  ' 
Howe  grace  he  gradde,  and  grace  he  had. 
Ha  was  no  foole,  tbat  first  so  rad. 
For  selden  get  a  dombe  man  londe. 
Take  tiiat  prouerbe,  and  ynderrtonde,   . 
That  wordes  ben  of  Yertue  gretle. 
For  thy  to  speke  thou  nc  lette. 
And  aske,  and  preie  erdy  and  late. 
Thy  thmt  to  quenche,  and  thinke  algate 
The  botiller»  whiche  bearetb  the  kcjre 
Is  blynde,  as  thou  bast  faenle  me  seye. 
And  if  it  might  so  betide 
Tbat  he  Tpon  the  blynde  side 


purees  the  swete  tonne  arauglit. 

Than  sbalte  tbou  baue  a  lustie  dranglil. 

And  wave  of  k>ue  dronke  sobre.  , 

And  thus  I  rede  thou  assobre 
Thyn  herte,  in  hope  of  suche  a  grace. 
For  dronkeship  in  euery  place. 
To  whether  side  that  it  tume. 
Doth  barme,  and  maketh  a  roan  to  spume. 
And  ofle  falle  in  suche  a  wise. 
Where  he  percas  maie  nought  arise. 

Hie  de  amoris  ebrietate  ponit  exemplum  qualiter 
Tristram  ob  potum,  quem  Brangweyn  in  vani 
ei  porreztt  die  amore  belle  Isolde  inebriatas 
extitit. 

And  for  to  loke  in  euidenca 

Upon  the  aothe  experience. 

So  that  it  hath  befoU  er  this. 

In  euery  mani  mouth  it  is, 

Howe  Tristram  was  of  loue  dronkcw 

With  bele  IsoMe  whan  thei  dronke 

The  drinke,  which  Brangweine  hem  betote 

Er  tbat  kyng  Marke  his  eme  hir  toke 

To  wife,  as  it  was  after  knowe. 

And  eke  my  sonne,  if  thou  wilte  knowe. 
As  it  hath  fallen  ouer  more 
In  loues  cause,  and  what  is  more 
'  Of  dronkeship  for  to  drede. 
As  it  whilom  befdl  in  dede, 
Wherof  thou  might  the  better  eschewe. 
Of  dronken  men  that  tbou  ne  sewe 
The  oorapanie  in  no  manere, 
A  great  ensample  thou  shalt  here. 

Hie  de  periculis  ebrietatis  causa  in  amore  contia-' 
gentibus  narrat,  quod  com  Perithous  illam  pul- 
cberrimam  Ipotatiam  in  vxorem  duceret,  qups- 
dam  qui  Centauri  vocabantur,  inter  alios  rid- 
•nos  ad  nuptias  inuitauit,  qui  vino  imbuti,  none 
nupte  formocitatem  aspicientes,  duplici  ebrie> 
tate  a  mensa  Ipotatiam  a  Perithoo  marito  apt 
impettt  rapuerunt. 

This  finde  I  writte  in  poene   ^ 
Of  thiike  faire  Ipotasie, 
Of  whose  beautee  there  as  she  was 
Spake  euery  man,  and  folle  per  cas. 
That  Perithous  so  hym  sped, 
Tbat  he  to  wife  bir  shulde  wed : 
Wherof  tbat  he  great  ioye  made. 
And  for  he  wolde  his  loue  glade, 
Ageyne  the  daie  of  mariage. 
By  mottthe  botbe,  and  by  message. 
His  frendes  to  the  fest  he  praied. 
With  g^reat  worship  and  as.men  said,    . 
He  hath  this  yonge  lady  spoused. 

And  whan  that  thei  were  all  housed. 
And  set  and  seraed  at  mete. 
There  was  no  wyne,  whiche  maie  begete^ 
That  there  ne  was  plontie  enough. 
But  Bacchus  thtlke  tonne  drougb, 
Wherof  by  waie  of  dronkeship. 
The  greatest  of  tbe  felauship. 
Were  out  of  reason  ouer  take. 
And  Venus,  whiche  bath  also  take 
Tlie  cause  most  in  speciall. 
Hath  yene  hem  drinke  forth  with  all 
Of  tbilke  cuppe,  whiche  exciteth 
The  lust,  wheren  a  man  delitath* 
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And  thus  by  double  wey  dronke 
Of  lust  that  ilke  fine  foDke 
Hath  made  hem,  as  who  leitk,  half  woode. 
That  tbei  no  reason  ▼nderstoode, 
Ne  to  none  other  tbyng  thei  teyen, 
But  hir,  whicbe  to  fore  her  eien 
Was  wedded  thiike  same  daie. 
That  fresshe  wife*  that  Instie  maioi 
Of  hir  it  was  all  that  thei  thoughten : 
And  so  farforth  her  lustes  sanghten,- 
That  theiy  whicbe  named  were 
Centauriy  at  the  feste  there 
Of  one  assent,  of  one  accorde. 
This  yonge  wife  maugre  hir  loirde. 
In  sacbe  a  rage  awnie  forth  ladden. 
As  thei,  whicbe  none  insight  haddeni 
But  onely  to  her  drunken  fere, 
'Whicbe  many  a  man  hath  made^misfare 
In  loue,  als  wel  as  other  wey^ 
Wherof,  if  1  shall  more  seye 
Upon  the  nature  of  this  vice. 
Of  custome,  and  of  exercite» 
The  roans  gmce,  howe  it  fordooth* 
A  tale,  whicbe  was  whilom  •oolh*. 
Of  fooles,  that  so  dronken  were, 
I  shall  reheroe  vnto  thyne  ere» 


Hie  loquitur  specialiter  contra  ▼itiom  illorom, 
qni  nimia  potatione  ex  consoetudine  ebriosi 
eiBcittntory  Et  narrat  exemplum  de  Oalba  et 
Vitello  qui  potentes  in  Hispania  principes  ftie- 

{  runt,  sed  ipse  ootidiane  ebrietatis  potibos  ass oeti, 
tanta  vicinis  intolerant  enormia^  quod  tandem 
toto  condamante  populo,  pena  sententie  capi- 
talis  in  eos  iodicialiter  diffinita  est,  qui  prius- 
quam  morereutur,  vt  penam  mortis  alleuiarent, 
spontanea  vim  ebrietate  sopiti,  quasi  porci 
iemlmortui  gladio  interieruntt 

i  BBDE  in  a  cronide  thus 

Of  Oalba,  and  of  Vitellus, 

^e  whicbe  of  Spayne  both  were 

The  greattest  of  all  other  there. 

And  bothe  of  o  condicion^ 

After  the  disposicion 

Of  glotony,  and  dronkship 

That  was  a  so^ie  felauship. 

For  this  thou  might  wel  ▼ndentoode^ 

That  man  male  welle  not  longe  stonde, 

Whicbe  is  wine  dronke  of  conmon  tysi 

For  he  hath  lore  the  Terlnesy 

Wherof  reason  sbuld  hym  cloth: 

And  that  was  sen  vpon  hem  both. 

Men  seyn,  there  is  no  euidenoe^ 

Wherof  to  knowe  a  difference 

Betwene  the  dronken  and  the  #oode. 

For  tbei  be  neuer  nother  good. 

For  where  that  wine  doth  wit  a  wtye^ 
Wisdome  bath  lost  the  right  weye» 
That  he  no  manor  vice  dredetb, 
Ko  more  than  a  blynd  man  thredeth 
His  nedel  by  the  sonna  light: 
Mo  more  is  reason  than  of  mif^t. 
Whan  he  with  dronkeship  ia  blent. 
And  in  this  point  tbei  weren  ihentt 
This  Oalba  both  and  eke  Vitelkt 
Upon  the  cause  as  1  shall  teU, 
Wherof  good  is  to  take  bede. 
For  thei  two  throiigh  her  drbnkenhedey 


Of  witles  ezcitacion 

Oppressed  all  the  oacion 

Of  Spayne:  for  all  fonle  rsaunee, 

Whicbe  done  was  of  conttnuaunce 

Of  hem,  whicbe  aU  daie  dronke  were» 

There  was  no  wife  ne  maiden  there. 

What  so  thei  wercy  or  feire  or  foule,    ' 

Whom  thei  ne  taken  to  defeule: 

Wherof  the  londe  waa  ofton  wo. 

And  eke  in  other  thynges  mo 

Thei  wrougbten  many  a  sondrie  wronger 

But  howe  so  that  the  daie  be  longe, 

The  derke  night  cometh  at  last, 

God  wolde  nought,  tbei  shulden  last. 

And  shope  the  lawe  in  sucbe  a  wise, 

That  thei  through  dome  to  tiie  loise 

Be  daAined  for  to  be  forlore^ 

But  thei,  that  had  be  tofore 

Endined  to  all  dronkenesscy 

HTer  ende  than  bare  witnesses 

For  thei  in  hope  to  asswage 

The  peine  of  dethe  vpon  the  rage. 

That  thei  lasse  shulden  fede. 

Of  wyne  let  fill  full  a  mode, 

And  dronken  till  so  was  befell* 

That  thd  her  strengthes  losen  all, 

Withouten  wit  of  ony  brajrne, 

And  thus  tbei  ben  halfe  deed  slayne. 

That  hem  ne  greueth  but  a  lite. 

My  Sonne  if  thou  be  for  to  wite . 
In  ony  point,  whicbe  I  bane  saide, 
Wherof  thy  wittes  bene  vnteidey 
I  rede  clepe  hem  home  ageyne. 

I  shall  do  father  as  ye  seyae, 
Als  ferforth  as  I  male  suflbe. 
But  well  I  wote,  that  in  no  wise. 
The  dronkeship  of  lone  aweye 
I  maie  remue  by  no  weye: 
It  stent  qougbt  vpon  my  fortoae. 
But  if  you  list  to  commune 
Of  the  seeonde  glotonie, 
Whicbe  cleped  is  ddicacie, 
Wherof  ye  spake  here  to  fore, 
Beseche  I  wolde  you  therfere. 

My  Sonne  as  of  that  ilke  vice, 
Whicbe  of  all  other  is  the  norioe. 
And  stent  ypon  the  retenue 
Of  Venus,  so  as  it  is  due, 
Th»  propertee  howe  that  it  ferath. 
The  boke  herafter  nowe  declaretb. 

Deiitiae  cum  diuitiis  sunt  inra  potentum. 
In  quibus  orta  Venus  ezdtat  ora  guise. 

Non  sunt  delitis  tales,  quse  corpora  pascunt, 
£x  quibus  impletus  gaudia  venter  agit. 

8ui  completus  amor  maiori  monere  gaudet : 
Cum  data  delitiis  meus  in  amante  fetur. 

Hie  tractat  super  ilia  ipeeie  gule,  qom  delicatift 
nuncupatur,  cuius  mollicies  voluptnote  carw 
penonis  predpua  potentibut  queqoe  comply 
centia  corponUteri^nistraL 

Or  this  chapter,  in  whicbe  we  trete. 
There  is  yet  one  of  iuche  diete. 
To  whicbe  no  poore  may  attaine. 
For  all  is  past  •■  paiadsimaiiia, 
And  sondrie  wyne,  and  sondry  drinke^ 
Wherof  that  be  woll  cnkt  and  driakew 
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His  cookes  ben  for  bym  iAiited, 

So  that  biii  body  is  awaited. 

That  hym  sliall  locke  no  ddite 

Alt  ferforth  as  his  appetite  , 

Suffiseth  to  Uie  meates  bote^ 

Wherof  the  lustie  vice  is  bote 

Of  Gule  the  delicacie, 

Whicbe  all  the  boUe  profrenie 

Of  lustie  foike  bath  vndertake    ' 

To  fede,  while  that  be  mate  take 

Ricbesse,  wherof  to  be  founde 

Of  abstinence  he  wote  no  bonnde 

To  what  profite  it  shnlde  serue. 

And  yet  phisike  of  his  conserae 

Maketb  many-  a  restrauAcion 

Unto  his  recreacion : 

Whiche  wolde  be  to  Venus  lefe. 

Thas  for  the  point  of  his  relefe 

The  cooke,  whicbe  sbal  bis  meate  arayey 

But  be  the  better  his  month  assaye, 

Hit  lordes  thonke  shall  olte  lese, 

£r  be  be  serucd  to  the  chete. 

For  there  maie  lacke  not  to  Hie, 

That  be  n«  fint  anone  a  wite. 

But  his  lost  be  fully  serued. 

There  hath  no  wight  bis  tbonke  deterued. 

And  yet  for  mans  sostenauncey 

To  kepe  and  holde  in  lonemanDoe, 

To  bym  that  woll  bis  bele  geate 

Ik  none  so  good,  as  common  meate. 

For  who  that  loketb  on  the  boket, 

It  seitb,  confection  of  cookes, 

A  man  b]nB  sholde  well  auise, 

Howe  be  it  toke,  and  in  what  wise. 

For  who  that  vseth,  that  he  knoweth. 

Full  selden  sikenes  on  hjrm  groweth : 

And  who  that  vseth  meates  straunge, 

Though  bis  nature  empayre  and  chauoge, 

It  is  no  wonder  liefe  sonne. 

Whan  that  he  both  ayenehis  wonne. 

For  in  sikenesse  this  I  fynde, 

Usage  is  the  seconde  kynde 

In  loue,  als  well  as  other  wey. 

For  as  these  holy  bokes  sey. 

The  bodily  delices  ail^ 

In  euery  poynt  ho  we  so  thei  fall, 

Unto  the  soule  doue  greaance. 

And  for  fo  take  in  remembrance 

A  tale  accordant  vnto  this, 

Whicbe  of  great  mderstandyng  is 

To  mans  soule  reasonable, 

I  thynke  tell,  and  is  no  fable. 

Hie  pontt  exemplvm  contra  istos  delicatosi  et 
iiarrat  de  diuite  et  Lazaro,  quorum  gesta  in 
euangelio  Lucas  euidentius  describit. 

Of  Cbristis  woide,  who  woll  it  rede, . 
Howe  that  this  vice  is  for  to  drede, 
In  theuangile  it  telleth  pleyne, 
Whicbe  mote  algate  be  certeine. 
For  Cbriste  bym  selfe  beareth  witnesse : 
And  though  the  clerke,  and  the  clergesse 
111  laten  tonge  it  rede  and  synge, 
Yet  for  the  more  knowlecbeynge  ' 
Of  trouthe,  whicbe  is  good  to  iv'itte 
I  shall  declare,  as  it  is  writte 
In  englisbe,  for  that  it  began. 

Cbriste  seitb,  there  was  a  ricbe  man. 
A  mygbty  lorde  of  great  estate, 
And  Itt:  was  eke  so  delicate 


Of  his  clotbyng  that  euery  daio 

Of  purpre  and  bysse  be  made  bym  gaie. 

And  ete  and  dranke  tberto  bis  fyil. 

After  the  lustes  of  bis  wjril : 

As  be,  whicbe  all  stoode  in  delice, 

And  toke  none  hede  of  thiike  vice. 

And  as  it  sholde  so  betide, 
A  poure  lazar  vpon  a  tide 
Came  to  the  gate,  and  axed  meate: 
But  there  might  he  notbyng  geate 
His  deedely  bungre  for  to  staunche. 
For  be,  whiche  bad  his  fall  paunche 
Of  all  lustes  at  borde, 
Ne  deigneth  to  ipeake  a  worde, 
Onlicbe  a  cromme  for  to  yeqe, 
Wherof  this  poure  might  leue 
Upon  the  yefte  of  bis  almesse. 
Thus  laie  this  poure  in  great  distretse, 
A  colde  and  bongred  at  the  gate. 
For  whicbe  he  migbt  go  no  gate, 
So  was  he  wofoUy  besene. 
And  as  these  holy  bokes  seyn. 
The  boundes  comen  fro  the  halle. 
Where  that  this  sicke  man  was  fUle, 
And  as  he  laie  there  for  to  dele 
The  woundes  of  his  maladie 
Thei  licken,  for  to  doone  bym  ease. 
But  be  was  full  of  suche  disease, 
That  be  maie  not  the  deth  escape: 
But  as  it  was  that  time  shape. 
The  soule  fro  the  body  passetb : 
And  be,  whom  notbyng  ouerpassetb. 
The  high  god  rp  to  the  beoen   ' 
Hym  toke,  where  be  bath  set  hym  eoen 
In  Abrahams  barme  on  bigbe. 
Where  be  the  heuens  ioye  sigbe. 
And  had  all  that  be  haue  wolde. 
And  foil  as  it  befall  sholde  t 
This  ricbe  man  the  same  throwe 
With  sodein  deth  was  ooerthrowe. 
And  forth  witbouten  any  went 
Unto  the  hell  straught  be  went: 
The  foode  into  the  fyre  bym  drtragb 
Where  that  he  bad  peine  enongh 
Of  flame,  whicbe  that  euer  brenn 
And  as  bis  eie  about  rennetb. 
Toward  the  beoen  be  cast  his  loke. 
Where  that  he  sigh,  and  hede  toke. 
How  lazar  set  was  in  his  see, 
Als  farre  as  euer  he  might  see. 
With  Abraham,  and  than  be  praida 
Unto  the  patriarche  and  sayde: 
Sende  lazar  downe  fro  thiike  sete 
And  do,  that  he  his  finger  wete 
In  water,  so  that  be  maie  droppe 
Upon  my  tonge,  for  to  stoppe 
The  great  bete,  in  irhiche  I  brenne. 

But  Abraham  answerde  then, 
And  sayd  to  bym  in  this  wise: 

Salomon.    Sui  obturat  aores  suas  ad  elamorem 
pauperumy  ipse  clamabit,  et  non  ezaudietur. 

0 

My  Sonne,  thou  the  migbt  auise^ 

And  take  in  to  thy  remembrance, 

Howe  lazar  had  great  penance. 

While  he  was  in  that  other  life, 

But  thou  in  all  thy  Inst  ioltfe 

The  bodely  delkses  eonghtest. 

For  thy  so  ay  thou  than  wroui^ttfltt,  \ 
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Noire  sbalte  thou  take  tby  rewarde 
Of  deadly  peyne  hare  afterwarde 
In  hell,  whiche  shall  euer  laft» 
And  this  lazar  nowe  at  last 
This  worldes  peyne  is  ouerromie, 
In  heuen  and  hath  his  life  begoone 
Of  ioye,  whiche  is  endelcs. 

But  that  thou  preidest  nethelei« 
That  I  shall  laser  to  the  sende. 
With  water  on  his  ^oger  eode, 
Thyne  hote  tonge  for  to  kele; 
Thou  shalt  no  stiche  graces  fele. 
For  to  that  fbule  place  of  synne, 
For  ener  in  whiche  thou  shalt  be  ioncv 
Cometh  none  out  of  this  place  thider^ 
Ne  none  of  you  may  come  hider*  ' 
Thus  he  ye  parted  nowe  a  two. 
The  ri6he  ayeaeward  cride  tho : 

0  Abraham,  si  the  it  so  is 

That  lazar  maie  nought  do  me  tbis^ 
Whiche  I  haue  axed  in  this  plaee, 

1  wolde  pralc  an  other  grace. 
For  I  bane  yet  bretbeme  fioe^ 
That  with  my  father  bene  a  liae» 
To  gether  dwellende  in  one  bons. 
To  whom,  as  thoo  art  gracious, 

I  praie,  that  thou  woldest  sende 

Lszar,  so  that  be  might  wende 

To  wame  hem,  how  the  worlde  is  went» 

That  afterward  the!  be  not  sbent 

Of  suche  pdnes  as  thai  drie. 

JLo  this  I  praie,  and  this  1  crie, 

Howe  I  maie  not  my  selfe  amende. 

The  patriarke  aaone  sewende, 
To  this  praier  answerde  Naie, 
And  saide  hjrm,  howe  that  eaery  daie 
His  bretherne  might  knowe  and  here 
Of  Moyses  on  erthe  here. 
And  of  prophettes  other  mo, 
What  hem  was  best:  And  he  saith  no> 
But  if  there  might  a  man  arise 
From  deth  to  life  in  suche  a  wise 
To  tellen  hem,  howe  that  it  were. 
He  saide  than  of  pure  fere 
Thei  shulden  well  bewaiv  thari>y« 

fiood  Abraham,  nay  sikerly. 
For  if  thei  nowe  will  not  obey 
To  suche,  as  leche  hem  the  wey. 
And  all  day  teache,  and  all  daie  telle, 
Howe  that  it  stant  of  heuen  and  belle, 
Thei  will  not  than  taken  hede. 
Though  it  befell  so  in  dede. 
That  any  deade  man  were  arraredy 
To  ben  of  hjrm  no  better  lered 
Than  of  an  other  man  on  line. 

If  thou  my  sonne  canst  descriue 
This  Ule,  as  Christe  hym  selfe  it  iolde. 
Thou  shalt  haue  cause  to  beholde, 
To  se  so  great  an  euideooe, 
Wherof  the  soth  experience 
Hath  shew^opeoliche  ateie. 
That  bodely  delicacie 
Of  hym,  whiche  yeneth  none  almesse. 
Shall  after  fell  in  great  distresse, 
And  that  was  sane  ypon  the  riche. 
For  he  ne  wolde  vnto  his  liche 
A  cromme  yeuen  of  bis  breadde. 
Than  afterwarde  whan  he  was  deade, 
A  droppe  of  water  hym  was  werned. 
Thnt  maie  a  na&f  wit  belenied 


Of  hem,  that  so  defitae  ttkBtg 
Whan  thei  with  death  ben  oucartakev^ 
That  erst  was  iweta  is  than  so#re. 
But  he  that  is  a  gouemour 
Of  worMes  ioye,  if  he  be  wise. 
Within  his  herte  he  set  no  prise 
Of  all  the  worlde,  and  yet  he  neth 
The  good,  that  he  nothyng  reftnetb. 
As  he,  whiche  lorde  is  of  the  thyngiser 
The  ouches,  and  the  riche  ryages. 
The  doth  of  golde,  and  the  perrie 
He  taketh :  and  yet  the  delicacie 
He  leoetb,  though  he  wean  all  this. 
The  best  mete,  that  there  it 
He  eateth,  and  drinketh  the  best  drinker 
But  howe  that  euer  he  eate  or  drinke» 
Delicacie  he  put  aweie. 
As  be,  whiche  goth  the  right  weie» 
Nought  only  for  to  fede  and  clotba 
His  body,  but  his  soole  bothe. 
But  thei  that  taken  other  wiser 
Her  Instes,  bene  none  of  the  wlse^ 
But  nowe  a  daie  a  ipan  maie  see 
The  worlde  so  full  of  vanitee. 
That  no  man  taketh  of  reason  hade. 
Or  for  to  elotbe,  or  for  to  fede: 
But  all  is  set  vnto  the  vice. 
To  newe  and  changen  his  delice. 

And  right  so  chaungtth  his  astaftey 
He  that  <^loue  is  delicate. 
For  though  be  had  to  his  honde 
Tlie  best  wife  of  all  the  londe. 
Or  the  feirest  loue  of  all : 
Yet  wolde  his  herte  on  other  faU^ 
And  thiuke  hem  more  ddicious. 
Than  he  hath  in  his  owne  bout. 
Men  seyne  it  is  nowe  ofte  so. 
Anise  hem  well,  thei  that  so  do# 
And  for  to  speke  in  other  waie,- 
Full  ofte  tyme  I  bane  herde  sale. 
That  he,  whiche  hath  no  loue  acheoed-, 
Hym  thinketh  that  he  is  not  relieued^ 
Though  that  his  ladie  make  hymrchcre^ 
So  as  she  maie  in  good  manera 
Hir  honour,  and  hir  name  saue. 
But  he  the  surplus  might  bane,- 
Notbyng  witbrtandyng  hir  astate 
Of  loue  more  delicate. 
He  set  hir  chere  at  no  dditoi 
Bnt  if  he  haue  all  his  appetite. 

My  Sonne  if  it  with  the  ha  so, 
Tdl  me  ?    Myn  holy  fethar  no^ 
For  delicate  in  suche  a  wise 
Of  loue,  as  ye  to  me  deoise, 
Ne  was  I  neoer  yet  gyltife. 
For  if  I  had  suche  a  wife. 
As  ye  speke  of,  what  shnlde  I  more : 
For  than  I  wolde  neuer  more. 
For  lost  of  any  womanhedey 
My  herte  rpon  none  other  fede: 
And  if  I  did,  it  were  a  waste. 
But  all  withoia  snche  repaste 
Of  lust,  as  ye  me  tolde  abone. 
Of  wife,  or  yet  of  other  loue, 
I  feste,  and  maie  no  fode  geate. 
So  that  for  li|cke  of  deintie  meate. 
Of  whiche  an  herte  maie  be  fedda, 
I  go  festynge  to  my  bedde. 

But  might  I  gotten  as  ye  toMe, 
So  mochel,  that  my  lady  .wolda 
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Me  fede  with  hlr  gladde  semblauot, 
Tboaf^h  me  lacke  all  the  remeqaant: 
Yet  tbalde  1  somdele  ben  abeched, 
And  for  the  tyme  wel  refresihed. 

But  oeites  fader  she  ne  doth. 
For  in  good  feith  to  tellen  aotb, 
I  trowe,  thoagfa  I  shulde  sterue^ 
She  volde  not  bir  eie  cwenie* 
My  berte  with  one  goodiy  looke 
To  fede,  and  thus  for  sucbe  a  cdoka 
I  maie  go  fiutinge  euermot 
But  if  to  it,  that  any  wo 
Maie  fede  a  mam  berte  wele, 
Therof  I  bane  at  euery  ttiele. 
Of  pleotie  more  thau  enough. 
But  that  i«  of  bym  selfe  so  tough. 
My  ttomake  maie  it  not  defie. 
Lo  suebe  is  the  dielicacie 
Of  loue,  whiche  my  herte  fedeth. 
Thus  haue  I  lacke  of  that  me  nedetb. 
But  for  all  this  yet  netheles, 
I  say  not,  I  am  gilteles. 
That  I  somdele  am  delicate. 
For  els  were  I  folly  mate : 
But  if  that  I  some  lusty  stounde 
Of  comforte  and  of  ease  fouode. 
To  take  of  lone  some  repast. 
For  though  I  with  full  taste 
The  lust  of  loue  maie  not  fote, 
Myn  honger  otherwise  I  kele. 
Of  smale  lustes,  whiche  I  pike, 
Aud  for  a  tyme  yet  thei  like. 
If  that  ye  wisten,  what  I  meanc. 

Nowe  good  Sonne  shrine  the  cleane 
Of  sncbe  deinties  as  ben  good, 
Wherof  thou  takest  thyn  herts  foode. 

My  fothier  I  shall  you  reherse, 
Howe  that  my  foodes  ben  diuerse. 
So  OS  tbei  follen  in  degree. 
One  feedynge  is  of  that  I  see : 
An  other  is,  of  that  I  here : 
The  thirde,  as  1  shall  tellen  here,   . 
At  groweth  of  royne  owne  thought. 
And  els  shulde  I  line  noughL 
For  whom  that  foileth  foode  of  herte, 
He  maie  nought  well  the  dethe  asterte. 

Notii  qualiter  visus  in  amore  se  contmet  delicatus. 

Of  sight  is  all  my  first  foode. 

Through  whiche  myiie  eie  of  all  goode 

Hatb  that  to  hym  is  accordant, 

A  lustie  foode  suffisant. 

Whan  that  I  go  towarde  the  place, 

Where  I  shall  see  my  ladies  face, 

Myn  eie,  whiche  is  lotbe  to  fiiste, 

Begynm*th  anone  to  hungre  se  fisste. 

That  hym  thynketh  of  an  houre  three. 

Till  I  there  come,  and  he  bir  see  i 

And  than  after  his  appetite 

He  tAketh  a  foode  of  suche  delite, 

That  hym  none  other  deintie  nedetb,  • 

Of  sondrie  tigbtes  be  hym  feedeth. 

He  seeth  bir  foce  of  suche  coloure. 
That  ffessber  is  than  any  floure. 

He  seeth  hir  front  is  Urge  and  plaync. 
Without  frounce  of  any  grayne. 

He  seeth  hir  eten  liche  an  heuen,, 
And  seeth  hir  nose  streioe  and  euen.' 

He  seeth  hir  rudde  vpon  the  cheke, 
And  seeth  hir  redde  lippes  eke. 


Hir  chynne  aocordeth  to  the'faoet 
All  that  he  seeth  is  foil  of  grace. 

He  seeth  htr  necke  rounde  and  dene, 
Tberin  maie  no  bone  be  sene. 

He  seeth  bir  bandes  faire  and  white. 
For  all  this  thyng  without  wate 
He  maie  see  naked  at  lest. 
So  is  it  well  the  more  feste, 
And  well  the  more  delicacie 
Unto  the  feedyng  of  the  eie. 

He  seeth  hir  shape  forth  with  all, 
Hir  body  rounde,  hir  middell  sipall, 
So  well  begone  with  good  arraie, 
Whiche  passeth  all  the  lust  of  mate. 
Whan  be  is  moste  with  sode  sbowret 
Full  clothed  in  his  lusty  flowres. 
With  suche  sightes  by  and  by 
Myn  eie  is  fedds^  but  finally 
Whan  he  the  porte  and  the  manere 
Seeth  of  hir  womannysshe  obere. 
Than  hath  be  suche  delite  on  bonder 
Hym  thinketh  he  might  «till  stunde. 
And  that  he  hatb  full  sufilsance 
Of  Ituelode,  and  of  sustenance. 
As  to  bis  parte  for  euernio. 
And  if  it  thought  all  other  so. 
Fro  then  wolde  he  neuer  weade. 
But  there  vnto  the  worldes  ende 
He  wolde  abide,  if  that  he  might, 
And  feeden  hym  vpon  the  sight. 

For  though  I  might  stondeaaia 
In  to  the  tyme  of  domes  daici 
And  lolce  vpon  hir  euer  in  6ner 
Y«;t  whan  I  shulde  fro  hir  gone, 
Myne  eie  wolde,  as  though  he  tSsate 
Ben  honger  storuen  also  fost^ 
Till  efte  ayene  that  he  hir  seie : 
Suche  is  the  nature  of  myn  eie. 
There  is  no  lust  so  deintefull. 
Of  whiche  a  man  shulde  not  be  foil. 
Of  that  the  stomake  vnderfongetha 
But  euer  in  one  myn  herte  Jongeth. 
For  loke  howe  thata  goshauke  tireth. 
Right  so  dothe  he,  whan  that  he  pireth 
And  tooteth  on  bir  womanhede. 
For  he  maie  neuer  fully  fede 
His  lust,  but  euer  a  liche  sore 
Hym  hongretb,  so  that  he  the  man 
Desireth  to  be  fedde  algate. 
And  thus  myn  eie  is  made  the  gate. 
Through  which  the  deinties  of  my  tholqibt 
Of  lust  ben  to  myn  berte  brought. 
Right  as  myn  eie  with  his  loke, 
U  to  myn  herte  a  lustie  cooke 
Of  lones  foode  delicate: 

Oualiter  auris  in  aaore  delectatur.. 

RiGBT'so  myn  eare  in  bis  state. 
Where  as  mine  eie  maie  not  sense. 
Can  well  my  bertes  thooke  deaerue. 
And  feden  hym  fro  daie  to  daie 
With  suche  deinties  as  be  maie. 

For  thus  it  is,  that  ouer  all. 
Where  as  I  oome  in  speciall, 
1  maie  here  of  my  ladie  priee. 
I  here  one  saie,  that  she  is  wise. 
An  other  saith,  that  she  is  good. 
And  some  men  seyae,  of  worthy  blood 
That  she  is  come,  and  is  also 
So  fayiCj  that  no  where  ii  none  so. 
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And  lome  men  preiae  fair  goodly  cbere. 
Thus  euery  tbynge,  that  I  maie  here, 
Whiche  towneth  to  aiy  lady  good. 
Is  to  myn  eare  a  lusty  foode. 

And  eke  myn  eare  bath  ouer  this 
A  deiotie  feaste,  whan  so  is 
That  I  maie  here  hir  seliien  speke. 
For  than  anone  my  feate  I  breke 
On  snche  wordes,  as  she  saith, 
That  full  of  trouth,  and  full  of  feyth 
Thei  ben,  and  of  so  great  disporte. 
That  to  myn  eare  great  comforte 
Thei  done,  as  thei  that  ben  delioes. 
For  all  the  meates  and  the  spices. 
That  any  Lumbarde  couth  make, 
Ne  ben  so  Instie  for  to  take, 
He  so  ferfortb  restauratife, 
I  sey  as  for  myn  owne  lyfe. 
As  ben  the  wordes  of  hir  mouth. 
For  as  the  wyndes  of  tlie  south 
Ben  moste  of  all  debonaire : 
So  when  hir  lust  to  speke  faire. 
The  vertue  of  hir  goodly  spachc 
Is  Terily  myn  hertes  lecbe. 

And  if  it  so  befidle  amonge. 
That  she  carole  Tpoua  songe. 
Whan  I  it  here,  I  am  so  fedde. 
That  I  am  fro  my  telfe  so  ledde. 
As  though  I  were  in  Paradise. 
For  certes  as  to  myn  anise, 
Whan  I  here  of  Mr  voycc  the  steneni 
Me  thynkth  it  is  a  blisse  of  beoen. 
And  eke  in  otherwise  also. 
Full  oft  tyme  it  lalLeth  so, 
Myn  ere  with  a  good  pitance 
Is  fed,  of  redinge  of  Eomaoce, 
Of  Jdoyne,  and  of  Amadas, 
That  whi  lome  were  in  my  cas: 
And  eke  of  other  many  a  score. 
That  loued  longe,  er  I  was  bore. 
For  whan  I  of  her  kmes  rade, 
Hyn  ere  with  the  taie  I  fede. 
And  with  the  Just  of  ber  bistoire 
Somtime  I  draw  into  memoire, 
Howe  sorowe  maie  aot  eaer  last. 
And  so  hope  cometh  in  at  last. 
Whan  I  none  other  foode  knowe: 
Attd  that  eoduratfa  but  a  thiowe, 
Right  as  it  were  a  cberie  feste : 
But  for  to  counten  at  lest 
As  for  the  while  yet  it  easetb. 
And  somdele  of  my  hert  appeteth. 
For  what  thinge  t«  my  ere  spredoth, 
Whiche  is  pleasant,  somdele  it  easeth. 
With  wordes  suche  as  he  maie  gete. 
My  lust  in  stede  of  other  mete. 

Lo  thus  my  fader  as  I  you  seie 
Of  lust,  the  whiche  myn  cie  batb  seie. 
And  eke  of  that  myn  care  batb  beide. 
Full  ofte  I  bane  tbe  better  farde : 
And  tho  two  bryngen  in  the  thridde. 
The  whiche  bath  in  myn  herte  amydde 
His  place  take,  to  araie, 
Tbe  lustie  thoughles  whiche  assaie 
I  mote,  and  nameliche  on  nigbtce. 
Whan  that  me  lack;0tfa  aH  sigbtes 
And  that  min  heriof  e  is  ^wtjp 
Than  is  be  redy  So  tbe  wey 
My  rere  souper  for  to  majke^ 
Of  whiche  my  bertet  ioode  I  take 


Sualiter  cogitatof  impresrioaes  leticie  inagios* 
tiuas  coidibns  inserit  amaatum. 

This  lustie  cookes  name  is  bote 

Thought,  which  bath  euer  his  pottes  bote 

Of  loue  boylend  on  the'  fire, 

With  fantasie,  and  with  desire. 

Of  whiche  er  this  foil  ofte  he  fedde 

Myn  herte,  whan  I  was  a  bedde 

And  than  be  set  vpon  my  horde 

Botlie  euery  sight,  and  euery  worde 

Of  lust,  whiche  I  haue  herde  or  seyne: 

But  yet  is  not  my  fest  all  pleyn. 

But  all  of  woldes,  and  of  wisshes, 

Therof  haue  I  my  foU  dissbes. 

But  as  of  felynge,  and  of  taste. 

Yet  might  1  neuer  haue  o  repaste. 
And  as  I  haue  sayd  to  fome, 

I  iicke  bony  of  the  thome, 

And,  as  who  settb,  Ypon  the  bridell 

I  chewe  so  that  all  is  ydell. 

As  in  effect  the  foode  1  haue. 

But  as  a  man,  that  wolde  him  saue. 

Whan  he  is  sicke,  by  medicine: 

Right  so  of  loue  the  fomtne 

I  fonde  in  all  that  euer  I  maie, 

To  fode  and  driue  forthe  the  daie, 
Till  1  maie  haue  the  great  fost, 

Whiche  all  my  hunger  might  areste. 

Lo  suche  ben  my  lustes  three. 
Of  that  I  thynke,  and  here,  and  see. 

I  take  of  loue  my  fedinge,    ' 
With  oute  tastinge  or  felinge. 
And  as  the  plouer  doth  of  the  eire 
I  line,  and  am  iu  good  espeire. 
That  for  none  sucbe  delicacie 
I  trowe  I  do  no  glotenie.   . 
And  netheles  to  your  auise 
Myn  holy  fader,  that  ben  wise, 
I  recommende  myn  estate 
Of  that  I  haue  ben  delicate. 

My  Sonne  I  rnderstonde  wele. 
That  thou  hast  tolde  here,  euery  dele. 
And  as  me  thinketh  by  tlty  tale, 
It  ben  delites  wonder  smale, 
Wherof  thou  takest  thy  loues  foode. 
But  Sonne,  if  that  thou  tnderstoode. 
What  is  to  ben  delicious. 
Thou  woldest  not  be  curious, 
Upon  the  lust  of  tbyn  astate 
To  ben  to  hote  or  delicate: 
Wherof  that  thou  reason  excede. 
For  in  the  bokes  thou  might  rede. 
If  mans  wisdom  shall  be  sewed. 
It  ought  well  to  ben  eschewed 
As  well  by  reason  as  by  kynde, 
Of  olde  ensamplea  as  men  fynde. 

« 

Hie  loquitur  de  delicacla  Neronis,  qui  corpora- 
libus  deliciis  magis  adherens,  spiritualia  gaudia 
'  minus  obttnnit* 

That  man  that  wolde  hym  wdl  anise, 

Delicacie  is  to  dispise. 

Whan  kyade  accordHh  not  withall: 

Wherof  ensample  speetall 

Of  Nero  whylom  maie  be  tolde, 

Whiche  ayens 'kynde  manyfolde 

His  lustes  toke,  till  at  last, 

That  god  bym  wolde  all  oueroaatt^     . 
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Of  whom  tbe  crodike  is  so  pleine, 

Me  lait  DO  more  of  by^n  to  seync^ 

And  netbeks  for  glotonie 

Of  bodely  delicacie 

To  kaowe  bis  stomake  howe  it  tetde,    . 

Of  tbat  no  mao  tofore  bdrde, 

Wbicb  be  witbin  bym  selfe  bethoogfat^ 

A  wonder  sabtile  thyng  be  wrought. 

Three  men  vpon  election 
Of  age,  and  of  cooiplection 
Liche  to  hym  selfe  by  all  waie. 
He  toke  towardes  bym  to  plaie. 
And  eate  and  dranke  as  well  as  bee^ 
Tberof  ivs  no  diuersite^. 
For  enery  date  whan  that  tbel  etfte, 
Tofore  his  owne  hourde  thei  seate, 
And  of  snche  meate  as  he  was  seraed^ 
All  though  thei  bad  it  not  desenied, 
Thei  token  semice  of  tbe  same : 
But  allerwarde  all  thilke  game 
Was  Into  wofhtl  emest  tourn«i 
For  whan  thei  were  this  soioumed* 
Within  a  tyme  at  after  mete 
Nero,  wbicbe  had  not  fbfyete 
The  lustes  of  bis  fireel  astate. 
At  be  whicbcr  all  was  delicate> 
To  knowe  thilke  experience, 
The  men  let  come  in  his  presencei 
And  to  that  one  tbe  same  tide 
A  courser,  that  be  sbnide  ride 
Into  the  felde  anone  he  badde, 
Wherof  this  man  was  wonder  gfaulde, 
And  gotb  to  pricke  and  praunce  abouie. 
Tbat  other,  while  that  he  was  out. 
He  layde  ypon  his  bedde  to  slepe. 
The  thjrrde,  whiche  he  wblde  keptf 
Within  his  chambre  faire  and  softe. 
He  gothe  nowe  vp  nowe  downe  ful  dtti 
Waikynge  a  pace,  that  he  ne  slepte, 
Till  he  whiche  on  tbe  courser  lepte 
Was  comen  fro  the  felde  ageyne« 
Nero  than  (as  bokes  seyne) 
These  men  did  done  take  all  three^ 
And  slough  hem,  for  he  wolde  see, 
The  whose  stomacke  was  best  defiecf. 

And  whan  be  bath  the  sothe  tried. 
He  founds,  that  he,  whiche  goth  the  pasy 
J)efied  beste  of  all  was: 
Whiche  afterwarde  be  ,Tsed  aie. 
And  thus  what  thyng  vnto  his  paie 
Was  most  pleasant,  be  lefte  none. 
With  ony  lust  he  was  begone, 
Wherof  the  body  might  glade. 
For  he  no  abstinence  made. 
But  most  of  all  erthely  th3mge8 
Of  women  vnto  the  likynges, 
Nero  set  all  his  hole  herte. 
For  that  lust  hym  shulde  not  asttrte. 

Whan  that  t'fie  thnrst  of  loue  him  canght. 
Where  that  hym  list  he  toke  a  draught. 
He  sparrth  nether  wife  ne  maide, 
That  suche  a  iiother,  as  men  saide. 
In  all  this  worlde  was  nener  yit. 
He  was  so  dronke  in  all  his  wit 
Through  sondrie  lustes,  whiche  he  toke, 
That  euer,  while  there  is  a  boke. 
Of  Nero  men  »hall  rede  and  singe 
Unto  the  worldes  knowlecfaynge. 

My  good  Sonne  as  thon  hast  faerde, 
Far  euer  yet  it  hath  so  ferde, 
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Delicacie  in  loues  cas 
Without  reason  is  and  was. 
For  where  tbat  lotie  is  herte  set, 
Hym  thinkelb,  it  might  be  no  bet, 
AU  though  it  be  not  folly  mete. 
The  luste  of  loue  is  euer  swete. 

Lo  thus  to  gether  of  fdauship    . 
DelicMiie  and  dronkship 
(Wherof  reason  stant  out  of  berre) 
Haue  malie  many  a  itfan  erre 
In  looes  cause  moste  of  all. 
For  than  howe  so  that  ener  it  foil, 
Witte  can  no  reason  vnderstonde. 
But  let  the  gouernanoe  stonde 
To  wille,  Wbicbe  than  wexeth  so  wilcfe. 
That  he  can  not  hym  selfe  sbilde 
Fro  the  perille,  hot  oat  of  fere 
The  waie  be  secbeth  here  find  there, 
Hym  reccbeth  not  vpcfn  what  side* 
For  oft  tyme  he  gotb  beside. 
And  doth  such  thyAg  without  drede^ 
Wherof  hym  ought'  iirdl  to  drede. 
But  whan  tbat  loue  assoteth  sor^. 
It  passeth  all  mens  lore, 
What  lust  it  is,  tbat  he  ordeineth. 
There  is  no  manS  might  restreineth. 
And  of  god  taketh  be  none  hede. 
But  lawles  withouten  drede, 
His  purpos  for  he  wolde  acheue, 
Ajrenst  tbe  pointes  of  the  bdeue 
He  temptetb  beuen,  erthe,  and  belle. 
Here  afterward  as  1  shall  telle. 

Dam  stimolatds  amor,  quicquid  iuhet  orta  to« 
loptas, 

Andet,  et  aggreditur  nulla  timenda  timens. 
Omne  quod  astra  queiint  herbarum  sine  potestas, 

Seu  vigor  inferoi  singula  temptat  amans. 
Suod  nequid  ipse,  deo  mediante,  parare  sinistnim, 

Demonis  hoc  magica  credulus  arte  parat. 
Sic  sibi  non  curat  ad  opus  que  retia  tendit, 

Dummodo  nudatam  prendere  posset  auem. 

Hie  tractat,  qualiter  ebrietas  et  delicatia  omnis 
pudicitie  contrarium  instigantes  inter  alia  ad 
carnalis  condiipiscentie  promotionem  sortilegio 
magicam  requirunt 

Who  dare  do  thing,  whiebe  loQe  n^  dare?  * 
To  loue  is  euery  lawe  vnware. 
But  to  tbe  lawes  of  his  best 
The  fisshe,  the  fowle,  the  man,  tbe  best. 
Of  all  tbe  worldes  kynde  lowtetb. 
For  loue  is  he,  which  nothyiig  dpoteth. 
In  mannes  herte  where  it  sitte. 
He  coanteth  nought  toward  his  witte, 
The  wo,  no  more  than  the  wele. 
No  more  tbe  hete,  than  the  chele, 
^fo  more  the  wete,  than  tbe  drie. 
No  more  to  Hue,  than  totlie; 
So  tbat  to  fore  ne  bebynde 
He  seeth  no  thyng,  but  as  the  blynde 
Witboute  insight  of  his  courage, 
He  doth  meniafles  in  his  nge, 
To  what  thyng  that  he  wol  hym  drawe. 
There  is  no  god#  there  is  no  lawe 
Of  whom  tbat  be  taketh  any  hede. 
Bat  as  baiaide  the  blynde  sttede. 
Till  he  folic  in  tbe  ditche  a  midde. 
He  gothe  ther«  no  man  will  hym  bkUe, 
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He  stant  so  feiforihe  out  of  r^le. 
There  is  no  witte,  that  mait  bym  renle. 
And  thus  to  tell  of  l^ym  in  soothe. 
Full  many  a  woud^  tl^yng  b«  dootbC) 
Thet  were  better  to  be  laftc: 
ikmonge  the  whiche  is  vfitbe  cnftei 
That  somme  men  ^qpen  sorceries 
Wbiche  for  to  wynne  his  ^revr^^ 
With  many  a  circumstance  he  rsetb,   ' 
There  is  no  point,  whicUe  b^ refupi^t^ 

Nota  de  autoruo^  ^acnon  et  libvonvn  Umr  natU'* 
ralis  qnam  esep^iUs  magjUre  noimnibtts. 

The  crafte,  w^i^hjp  that  Saturnus  fonde 

To  make  pikes  in  ti^son^Cs 

That  Geomance  clep^  is^ 

Ful  ofte  he  vseth  it  ^mis :    . 

And  of  the  floode  bis  Hydromance, 

And  of  the  fire  the  Py  rpmance. 

With  questions  ^Yft  one  of  tho 

He  tempteth  ofte:^  apd.  eke  a|t|o 

Aeremance  in  iudg^ment, 

Tdoue  be  bryngetb  of  bis  assent- . 

For  these  craftes  (# s  I  finde) 

A  man  D»ie  do,  by  waie  of  kinde : 

Be  so,  it  be  to  goojd^  entent. 

But  be  goth  all  another  veoj^ 

For  rather  er  he  sbu|fl|p- fails 

With  Nicromance  l?e  woJde  assajle. 

To  make  bis  inp^n^i^ipii. 

With  bote  subfomigaoioo, 

Tbilke  arte,  whiche  Spatula  is  bote. 

And  v^  if  of  copaipon  rote 

Amonge  painins,  whiche  that  crafte  eke,  . 

Of  whiche  i4  auctoR  Tboaez  the  greke. 

He  wcKcheth  Qne  aitd  one  by  rowe: 

Razel  is  not  to  bym  vnknowe 

Th^  Saloojones  Canc^pie^ 

His  ideac,  his  l^utonip, 

The  figure  of  the  bpke  witha3,l» 

-Of  Babuxm^f  aod  of  GiiQuball 

The  leale,  and  thervpon  thimage 

Of  Thebith,  for  bi>  auf^?it«ge. 

He  tiaiketh  :  and  some  i^bat  of  Gibere, 

Whiche  helplichc  is  to.  this  maiere. 

Babylla  to  bir  sonnes  seuen, 

Wbiche  hath  renounced  to  the  beuen. 

With  Cem^  botbe  square  ai)d  nwpdOf 

He  traoeth  dfte  vpon  the  grounds^ 

Makynge  his  inuocacion, 

And  for  full  inlpixnacion 

The  schole,  whiche  Honorius  • 

Wrote,  be  pursiietb',  and  lo  thus 

Magike  he  vseth  f<Sr  to  winna 

His  loue,  andspf^tb  for  no  sinne* 

And  ouer  that  of  his  sotie. 
Right  as  he  secb^  sorcerie. 
Of  bem  that  bene  mqgiciensy 
Right  so  of  the  naturiens. 
Upon  the  sterres  from  aboue, 
His  wey  he  secbet^i  vnto  loue, 
Als  ferre  as  be  ben^  vnderstondetb: 
In  many  a  soodrie  wise  l>e  fondctb. 
He  roaketh  ym^g^i  ke  maketb  sculpture, 
He  maketb  writynge,  bis  n)ak«itb  figure, 
He  maketb  bii  calcalaqions 
He  maketb  his  deiqonsipkcioniii 
His  hours  of  astronomic 
He  kepeth,  ^a.fiyr  tbat  purtie, 


Whiche  longeth  to  tbe  inspecticm 

Of  loue,  and  his  affection. 

He  wolde  in  to  the  belle  teche. 

The  deuell  hym  sdfe  to  besecbe. 

If  that  be  wist  foe  %o  sped^ 

To  gete  of  loue  his  lustieaiede. 

Where  that  he  hi^tb  bis  herte  8et» 

H»  bidde  neuer  fii^e  bet, 

Ne  witte  of  other  beuen  nfore. 

My  Sonne  if  thou  of  suche  a  lore 

Has  ben  er  this,  I  rede  the  leue. 
Myn  holy  father  by  your  l.eue. 

Of  all  that  ye  baue  spoken  here, 

Wbiche  'touchetb  nito  this  matere» 

To  telle  sooth  right  as  1  wcne, 

I  wote  not  o  worde*  what  ye  mene* 

I  woU  not  saie,  if  that  I  couth, 

Thet  I  nolde  in  my  lustie  youth, 

Benetb  in  belle  and  eke  aboue, 

To  wyn  with  my  ladies  loue. 

Done  al  that  euer  tkjst  I  might. 

For  therof  baue  I  none  insight, 

Where  afterwanle  that  I  apt  become : 
'  So  that  I  wonne  and  ouexcom^ 

Hir  loue,  wbiche  1  moate  coueyte^ 
My  Sonne  that  gotb  wonder  atffyte,  • 

For  this  I  maie  well  tell  soothe. 

There  is  no  man  whicbe  so  doothe. 

For  all  the  crafle  that  he  can  caste. 

That  he  ne  bietb  it  at  last^. 

For  often  be  that  will  begile« 

Ir  guiled  with  tMrtame  guile. 

And  thus  tlus  guiler  is  beguiled« 

As  I  fynde  in  a  bpke  compile 

To  this  matere  an  olde  histoire. 

The  whiche  comth  nowe  to  my  meAoirc^ 

And  is  of  great  ensamplarie 

Ayene  tbe  vice  of  sorcerie, 

Wherof  none  ende  maie  be  good. 

But  howe  whiloq^e  therof  it  8too«l« 

A  tale,  whiche  is  good  to  knowe, 
j  To  tbe  my  soune  I  shall  beknowe. 

Nota  contra  istos  ob  amoris  causam  sortileges, 
vbi  narrat  in  exemplum,  quod  cum  Ulysses  i^ 
subueraione  Trbie  repatnare  nauigio  voluisset, 
ipsum  in  Insula  CtUi,  vbi  ilia  expertissima  maga 
nomine  Cyrces  ref^nauit,  contigit  applicuisse, 
quem  vt  in  sui  amoris  concupiscentiam  exar-' 
desceret,  Circes  omnibus  suis  incantationibus 
viocere  conabatur:  Ulysses  tamen  Magica  po- 
tentior  ipsam  in  amore  subegit,  £x  qua  filium. 
nomine  Telegonum  genuit,  qui  postea  patrem 
suum  interfecit,  et  sic  contra  fidei  naturam  ge- 
nitus,  contra  generationis  naturam  patricidium 
operatus  est. 

Among B  hem,  whiche  at  Troie  were, 
'  Vlysses  at  tbe  siege  there, 
i  Was  one  by  .name  in  speciall, 
>  Of  whom  yet  the  memoriall 

Abideth,  for  while  there  is  a  mouthe. 

For  euer  his  name  shall  be  coutbe. 
I     He  was  a  worthy  knight  and  kynge, 
;  And  clerke  knoweode  of  euery  thynge« 

He  was  a  great  Rhetorieo, 

He  was  a  great  magicien. 

Of  Tullius  the  Rbetorike, 

Of  kynge  Zoroastes  the  iqagike, 

Of  Ptoleme  thastronomie. 

Of  P(kto  the  pbilosophie. 
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or  DraieU  tbo  depis 

Of  Neptune  tfae  waUt  >»«»«» 

Of  SiJaaioo  and  tbe  preueibet^ 

Of  Macer  all  tlie  sirengtii  of  htrkety 

And  tbe  phttike  of  Hippe<iraiy 

And  liche  Tnto  PylhagOMa» 

Of  mrgetie  he  kneive  the  enret  3 

But  loine  what  of  hiaaiuMtiiHi^ 

Whicbe  shall  to  my  matter  itjooide^ 

To  the  my  tome  1  vUl  racoide. 

This  kioy,  of  which  tbott  hostheMe  wtim, 

Fram  Troie  as  he  goth  hOme  afriae 

By  ship,  be  foundelhe  sew  dhwrso. 

With  many  a  windie  stetme  raoena: 

But  he  through  wisdom,  which  be  sbaptth. 

Fall  many  a  great periil  escapaJi : 

Of  whicbe  I  thynke  tflllen  one, 

Howe  that  mavgre  the  neddl  snidr  stiwe,    . 

Wynde  driae  be  was  all  aodeynly 

Upon  the  stroodes  of  CiUy, 

Where  thatHe  minfe  abide  a  while* 

Tway  qoeoes  weraft  ia  that  yle^ 

Calypeo  named  and  Ciioea. 

And  whan  thei  herde^  howe  Vlysaea 

Is  funded  then  trpoa  the  Rlwe: 

For  hym  they  senden  alao  Uiae. 

With  hym  soche  as  he  «old  ha  ntmt 
And  to  the  cooite  tft  hem'  hwcail. 

These  queues  weM  at  two  goddesses. 
Of  arte  magike  soiotrsssos. 
That  what  lorde  eometh  to  that  lioage, 
Thei  make  hym  lona  in  suebe  a  rage^ 
And  Tpon  hem  assote  so» 
That  thei  woll  baoe,  er  that  be  go. 
All  that  hebathoiworides  good^ 
Vlysses  well  this  Yndoritoode. 
Thei  couthe  mnche,  be  cottthe  ilioae : 
Thei  shape  and  cast  syeast  hym  soie. 
And  wrought  many  a  subtile  wile*- 
But  yet  thei  might  hym  not  begyla. 
But  of  the  men  of  his  aauie 
Thei  two  forshope  a  great  paitiO. 
Male  none  of  hem  withetonde  her  bestes. 
Some  parte  thei  shopen  in  to  bestes. 
Some  parte  thei  sbopea  in  to  fbules, 
To  beras,  tygres,  apes,  oules, 
Ords  by  some  other  way, 
Ther  myght  nothyag  hem  disobey, 
Suche  erafle  thei  had  aboue  kynde. 
But  that  arte  couth  thei  not  fynde. 
Of  whicbe  VNises  was  deceiued. 
That  he  ne  bath  hem  all  weined, 
And  brought  hem  in  to  soche  arote^ 
That  Tpou  hym  thei  botbe  assote. 
And  titfough  the  science  of  his  arte 
He  toke  of  hem  so  well'his  parte. 
That  he  begat  Circes  with  cbilde: 
He  kepte  hym  sobre,  and  made  hem  wilde. 
He  set  hym  selue  so  aboue. 
That  with  her  good,  and  with  her  kme^ 
Who  that  thetni  be  liefe  or  lothe. 
All  quite  in  to  hit  ship  he  gotbe. 

Circes  to  swoUe  bothe  sides. 
He  lefte,  and  -waitetfa  on  tbe  tides. 
And  straught  through  out  tbe  salte  fome 
He  taketh  his  corns,  and  oomth  bym  home, 
Where  as  be  fouode  Penelope, 
A  better  wife  there  maic  none  be ; 
And  yet  there  bene  enowe  of  good. 
But  who  that  bir  goodship  rnderstoodj^ 


Fro  fyrst  that  she  wlfebode  toke^ 
Howe  many  lones  she  forsoke, 
A^d  bowe  she  bare  bir  all  aboute. 
There  whiles  that  bir  lofde  was  oute : 
He  might  make  a  great  anant 
Amonge.  all  the  remenant. 
That  she,  one  of  all  the  best. 
Well  might  he  set  his  herte  in  rest. 

This  kynge  whan  he  bir  foade  ia  bele^ 
For  as  he  couthe  in  wysedome  dele^ 
So  couthe  she  in  womanbede. 
And  whan  she  syth  withouten  drede 
Hir  lorde  vpon  his  owne  grounde, 
That  he  was  come  safe  and  sonnde. 
In  all  this  worlde  ne  might  be  - 

A  gladder  woman  than  was  she. 

The  fame,  whicbe  maie  nought  be  hid» 
Throughout  the  kmde  is  soooe  kid: 
Her  kynge  is  comen  home  ayeae. 
There  maie  no  man  the  lull  sejrney 
Howe  that  thei  weren  all  glade. 
So  mochell  ioye  of  bym  thei  made. 
The  presenteseuery  daie  bene  newed. 
He  was  with  yeftes  alt  besuewed. 
I'he  people  was  of  hym  so  glad. 
That  tlMMigh  none  other  man  hem  bad. 
Tallage  rpon  hem  selfe  thei  setto. 
And  as  it  were  of  pure  dette 
They  yeue  her  goodes  to  the  kynge : 
This  was  a  glad  heme  wetoomyage. 

Thus  hath  Vlysses  what  he  w(3de. 
His  wife  was  suche  as  she  be  sholde. 
His  people  was  to  hym  sobiecte, 
Hym  lacketh  notbjrn^e  of  delite 

Uoratius.    Omnia  sunt  hominum  tenui  peMtonHh 
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BOT  fortune  is  of  suche  a  sleyght. 

That  whan  a  man  is  most  on  height, 
I  She  maketh  hym  rathest  for  to  falle. 

There  wote  no  man  what  shall  befiUle. 

The  happes  ouer  mannea  hede 

Ben  bonged  with  a  tender  threde,    , 

That  proued  was  on  Vlysses. 

For  whan  he  was  most  in  bis  pees. 

Fortune  gan  to  make  hym  werre^ 

And  set  his  welthe  oute  of  herre. 

Upon  a  day  as  he  was  mery 
As  though  ther  might  him  no  thinge  deria^ 

Whan  night  was  come,  he  goth  to  bedde^ 

With  slepe  and  both  his  eieo  fedde. 

And  while  he  slepte,  be  met  a  sweoen : 

Hym  thought  he  sigh  a  statu  euen, 

Whicbe  brighter  than  the  sonne  shone, 

A  man  it  semed  was  it  none: 

But  yet  it  was  a  6gure  >{ » 

Most  liche  to  raannissbc  creatora. 

But  as  of  beautie  heaenliche 

It  was  most  to  an  aangell  lichee 

And  thus  betwene  enngell  and  man. 

Beholden  it  this  kynge  began. 

And  suche  a  litst  toke  of  the  sight. 

That  fayne  he  wolde,  if  that  he  might 

The  forme  of  that  figure  embrace. 

And  goth  hym  forth  toward  thaiplac^ 

Where  he  sigh  that^mage  tho, 

And  takth  it  in  his  armes  two. 

And  it  embraceth  bym  agey  oe. 

And  to  the  kynge  thus  gan  it  seyne. 
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Vlysses  Tiiderstond  well  thU, 
She  token  of  oar  acqueinUnce  i«, 
Here  afterward  to  mochdl  tene 
Tbe  loae  that  is  ts  betweoe. 
Of  that  we  nowe  raehe  ioie  make« 
That  one  of  ts  the  deth  shall  take. 
Whan  tyme  oometb  of  dettinee. 
It  maie  none  otberwtse  be. 

Ylymea  tho  b^an  to  ptaie. 
That  this  Ggnre  wolde  hjm  sale. 
What  wight  be  is,  that  sajrth  hym  so. 

This  wight  Tpon  a  speare  tho 
A  pensell,  wfaiche  was  well  begone 
Embroudred,  sheweth  hyin  anone 
Thre  fisshe^  all  of  o  ooloure, 
In  maner  as  it  were  a  toure 
Upon  the  pensell  wore  wrought. 

Vlysses  knewe  this  token  nought. 
And  prayth  to  witte  in  some  partie. 
What  thynge  it^might  signifie. 
A  signe  it  is,  the  wight  answerde. 
Of  an  empire,  and  forth  he  ferde 
All  sodeynly,  whan  he  that  saycL 

Vlysses  out  of  slepe  abrayde. 
And  that  was  right  ayene  Uie  daie. 
That  lenger  slepen  he  ne  maie. 

Men  say,  a  man  bath  knowlegeynge. 
Sane  of  hjrm  selfe,  of  all  thynge. 
His  owne  chance  no  man  knoweth. 
Bat  as  fortune  rt  an  hym  throweCh. 
Was  neuer  yet  so  wise  a  clerke, 
Whiche  might  knowe  alt  goddes  werke, 
Ne  the  secrete,  whicbesod  hath  ietie 
Ayene  a  man,  msie  notfoe  lette. 

Vlysses  though  that  he  be  wise. 
With  all  his  witte  in  his  ^uise. 
The  more  that  he  his  sweuen  aocoonteth. 
The  lesse  he  wote,  what  it  amounteth,  * 
For  all  his  calculacion. 
He  secth  no  demonstra/cion 
As  pleynly  for  to  knowe  an  endew 
But  netheles  howe  that  it  wende, 
He  drad  hym  of  his  owne  Sonne, 
That  maketh  hym  well  the  more  astone. 
And  shope  therfore  anone  withall, 
80  that  within  castell  walle 
Thelemachus  his  sonne  he  sbette. 
And  on  hym  stronge  warde  he  sette, 
The  soothe  ikrther  he  ne  knewe, 
Till  that  fortune  him  oueithrewe. 

But  netheles  for  sikemesse, 
Where  that  he  night  wit  and  gessc 
A  place  strongest  in  bis  londe. 
There  let  he  make  of  lime  and  sonde 
A  strength,  where  he  wolde  dwell: 
Was  neuer  man  yet  herde  tell 
Of  sucbe  an  other,  as  it  wasy 
And  for  to  strength  bym  in  that  cas 
Of  all  hii  londe  the  sikerest 
Of  seniantes  and  the  worthiest 
To  kepen  hym  within  warde. 
He  set  his  body  for  to  warde: 
And  made  suche  an  ordinance 
For  loue,  ne  for  aqueintance. 
That  were  it  erely,  were  it  late^ 
Thei  shuld  let  ia  «t  yate 
No  maner  man,  what  so  betid. 
But  if  so  were  bym  selfe  it  bid. 

But  all  that  mighte  hym  not  aoaylt. 
For  whom  fortune  woU  teiayley 


There  maie  be  ae  iudieiesistetirf| 
Whiche  might  make  a  man  defence. 
All  that  #hall  be  mote  <aU  algate. 

This  Circes,  whiche  I  spake  of  late. 
On  whom  Vljrsses  h»th  begete 
A  cbilde,  though  he  it  bane  foryete : 
Whan  tyme  came,  as  it  was  wonne 
She  was  deliuerde  of  a  sonne, 
Whiche  cleped  is  of  Telagonas. 

This  cbilde  whan  he  was  borne  thaa» 
About  his  nothe^  to  full  age. 
That  he  can  reason  and  langage. 
In  good  estate  was  drawe  forth. 
And  whan  he  was  so  roocbell  worth 
To  stonden  ra  a  mannes  stede, 
Circes  his  mother  hath  hym  bede. 
That  he  shall  to  his  fothcr  go: 
And  tolde  Jiym  all  to  geder  tho. 
What  man  he  was,  that  hym  b^ateb 

And  whan  Thelegonus  of  that 
Was  ware,  and  hath  full  knowlechynge^ 
Howe  that  his  fader  was  a  kynge : 
He  pnyth  his  moder  fayre  this 
To  go,  where  that  his  fisder  is. 
And  she  hym  graunteth  that  be  shall: 
And  made  hjrm  redy  forth  with  alL 

It  was  that  tyme  suche  Tsance, 
That  euery  man  the  conysaunce 
Of  his  centre  bare  in  hit  hoode. 
Whan  he  went  in  to  strannge  londe. 
And  thus  was  eoery  man  therfore 
Well  knowe  where  that  he  was  bora. 
For  espyall  and  mystrowynges 
Thei  did  than  suche  thynges, 
That  euery  man  might  other  knowe. 

So  it  be  folle  in  that  throwci 
Telegonns  as  in  this  cas. 
Of  his  contrei  the  signe  was 
Thre  fissbes,  whiche  he  shnlde  beare 
Upon  the  pinoa  of  a  speare : 
And  whan  that  be  was  thus  arraide. 
And  hath  his  hameis  all  ass^de^ 
That  he  was  redy  eueridele. 
His  moder  bad  him,  fore  wele. 
And  saide  hym,  that  he  shnlde  swithe 
His  fader  griete  a  thousand  sitb. 

Telegonns  his  moder  kist. 
And  toke  bis  leue,  and  where  he  wist 
His  fader  was,  the  waie  name, 
Tyll  he  mto  Nachaie  came, 
Whiche  of  that  londe  tbe  cbiefe  citec 
Was  cleped,' and  there  asketh  he. 
Where  was  the  kynge,  and  how  he  ferde. 
And  whan  that  he  the  sooth  herde. 
Where  that  the  kynge  Vlysses  was 
Alone  vpon  his  hors  great  pas 
He  rode  hym  finth,  and  in  his  honde 
He  bare  the  signall  of  his  londe. 
With  fisshes  thre,  as  I  haue  tolde. 
And  thus  he  went  ynto  that  holde. 
Where  that  his  owne  fader  dwelleth. 
Tbe  cause  why  he  came,  be  tdleth 
Untolhe  kepan  of  the  gate. 
And  wolde  liaue  comen  in  there  at& 
But  shortely  thei  hym  sayde  naie. 
And  he  als  fayre  as  eiier  he  maie 
Besought,  and  tolde  hem  of  this, 
Howe  that  the  kjmge  his  foder  is. 

But  thei  with  proude  wordes  great 
Began  to  menace  and  thiete. 
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Bat  he  go  fro  the  gate  fiut, 

Thei  volden  hym  take  and  set  ivst. 

Fro  wordes  vnto  strokes  thas 
Thei  felle,  and  so  Telegonus 
Was  sore  burte,  and  well  nigbe  dede 
Bat  with  his  sharpe  speares  hede : 
He  maketh  defence,  howe  so  it  &|iCf 
And  wan  the  ymie  vpon  hem  all. 
And  hath  slayoe  of  the  best  finti 
And  thei  ascriden  als  bliue 
Throogh  oute  the  castell  all  aboute^ 
On  euery  side  men  oome  oute 
Wberof  the  kynges  berte  afflight: 
And  he  with  all  the  hast  he  might 
A  speare  caogfat,  and  forthe  be  gotbe,   . 
As  he  that  was  ri^t  woode  for  wrotbe. 
He  sighe  the  gates  full  of  bloode, 
Tel^oous  and  where  he  stoode 
He  sighe  also,  bat  he  ne  knewe. 
What  man  it  was,  but  to  hym  threwe 
His  speare,  and  he  sterte  oute  a  side : 
But  destine,  whiche  shall  betide, 
Befell  that  ilke  time  so  : 
Telegonos  knewe  notbynge  tho. 
What  man  it  was,  that  to  hym  caste: 
And  while  his  owne  speare  laste, 
With  all  the  signe  therupop. 
He  cast  vnto  the  kynge  anon. 
And  smote  hym  with  a  dedly  wouode, 

Vlysses  felle  anone  to  grounde. 
Tho  euery  man,  the  kynge  the  kynge 
Began  to  crie,  vad  of  this  thynge 
Telegonus  whiche  sigb  the  caas. 
On  knes  he  Telle,  and  saide  alas, 
I  hane  myn  owne  fader  slayne, 
Nowe  wolde  1  deie  wonder  feyne, 
Nowe  slea  me,  who  that  euer  wille. 
For  certes  it  is  right  and  skill. 
He  crieth,  he  wepeth,  he  seitb  therfore 
Alas  that  eaer  was  I  bore. 
That  tliis  vnhappie  destinee 
So  wofiiUy  oomth  in  by  mee. 

This  kynge,  whiche  yet  hath  life  enough, 
His  herte  ayen  vnto  hym  drough. 
And  to  that  voyce  an  eare  be  layde^ 
And  voderstode  all  that  he  saide. 
And  gan  to  speke,  and  sayde  on  high : 

Brynge  me  this  man :  and  whaa  he  sigb 
Telegonos,  bis  thought  he  sette 
Upon  the  swenen,  whiche  be  mette. 
And  asketb,  that  he  might  see 
His  speare,  on  whiche  the  fisshes  three 
He  sigh  vpon  the  pensell  wrought, 
Tho  wist  he  well,  it  feileth  nought. 
And  bad  hym,  that  he  tell  sbotde, 
Fro  wbens  be  came,  and  what  he  wolde. 

Telegonos  Sn  sorowe  and  wo, 
So  as  he  might,  tolde  tho 
Unto  Vlysses  all  the  cas. 
How  that  Circes  hitmotber  was : 
And  so  forth  saide  hym  euery  dele, 
Howe  that  his  moder  griete  hym  wele, 
And  in  what  wise  she  hym  sent, 

Tho  wist  Vlysses  what  it  meat. 
And  toke  hym  in  his  armes  softe. 
And  all  bledend  kist  hym  ofte. 
And  said :  Sonne  while  1  lioe, 
This  infortone  I  the  foryeue. 

After  his  other  sonne  in  haste 
He  seute,  and  he  begafi  hym  hastet 


And  cam  vnto  his  feder  tite.    ' 

But  whan  he  sigh  hym  in  sucbe  plite. 

He  wolde  haue  ronne  vpon  that  other 

Anone,  and  slayne  his  owne  brother, 

Ne  bad  ben  that  Vlysses 

Betwene  hem  made  a  corde  and  pees« 

And  to  his  heire  Thelemachus 

He  had,  that  be  Telegonus 

With  all  his  power  sbuld  kepe. 

Till  he  were  of  bis  woundes  depe 

All  hole,  and  than  be  sbulde  hym  yeue 

Londe,  where  vpon  be  might  hue. 

Thelemacbos  whan  he  this  hierde. 
Unto  bis  fader  be  answerde, 
And  seide:  he  wolde  doone  bis  wille. 

So  dweile  thei  togeder  stiUe 
These  bretherne,  and  the  fader  steruetb. 

Lo  wberof  sorcerie  senieth: 
Through  sorcerie  his  lust  he  wan. 
Through  sorcerie  bis  wo  began. 
Through  sorcerie  his  loue  he  cbese. 
Through  sorcerie  his  life  he  lese. 
The  child  was  gete  in  sorcerie, 
The  whiche  did  all  bis  felonie. 
Thing  which  was  ayen  kinde  wrought, 
Unkyndliche  it  was  abought. 
The  childe  hh  owne  fader  slough. 
That  was  vnkyndship  enongb. 

For  thy  take  hede  howe  that  it  is. 
So  for  to  Wynne  loue  cunis, 
Whiche  endeth  all  his  ioye  in  wo. 
For  of  this  arte  I  finde  so. 
That  hath  be  do  for  loues  sake, 
Wlierof  thou  might  insample  take 
A  great  cronicke  Emperiall, 
Whiche  euer  in  to  memoriall 
Amooge  the  mfia*  howe  so  it  wende. 
Shall  dwello  to  the  worldea  ende 


Hie  narrat  exemplum  super  eodem,  qualiter  Nec- 
tanabus  de  Egypto  in  Macedoniam  fugitious 
Olimpiadem  Fhilippi  regis  ibidem  tone  abientia 
vxorem  arte  magica  dectpiens,  com  ipsa  concu- 
buit,  magnumque  ex  ea  Alexandrum  sortelegus 
genuit,  qui  natus  postea  .cum  ad  erudieiidum 
sub  custodia  Kectanabi  commendatus  foisset, 
ipsum  Nectanabum  patrem  suum  ah  altitudine 
cuiusdam  turris  infossamprofondam  precipiens 
interfecit,  Et  sic  Qortilegus  pro  suo  sortilegio  in- 
fortunii  sortem  sortitus  est. 

Tff B  high  creatour  of  thynges, 
Whiche  is  the  kynge  of  all  kynges. 
Full  many  wonder  worldes  chance 
Let  slide  vnder  his  sufferance. 
There  wote  no  man  the  cause  whye. 
But  be,  the  whiche  is  almigbtye. 
And  that  was  proaed  whilom  thus 
Whan  that  the  kynge  Nectanabo^ 
Whiche  bad  Bgypte  for  to  lede. 
But  for  he  sigh  tofore  the  dede, 
Throogh  magike  of  his  sorcerie, 
Wherof  he  couth  a  great  partie, 
His  enmiee  to  hym.comende. 
From  whom  he  might  b]^^  not  defende: 
Out  of  his  owne  londe  he  fledde. 
And  in  the  wise,  as  be  hym  dredde, 
It  felle,  for  all  his  witcbecralte: 
So  that  Bgypta  bya  vnyi  berafte. 
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And  he  desgoised  fledde  awaie 

By  .<hip,  aud  helde  the  right  waie 

To  Macedoyiie,  where  that  hee 

Arriueth  at  the  chiefcTcitee. 

Thre  yomen  of  his  chambre  there 

All  only  for  to  senie  hym  were. 

The  whicbe  be  trusteth  wonder  wele. 

Fer  thei  were  trewe  as  ony  stele. 

And  hapneth,  that  thei  with  hym  ladde 

Parte  of  the  best  good  he  hadde. 

Thei  take  lodgynge  in  the  towne 

After  the  dftposicion. 

Where  as  hym  thought  best  to  dwell. 

He  azeth  than,  and  herde  telle, 

Howe  that  the  kynge  was  out  gp 

Upon  a  werre  he  had  tho. 

But  in  that  citee  than  was 

The  queue,  whiche  Olympias 

Was  hote,  and  with  solempnitee 

The  feste  of  hir  natiuitee, 

As  it  befell,  was  than  holde 

And  for  hir  lust  to  be  behold 

And  preised  of  the  people  about. 

She  shope  hir  for  to  riaeu  out 

At  after  meate  all  openly. 

Anone  all  men  were  redie. 

And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Male. 

Tliis  lusty  quene  in  good  arate 

Was  sette  vpon  a  mule  white, 

Te  sene  it  was  a  great  delite. 

The  ioye  that  the  citee  made. 

With  fressbe  thynges,  and  with  glade 

The  noble  towne  was  all  behonged. 

And  euery  wight  was  sore  alonged 

To  see  thi!>  lustie  ladie  ride. 

There  was  great  myrth  on  all  side. 

Where  as  she  passeth  by  the  streate^ 

There  was  ful  many  a  tymbre  beate. 

And  many  a  maide  carolende. 

And  thus  through  out  the  towne  plaiende 

This  quene  vnto  the  pleine  rode. 

Where  tliat  she  boued  and  abode, 

To  se  diuers  games  plaie. 

The  lustie  foike  iust  and  toumaye. 

And  so  forth  euery  other  man, 

Whiche  pley  couth,  his  play  began, 

To  plese  with  this  noble  quene.  ^ 

Nectanabus  came  to  the  grene 
Amonge8  other,  and  drough  hym  nigh : 
But  whan  that  he  this  ladie  sigh. 
And  of  hir  beautee  hede  toke, 
He  couth  nf't  withholde  his  loke 
To  see  nought  els  in  the  felde : 
But  stode,  and  only  hir  behelde. 

Of  his  clothyng,  and  of  his  gem 
He  was  vnliche  all  other  there. 
So  that  it  happeneth  at  laste. 
The  quene  vpop  hym  hir  eie  cast, 
And  knewe,  that  be  was  straunge,  anonc. 

But  he  behelde  hir  eoer  in  one. 
Without  blenchynge  of  his  cbere. 

She  toke  good  hede  of  his  manere, 
And  wondreth,  why  he  did  so. 
And  bad  men  shulde  for  hym  go. 

He  came,  am)  did  her  reueience. 
And  she  hym  asketh  in  silence. 
From  whens  he  cam,  and  what  he  woldt^ 

And  he  with  pobre  wordes  tolde. 
He  saith :  Madame  a  cleike  I  am. 
To  you  and  in  mesnge  I  cam. 


The  whiche  I  male  not  tdlen  here  s 
But  if  it  liketh  ydu  to  here, 
It  mote  be  saide  sopriuely, 
Where  none  shall  be^  but  ye  and  1. 

Thus  for  the  tyme  he  toke  bis  leae. 
The  daie  gothe  forthe  till  it  was  eua, 
That  euery  man  jnote  Icue  bis  werke. 
And  she  thought  euer  vpon  this  clerke. 
What  thyng  it  is,  that  he  wolde  mene. 
And  in  this  wise  abode  tlie  quene, 
And  ouerpassetb  thilke  ni^t. 
Till  it  was  on  the  morowe  light. 
She  sende  for  hym,  and  he  came. 
With  hym  his  Astrolabe  he  name 
With  pointes  and  cereles  merueilons. 
Whiche  was  of  6ne  golde  pracioui. 

And  eke  the  heiienly  figures 
Wrought  in  a  boke  full  of  peinturee 
He  toke  this  ladie  for  to  shewe, 
And  tolde  of  eche  of  hem  by  rewe 
The  cours  and  the  condiclon. 

And  she  with  great  oSectKHi 
Sate  still  and  henle  what  he  wolde. 

And  thus  whan  he  seeth  tyme,  he  tolde. 
And  feigneth  with  his  wordes  wise 
A  tale,  and  seith  in  suche  a  wise. 

Madame  but  a  while  a  go,  • 
Where  I  was  in  Egypte  tho. 
And  radde  in  sch^e  of  this  science. 
It  fell  in  to  my  conscience, 
That  I  vnto  the  temple  went, 
And  there  with  all  my  hoUe  entent, 
As  I  my  sacrifice  dede. 
One  of  the  goddes  hath  me  hede,  • 
That  I  you  wame  prinely, 
So  that  ye  nuike  you  redy. 
And  that  ye  be  nothyng  agast. 
For  be  suche  loue  hath  to  you  cast. 
That  ye  shall- bene  hisowne  dere. 
And  he  shall  be  your  bedfere. 
Till  ye  conceive  and  be  with  childe. 
And  with  that  worde  she  wer  all  milde. 
And  somdele  redde  became  for  shame, 
And  asketh  hym  the  goddes  name, 
Whicbe  so  woU  doone  hir  companye. 

And  he  seide  Amos  of  I.ubie. 
And  she  saith,  that  maie  1  notleuei 
But  if  1  see  a  better  preue. 

Madame  quod  Nectanabus, 
In  token  that  it  shall  be  thus. 
This  night  for  enformacion 
Ye  shall  haue  a  Tision, 
That  Amos  shall  to  you  appere. 
To  shewe  and  teche  in  what  manere 
The  thynge  shall  afterwarde  befoU. 
Ye  oughten  well  abouen  all 
To  make  ioye  of  suche  a  lorde. 
Fur  whan  ye  be  of  one  aceorde. 
He  shall  a  sonne  of  you  begete, 
Whiche  with  his  swerde  s^l  win  and  gete 
The  wide  worlde  in  lengthe  and  brede. 

All  ertbely  kynges  shall  hym  drede. 
And  in  suche  wise  I  yon  bebote 
Tho  god  of  erth  he  shall  be  hote. 

If  this  be  sothe,  tho  quod  the  quene. 
This  night '(thou  seyest)  it  shall  be  aene: 
And  if  it  foil  in  to  my  greee. 
Of  god  Amos  that  I  purehac^ 
To  take  of  hym  so  great  worship : 
I  woU  do  the  suche  ladSsbip, 
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Wberof  thoa  thalt  for  enermo 

Be  ricbe.    And  he  hir  thanketb  tho» 

And  toke  bis  leoe,  and  fbithe  he  wente, 

She  wist  litell,  what  he  ment 
For  it  waa  gyle  and  sorcerie. 
All  that  abe  toke  for  prophecie. 

Nectanabus  tbroagh  out  the  daie» 
Wban  be  cam  home,  where  as  he  laie, 
Hit  cbambre  be  him  sdfe  betoke, 
And  ooeriorneth  many  a  boke : 
And  through  the  crafte  of  artemage, 
Of  were  be  forged  an  ymage : 
He  loketb  his  equacions, 
And  eke  the  constellacions* 

He  loketb  tbe  coninnctions, 
He  loketb  the  recepcions. 
His  aigne»  bis  houre,  bis  ascendenty 
And  dniwetb  fortune  of  his  assenL 
Tbe  name  of  qucne  Olimpias 
In  thilke  image  written  was 
Amiddes  in  the  front  aboue. 
And  thns  to  winne  bis  lust  of  lone, 
Nectanabus  this  werke  bath  digh^ 
And  whan  it  came  within  night, 
That  eoery  wight  is  foil  a  slepe. 
He  thought  he  wolde  bis  time  kejie. 
Am  he,  whiche  hath  his  houre  appointed. 
And  than  fyrste  he  bath  anojnted. 
With  sondrie  berbes  that  figure : 
And  thenrpon  be  gan  ooniare. 
So  that  through  his  encfaantemeut, 
This  ladie,  whiche  was  innocent. 
And  wiste  notbynge  of  this  guile, 
Mette,  as  she  slepte  tbiike  while, 
Howe  fro  tbe  beaoen  came  a  light, 
Whiche  all  hir  ehambrc.made light: 
And  as  she  loketb  to  and  fro. 
She  sigh,  hir  tbopgbt,  a  dragon  tho, 
Whose  tcherdes  sbynen  as  the  sonne. 
And  hath  his  soft  pas  begonne. 
With  all  the  chere  that  be  male, 
Towarde  the  bedde  there  as  she  laie| 
Till  be  came  to  the  beddes  side. 
And  she  laie  still,  and  nothyng  cride. 
For  be  did  all  bis  thynges  foire. 
And  was  courteis,  and  debonaire« 
And  as  be  stode  hir  fost  by. 
His  foimc  he  channgctb  sodeinly. 
And  the  figure  of  man  he  nome: 
To  hir  and  in  to  bedde  he  coitie. 
And  such  thing  ther  of  loue  he  wrought, 
Wherof,  so  as  bir  than  thought. 
Through  Hkenes  of  this  god  Amos, 
With  cfailde  anone  bir  Mrombe  aios. 
And  she  was  wander  glad  witball. 

Nectanabus,  wbicke  causeth  all. 
Of  this  metred  the  substance. 
Whan  he  seeth  tyme  his  nycroniance 
He  stynt,  and  nothyng  more  seyde 
Of  his  carecte,  and  she  abreyde 
Out  of  hir  slepe,  and  kmeth  wele, 
That  it  is  soth  than  euery  dde. 
Of  that  this  clerke  bir  bad  tcdde. 
And  was  tbe  gladder  many  foMe, 
In  hope  of  suche  a  glad  metitede, 
Whiche  after  sbaU  befolle  in  dede. 

She  iongeth  sore  after  the  daia  • 
That  she  bir  sweuen  telle  mme 
To  this  gylour  in  priuitee, 
Whiche  knewe  it  alto^  well  as  ihif» 


And  netheles  on  morowe  soone. 
She  lefte  all  other  tbinge  to  doone, 
And  for  him  sent;  and  all  the  cas 
She  tolde  hym  pleyhely,  as  it  was, 
And  sayde :  howc  than  well  she  wist^ 
That  she  bis  wordes  might  trist. 
For  she  fonde  bir  anision 
Right  after  the  condicion, 
Whiche  he  hir  bad  tolde  to  fore. 
And  prayde  hym  hertely  therfore, 
That  he  hir  holde  couenatit 
So  forth  of  all  the  remenanti 
That  she  m&ie  through  his  ordinance 
Towardes  god  do  suche  plesance, 
That  she  wakende  might  hym  kepe 
In  suche  wise,  as  she  met  a  slepe. 

And  he  that  couth  of  gile  enough, 
Whan  be  this  herde,  for  ioye  he  lotigh. 
And  seyth :  Madame  it  shall  be  da 
But  this  I  wame  you  therto 
This  night,  whan  that  be  comth  to  plaia 
That  there  be  no  liefe  in  tbe  waie. 
But  I,  that  shall  at  his  likynge 
Ordeine  so  for  his  comynge 
That  ye  ne  shall  not  of  hym  fayle. 

For  this  madame  I  ^ou  counsayle. 
That  ye  it  kepe  so  prince. 
That  no  wight  els,  but  we  three 
Haae  knowlecbynge,  howe  that  it  is.  - 
For  els  might  it  fare  amis. 
If  ye  did  ought,  that  shuld  him  greue* 

And  thus  he  maketh  hir  to  beleue, 
And  feigneth  Tnder  guile  feitb. 
But  netheles  all  that  be  seyth. 
She  troweth :  and  ayene  the  night 
She  hath  within  hir  chambre  dight 
Where  as  this  guiler  fast  by. 
Upon  this  god  shall  priuely 
Awaite,  as  be  makth  bir  to  wane. 

And  thus  this  noble  gentill  qnene. 
Whan  she  most  tristed,  was  deceyued* 

The  night  cam,  the  chambre  is  weioad* 
Nectanabus  bath  take  bis  place, 
And  whan  he  sigh  tyme  and  space. 
Through  tbe  disoeite  of  bis  magike. 
He  pot  hym  out  of  mans  like. 
And  of  a  dragon  toke  the  forme. 
As  he,  whiche  wolde  hym  all  conforme 
To  that  she  sawa  in  sweuen  er  this. 
And  thus  to  chambre  oome  be  is 

The  queene  laie  a  bed,  and  siglie, 
And  hopeth  euer,  as  he  came  nigbe. 
That  be  the  god  of  Labie  Were» 
So  bath  she  well  the  lesse  fore. 

But  fnr  be  woldfe  bir  more  aiaiire» 
Yetefte  he  changeth  bis  fifUre^ 
And  of  a  wether  tbe  likeaesae 
He  toke  in  sign^  of  bis  noblesse. 
With  large  homes  for  the  aones 
Of  fine  golde  and  ricbe  stonea 
A  crowne  eft  bis  bead  ht  bara, 
And  sodeinlicbe,  er  she  Was  warei 
As  be  whiche  all  guile  can. 
His  forme  be  toraeth  ia  to  man. 
And  came  to  bedde,  and  she  laie  still,, 
Where  as  shesuffiretb  all  Us  will^ 
As  she,  whiche  weade  not  misdo. 
But  netheles  it  bapneth  so. 
All  though  she  were  in  p*rto  deceived. 
Yet  for  all  Ihat  sha  bath  aHitdafd 


200 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


The  worthiest  of  all  kithe, 
Whiche  euer  was  tofore  or  sitby 
Of  conquest,  and  of  chiualrie, 
So  that  throagta  gile  and  soroerie 
Therp  was  that  noble  knight  begonne* 
Whiche  all  the  worlde  bath  after  woiine. 
Thus  fell  the  thyng,  whiche  ftiU  sbnlde 
Nectanabos  hath  that  be  wblde, 
With  gyle  he  hath  bis  loue  sped, 
With  gyle  he  came  in  to  the  bed. 
With  gyle  he  goth  hym  out  ayene. 
He  was  a  shrewed  chamberieyne. 
So  as  to  begyle  a  worthy  quene, 
And  that  on  hym  was  after  sene. 
Bat  netheles  the  thynge  is  do, 
This  fals  god  was  soone  go 
With  his  deceite,  and  helde  hjm  close, 
Till  morow  cam,  that  he  arose : 
And  tho  whan  tynie  and  leiser  was, 
The  quene  tolde  hym  all  the  cas. 
As  she,  that  gyle  none  supposetb, 
And  of  two  pointes  she  hym  apposetb. 

One  wasy  if  that  this  god  no  mora 
Will  come  ayene :  and  ouermoro, ' 
How  she  shall  stonden  in  accorde 
With  kynge  Philip  hir  owne  lorde, 
When  he  comth  home,  and  seeth  hir  grone. 

Madame,  he  seith,  let  me  alone, 
As  for  the  god  I  vndertake. 
That  whan  it  liketh  you  to  take 
His  companfe  at  any  throwe. 
If  I  a  dnie  to  fore  tt  knowe. 
He  shall  be  with  jou  on  the  night : 
And  be  is  welle  of  snche  a  might 
To  kepe  you  from  a1  blame. 
For  thy  comforte  you  madame. 
There  shall  none  other  cause  bee. 
Thus  toke  be  leue,  and  forth  goth  hee. 
And  tho  began  he  for  to  muse, 
Howe  be  the  quene  might  escose 
Towarde  the  kinge,  of  that  is  falle, 
And  foupde  a  crafte  amonges  alle, 
Through  whiche  he  hath  a  sea  foule  dantad 
With  his  magike  and  so  enchanted. 
That  he  flewe  forth,  whan  it  was  night 
Unto  the  kinges  tent  right. 
Where  that  he  laie  amidde  bis  hoste. 
And  whan  he  was  a  slepe  moste. 
With  that  the  sea  foule  to  htm  brought 
All  other  charroe,  whicbe  he  wrought 
At  home  within  his  chamber  stiHe. 
The  kynge  he  tometh  at  his  wiile. 
And  makth  him  for  to  dreame  and  see 
The  dragon*  and  the  prioetee, 
Whiche  was  betwene  him  and  the  quene, 
Andouer  that  he  made  him  wene 
In  sweuen,  howe  that  the  god  Amos, 
Whan  he  vp  fro  the  queue  aros, 
Toke  forth  a  ringe,  wherin  a  stone 
Was  set,  and  graue  therupon 
A  Sonne,  in  whiche  whan  be  cane  nighe, 
A  lion  with  a  swerde  he  sigh. 
And  with  that  prente,  as  be  so  mette. 
Upon  the  queues  wombe  he  sette 
A  scale,  and  goth  him  forth  his  waie. 
With  that  the  sweuen  went  awaie. 
And  tho  began  the  kinge  awake. 
And  sighed  for  his  wines  sake 
Where  as  he  lay  within  his  tent. 
And  bath  great  wondfs,  what  it  mente. 


With  that  he  hasted  him  to  rise^ 
Anone  and  sent  after  the  wise. 
Amonge  the  whiche  there  was  one 
A  clerke,  his  name  is  Amphioa : 
Whan  he  the  kinges  sweuen  herde, 
What  it  betokeoeth  he  antweide. 
And  saith;  as  sekerly  as  the  \yf& 
A  god  hath  layne  by  thy  wife» 
And  gotte  a  sonne,  whiche  shall  wynae 
The  worlde,  and  all  that  is  within. 

As  the  lion  is  kinge  of  beastas. 
So  shall  the  worlde  obeie  his  hcstes. 
Which  with  his  swerde  shal  al  be  womie^ 
Als  forre  as  shineth  any  sonne. 

The  kynge  was  dootHe  of  this  dome, 
But  netheles  whan  that  be  come 
Ageyne  into  hip  owne  loode. 
His  wife  with  chUde  great  he  fouiide| 
He  might  not  him  selfen  store, 
That  he  ne  made  hir  heuie  chere. 
But  he  whiche  couth  of  all  sorowe, 
Nectanabus  Tpoo  the  morowe. 
Through  the  deceite  of  Vicromance, 
Toke  of  a  dragon  the  sembUmce, 
And  where  the  kynge  sat  in  bis  hallcj 
Cam  in  rampende  amonge  hem  all. 
With  such  a  noise,  and  snche  a  rote, 
That  they  agast  were  all  so  aore. 
As  though  they  shulde  die  anone : 
And  netheles  he  greueth  none^ 
But  goth  towarde  the  deise  on  hie : 
And  whan  he  cam  the  quene  nie. 
He  stint  bis  noyse,  and  in  his  wise. 
To  hir  be  profketb  bis  semioe, 
And  laieth  his  bead  rpon  hir  barme« 
And  she  with  goodly  chere  hir  anna 
About  his  necke  ayenwarde  iayde; 
And  thus  the  quene  with  him  playde, 
III  sight  of  all  men  about : 
And  at  last  he  gan  to  loute. 
And  obeysance  vnto  hir  make. 
As  ha  that  wolde  his  leue  take. 
And  sodenlie  his  lothly  forme 
In  to  an  e^e  he  gan  tiansforme. 
And  flewe,  and  set  him  on  a  rayle, 
Wherof  the  kjrnge  had  great  memaile, 
For  there  be  pmneth  hym  aod.piketb, 
As  doth  an  bauke,  whan  him  well  liketh; 
And  after  that  him  selfe  he  dioke, 
Wherof  that  all  the  halle  quoke. 
As  it  a  terremote  were. 
They  sojrden  all,  god  was  there. 
In  suche  a  rees  and  forth  be  High. 

The  k3mg,  wbich  all  this  wonder  sigh, 
Whan  he  cam  to  his  chambre  alone. 
Unto  the  queue  made  his  mone. 
And  of  foryeues  he  hir  praide. 
For  than  he  knewe  well,  as  he  sayde. 
She  was  with  childe  with  a  god. 

Thus  was  the  kinge  without  rod 
Chastis^,  and  the  queue  e«cused| 
Of  that  she  had  beo  aecufed. 

And  for  the  greatter  euidence. 
Yet  after  that  in  the  presence 
Of  kynge  Philip,  and  other  mo. 
Whan  they  yode  In  the  fildes  thD, 
A  fesant  came  before  hir  eie. 
The  whiche  anone,  as  they  hir  seie 
Fleende,  let  an  neie  downe  iiaUe 
And  it  to  brake  tofore  hem  aUc« 
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And  as  tbey  token  therof  kepe, 

Tbey  sigb  out  of  the  sbelle  crepe 

A  litdl  Mipeiit  on  the  groonde,   . 

Wbicbe  nunpeth  eU  aboate  nMinde» 

And  in  ayene  he  woU  haue  wonne^ 

But  for  the  brenniD|;  of  the  sonne 

It  might  not*  and  so  he  deide: 

And  thempon  the  olerkes  seidey 

As  the  serpent,  when  it  was  out. 

Went  enuiron  the  shelle  aboute. 

And  might  not  tome  in  ayene. 

80  shall  it  fall  in  oerteyiie. 
This  cbilde  the  worlde  shall  eauironei 

And  aboue  all,  the  corone 

Hym  shall  befall^  in  bis  yonge  age. 

He  shall  desire  in  his  corage. 

Whan  all  the  woflde  is  in  his  boode. 

To  tnme  ayene  rnto  the  londe. 
Where  he  was  bore,  and  in  his  weye 
Homewaide  be  shall  with  poyson  deye. 

The  kynge,  wbicbe  al  this  sigh  and  herdei 
For  that  daie  forth,  howe  so  it  lerde. 
His  telousie  hath  all  foryete: 
Bot  he»  whiche  hath  the  cbilde  begete^ 
Neetanabns,  in  priuetee. 
The  tjrme  of  his  natinitee; 
Upon  the  contteilacion 
Awayteth,  and  relaeion 
Maketh  to  the  qoene,  how  he  had  do, 
And  euery  houre  appoynteth  so, 
That  no  minute  therof  was  lore. 
80  that  in  due  tyme  is  bore 
This  cbilde:  and  ibrthwith  thempon 
There  fell  wonders  many  one 
Of  tene^MHe  vninenele. 
The  Sonne  toke  collonre  of  stele. 
And  lost  his  light,  the  wyndes  blewe, 
And  many  strengtbes  onerthrewe, 

The  sea  his  propre  kyiide  changeth. 
And  all  the  worlde  his  ferme  strangetb. 

The  thunder  with  his  fine  lenen 
60  cruell  was  vpon  the  heuen, 
That  euery  crthly  creature 
Tho  thought  his  life  in  aaentnre. 
The  tempest  at  last  seisetb. 
The  chllde  is  kepte,  bis  age  encveoeth; 
And  Alisander  his  name  is  bote, 
Tp  whom  Calisthene,  and  Aristote^ 
To  tecben  him  philoeophie 
Entenden:  and  astrcyiomie 
(With  other  tbinges,  which  he  conth| 
Also  to  teche  him  in  his  youth) 
Nectanabus  toke  vpon  honde. 
But  enery  man  mde  rnderstonde 
Of  sorcery  howe  that  it  wende. 
It  woUe  him  selfe  proue  at  ende  •  ? 
And  namely  for  to  begile 
A  ladie  wbicbe  withonte  gyle 
Supposeth  trouthe  all  that  she  beieth  t 
But  often  be,  that  euill  sterethy 
His  ship  is  dreint  therin  a  midde: 
And  in  this  cas  right  to  betydde.    , 
Nectanabus  rpoo  a  night. 
Whan  It  was  foire  and  stem  light. 
This  yonge  lorde  lad  vpon  higbe 
Aboue  a  towre,  where  as  he  sighe 
The  sterres,  suche  as- he  aocountetb, 
And  saietb,  %vfaat  cche  of  hem  amouotctb. 
As  though  ha  knewe  of  all  tbynge^ 
Yet  hath  be  no  Hnowlecbinge 


What  shall  vnto  him  selfe  belbll. 

Whaahe  hath  tolde  his  wordes  all. 
This  yonge  lorde  than  him  apposetb. 
And  asketh,  if  that  he  supposeth. 
What  deth  he  shnld  bim  selfe  deie. 

He  seith,  or  fortune  is  aweie, 
And  euery  sterre  hath  lost  his  wonne. 
Or  els  of  mine  owne  sonne 
i  shall  be  slain,  I  male  not  flee. 

Thought  Alisander  in  priuetee, 
Herof  this  olde  dotarde  Heth. 
And  er  that  other  ought  aspietb. 
All  sodeinliche  his  olde  bones 
He  shofe  ouer  the  walle  at  ones, 
And  saith  hym:  Lie  downe  there  a  partf, 
Wherof  nowe  seriieth  all  thyn  arte^ 
Tbou  knewe  all  other  mens  chance. 
And  of  thy  selfe  hast  ignorance. 
That  thou  hast  sayd  amonges  aU« 
Of  thy  persona  is  not  befoll. 

Nectanabus  whiche  hath  bis  death. 
Yet  whiles  hym  lasteth  life  and  brethe. 
To  Alisander  he  «pake,  and  seyd: 
That  he  with  wrong  blame  on  bim  leid. 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt  and  all  the  caa 
He  tolde,  howe  be  his  sonne  was* 

Tho  he,  whiche  sorie  was  enough. 
Out  of  the  diche  hik  fether  drough. 
And  tolde  his  mother,  howe  it  ferde 
In  ooonsaile.    And  when  she  it  berde. 
And  knewe  the  tokens,  whiche  he  tolde, 
She  nist  what  she  sale  sholde. 
But  stode  abassbed,  as  for  the  while. 
Of  this  magike,  and  all  the  gile. 
She  thought,  how  that  she  was  deeeiued. 
That  she  hath  of  a  man  conceiued. 
And  wende  a  god  it  had  bee. 
But  netbelesse  in  suche  degree 
So  as  she  might  hir  honour  laue. 
She  shope  the  body  was  begraue. 

And  thus  Nectanabus  abought 
The  sorcerie,  whiche  he  wrought. 
Though  be  vpon  the  creatures. 
Through  his  carectes  and  figures 
The  maistrie  and  the  power  bad. 
His  creatour  to  nought  hym  lad, 
Ageyne  whose  lawe  his  crafte  he  vsetb. 
When  he  for  lust  his  god  refuseth. 
And  toke  hym  to  the  deuils  orafle: 
Lo  what  profile  is  hym  belafte: 
That  thynge,  through  which  he  wend  bane  ttonde. 
First  him  exiled  out  of  londe. 
Which  was  his  owne,  and  from  a  kynge 
Made  hym  to  be  an  vnderlynge: 
And  sythen  to  depeyue  a  queue. 
That  toraeth  hym  to  mochell  tene. 
Through  lust  of  loue  he  gat  hym  beta. 
That  ende  couth  he  nought  abate. 
His  olde  sleightes,  whiche  he  onst, 
Yonge  Alisandre  hym  ouercast* 
•  His  feder,  whiche  hym  misbegat 
He  sloughe,  a  gieat  mishappe  was  that, 
But  for  o  myi,  an  other  mis 
Was  jrulde,  and  so  full  ofte  it  is. 

Nectanabus  his  ccafte  m'lawent. 
And  so  it  misfell  hym,  er  he  went. 
I  not  what  helpeth  that  dergie, 
Whiche  maketh  a  man  to  do  folic. 
And  nameKche  of  Nicromaoce, 
Wbicbe  stont  vpon  the  uiitcivim^e. 
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NoU  qaaliter  rex  Zoioaitei  stathn  cam  ab  ytero 
natris  sue  naaoeretnr  gaiidio  magno  risit,  in 
quo  pronosticuni  doloris  fobfequeatis  sigDum 
figurabatur.  Nam  et  ipse  detesUbilia  artis 
magice  primus  fbtt  inuentor^  quem  poatea  rex 
Sarrie  dira  morte  trocidaui^  et  sic  opus  ope- 
iarium  consumpit. 

And  for  to  see  more  eoideoce 
Zoroastes,  whiche  tbexperieoce 
Of  arte  magike  first  fortb  dmugb, 
Anone  as  be  was  bore  he  loogb, 
¥rhiche  token  was  of  wo  suynge. 
For  of  bis  owne  contronynge 
He  food  magik,  and  taugbt  it  forth. 
Bat  all  that  was  him  litell  worth. 
For  of  surry  a  worthy  kynge» 
Him  slewe,  and  that  was  his  endynge. 
But  yet  through  bun  this  craft  is  vsed* 
And  be  through  all  the  worlde  excused. 
For  it  shall  neuer  well  acbene. 
That  stont  not  right  with  the  be!ene> 
But  Uche  to  wolle  is  enill  sponne, 
Who  leseth  hym  selfB  hath  liteil  wonue* 
And  ende  proueth  enery  tbyng. 

Saul,  whiche  was  of  lewes  1^'^e, 
Up  pey oe  of  deth  forbad  this  arte :    • 
And  yet  he  toke  therof  bis  parte. 

The  phttonisse  in  Samarie 
Yafe  hym  connsaila  by  soroerie, 
Whiche  after  felle  to  moche  sorowe. 
For  he  was  8la3me  vpon  the  morowe. 
To  conne  mocheli  thynge  it  helpetb. 
But  of  to  moche  no  man  yelpeth. 

So  for  to  loke  on  enery  side, 
BCagike  maie  not  well  betide. 

For  thy  my  sonne  Iwoll  the  rede. 
That  thon  of  these  ensaroples  drede. 
That  for  no  lust  of  erthly  loue 
Thou  seche  so  to  come  sAwuc, 
Wherof  as  in  the  worldes  wonder» 
Thou  sbalt  for  euer  be  put  vnder. 

My  good  foder  gmnnt  mercj.    ■ 
For  ener  I  shall  beware  tberbj. 
Of  loue  what  me  so  befiille, 
Sucbe  sorcery  abooen  all^ 
Fro  this  day  forth  1  shall  escbewci 
That  so  ne  wyll  i  not  poraewe 
My  lust  of  loue  for  to  seche. 
But  this  I  wolde  you  beseche. 
Beside  that  me  stant  of  lone. 
As  I  you- herd  speke  abooe, 
Howe  Alisandre  was  betaoght 
Of  Arisb>tle,  and  so  well  tangbt 
Of  all  that  to  a  kynge  belongeth, 
Wherof  my  herte  sore  longeth 
To  wttte  what  it  wolde  mene. 
For  by  reason  I  wolde  weney 
But  if  I  herde  of  thynges  strange. 
Yet  for  a  tyme  it  shnld  change 
Ifdy  peyne,  and  Itsie  me  somdele. 

My  good  Sonne  thou  sayest  wele. 
For  wisedome  howe  that  euer  it  stonde. 
To  hym  that  can  it  rnderstonde, 
Doth  great  profite  m  sondrie  wise: 
^ut  touchend  of  so  highe  a  prise, 
Whiche  is  not  vnto  Venus  knowe, 
1  maie  it  not  my  selfo  knowe, 
Whiche  of  hir  conrte  am  all  forth  drewe 
And  can  nothyng  bat  of  bir  Inwe. 


Bat  netheles  to  knowe  Boi«» 
As  well  as  thou,  me  longeth  soic: 
And  for  it  helpctb  to  oommone, 
AH  be  thei  nought  to  ne  comamne 
The  scholes  of  philoaopbia: 
Yet  tbiiike  I  for  to  specifie. 
In  bokes  as  it  is  comprehended, 
Wherof  thon  mightest  ben 
For  though  I  be  not  all  connningA, 
Upon  the  forme  of  this  writings^ 
Some  part  tberof  yet  I  bane  herde, 
in  this  mater  howe  it  bath  fenle. 

BXPUCIT  LUIBA  SBXTI7S. 


Omnibns  in  cansis  sapiens  doctrina  salntem 
Consequitur,  nee  habet  quis  nisi  ductus  open^ 

Naturam  superat  doctrina  Tiro  quod  et  ortns, 
Ingenii  docilis  oon  dedit,  ipsa  debit 

Non  ita  discretus  hominum  per  climata  regnat, 
Quin  magis  rt  sapiat,  indiget  ipse  scbolsB. 

Sola  omnis  doctrina  bona  hnmano  rogimini  saln*^ 
tem  confert.  In  hue  septimo  Ubro  ad  instaatiam'' 
amantis  languidi  intendit  Genius  illam,  ei  qna 
pbilosophi  et  Astrologi  philosopbie  doctrinam 
regem  AlexandramimbQortmtfSecindaaialiqaid  , 
declarare.    Diuidit  enhn  philosophiam  in  troi 
partes,  qnarum  prima  Theorica,  seennda  Rbcto-^ 
rica,  tercia  Practica  noncnpata  eat,  de  quaniiii 
condicionibnaaobaequentar  per  aiagula  tractabiti 

INCIPIT  USER  SEPTIMUS^ 

I  GEHiua  the  praeat  of  lone, 
My  son  as  thou  bast  praid  abotie» 
That  I  the  sehole  shall  declare 
Of  Aristotle,  and  eke  the  fore 
Of  Alisanderi  howe  be  was  taught, 
I  am  somdele  therof  distraught. 
For  it  is  not  the  matere 
Of  Ioue»  why  we  sitten  here 
To  shrine,  ao  aa  Venua  badde. 
But  nethelea  for  it  b  gladde. 
So  as  thon  saiest  for  thyn  apprise. 
To  here  of  sucbe  thyngea  wiae, 
Wherof  thon  might  thy  tyme 
So  as  I  can,  I  shall  the  wiase. 
For  wiaedome  ia  at  enery  throwe, 
Aboue  all  other  thyng  to  knowe,  - 
In  loues  cause  and  els  where. 
For  thy  my  sonne  Tnto  thyn  eare^ 
Though  it  be  not  in  the  regiatre 
Of  Venus,  yet  of  that  Calisthre 
And  Aristotle  whilom  writle 
To  Alisander,  thou  sbalt  witte. 
But  for  the  loraa  ben  dioera, 
I  tbsmke  first  to  the  refaerce 
The  matter  of  philosopbie, 
Whiche  Ariatotle  of  hia  devgie. 
Wise  and  experte  in  the  science. 
Declared  thilke  intelligence, 
Aa  of  the  poyntea  prineipalle. 

Wherof  the  flrat  in  apecialle 
la  Theorike,  wbiche  ia  groonded 
On  him,  which  ml  the  wortde  hath  fomidd^ 
Whiche  compreb^nded  al  the  lora. 

And  for  to  loketfoqermoi* 
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Vnet  •f  leicaee  ibe  teoond* 
Is  Rtettiric,  wbose  fiu^nde 
Aboae  all  'other  n  eloquent 
To  telle  a  Ule  io  iudgement. 
So  well  caa  no  man  speke  as  hee. 
The  last  science  of  the  three. 
It  is  piactike,  whose  office 
The  vertn  trieth  fro  the  vice, 
And  tecbeth  vpon  good  tbewes 
To  6e  the  compaaie  of  shrewcs, 
Whiche  staot  in  di^posicion 
Of  mannes  fre  election. 

Practike  enfurmeth  eke  the  rewie, 
Howe  tlwt  a  worthie  kynge  shall  rule 

His  realme,  both  In  werre  and  pees. 

Lo  thus  dane  Aristoteles 
These  thre  sciences  hath  deuided. 

And  in  nature  also  decided, 

Wherof  that  eche  of  hem  shall  serue. 
The  first,  whiche  is  the  consenie 

And  keper  of  the  remenante, 

As  that,  whiche  is  most  suffisante. 

And  chiefie  of  the  pbilosophie. 

If  I  therof  sha>I  specifie. 

So  as  the  philosopher  tolde, 

Nowe  herke,  and  kepe  that  thou  it  holde. 

Prima  creatorem  dat  scire  scientia  sammnniy 
Sui  capifcy  agnosctt,  suf&cit  illud  el. 

Pinra  viros  qoandoque  iuoat  nescire,  sed  illnd| 
duod  Tidit  expediens  sobrius  ille  sapit 

Hie  tractat  de  prima  parte  pbilosophie,  qu« 
Tbeorica  dicttur,  cuius  natum  triplici  doUta  est 
scientia,  scilicet  Theologia,  Phisica,  et  Mathe* 
matics,  Sed  primo  ill»m  partem  Theologice  de* 
clarabit. 

Ov  Tbeorike  principalle 
The  philosopher  in  specialle 
The  propirtees  hath  determined, 
As  thiike  whiche  is  enlumioed 
Of  wisdome,  and  of  high  prudence, 
Aboue  all  other  in  his  science. 
And  stant  departed  vpon  three. 
The  first  of  whiche  in  his  degree 
Is  cleped  in  pbilosophie. 
The  science  of  Tbeologie. 
That  other  named  is  phisike. 
The  thirde  is  seide  Mathematike, 

Theologie  is  that  science, 
Whiche  Tnto  man  yeueth  euidenc^ 
Of  thyng,  whiche  is  not  bodily, 
Wherof  men  knowe  redily 
The  high  almighty  trinitee, 
Whiche  is  o  god  in  Tuitee, 
Withouten  ende  and  begynoyngf ,  > 
And  creature  of  all  thsmge. 
Of  heueu,  of  erthe,  snd  of  hell, 
Wherof  (as  olde  bo|ces  tell) 
The  philosopher  in  his  reason 
Wrote  vpon  this  conclusion: 
And  of  his  writynge  in  a  dsuae 
He  clepeth  go4  the  firste  cause, 
Whiohe  <tf  hy«  setfe  is  tbilke  good, 
Withouten  whofn  nothyng  is  good, 
Of  whiche  that  eusry  eraature 
Hath  his  beyng,  and  his  nature. 
After  the  beyng  of  the  thynges 
There  ben  thre  tonnes  of  bsyvgss, 


Nota  quod  triplex  dicitar  essentia.  Prima  tem« 
poranea,  quae  in6ipit  et  dssinit:  Seeunda  per^ 
petua,  que  incipit,  et  iion  desinit^  Tertia  seia« 
pitema,  que  nee  incipit,  nee  desinit. 

Thymg,  whiche  began,  and  ende  shall. 
That  thyng  is  cleped  temporall. 
There  is  also  by  other  weye 
Thyng,  whiche  began  and  shall  not  day. 
As  soules,  that  ben  spiritueU, 
Herbeynge  is  perpetuelk 

But  there  is  one  aboue  the  soone. 
Whose  tyme  neuer  was  bigonne. 
And  endles  shall  euer  bee: 
That  is  the  god,  whose  magestae 
All  other  thynges  shall  gouenie. 
And  his  beinge  is  sempitenie.  . 

The  god,  to  whom  all  honours 
Belongeth,  he  is  creatoure. 
And  other  ben  his  creatures. 
He  commanndeth  the  natures. 
That  thei  to  him  obeien  all. 
Withouten  hym,  what  so  befolle 
Her  might  is  none,  and  he  male  all: 
The  god  was  euer  and  euer  shall 
And  thei  begonne  of  his  asseote. . 

The  times  al  ben  present 
To  god,  and  to  hem  all  vnknowe. 
But  what  hym  liketh,  that  thei  knowa. 
Thus  both  an  angel  and  a  man. 
The  whiche  of  all,  that  god  began, 
Ben  chief,  obeien  goddes  mig^t; 
And  he  stout  endeles  vp  right. 

To  this  science  ben  prioee 
The  clerkes  of  diuinitce. 

The  whiche  vnto  the  people  preche 

The  feith  of  holy  churche  and  tech^ 

Whiche  in  one  cas  vpon  beleue 

Stant  more  than  thei  can  preue 

By  wey  of  argument  sensible, 

But  netheles  it  is  credible. 

And  doth  a  man  great  medc  baue. 

To  hym  that  thinketh  hym  selfe  to  sau^ 

Theology  in  suche  a  wise 

Of  highe  science  and  highe  aprise, 

Aboue  all  other  stant  vnlike. 

And  is  the  first  of  tbeorike. 


Nota  de  secuada  parte  Theoricc,  que  Phisiea, 

dicitur. 

Phisikb  is  after  the  seconde, 

Through  which  the  philosophre  hath  fonde. 

To  teche  sondrie  knowlechyngcs 

Upon  the  bodeliche  thynges 

Of  man,  of  beast,  of  herbe,  of  stone, 

Of  fisshe,  of  fowle,  of  euerichone. 

That  ben  of  bodily  substance. 

The  nature  and  the  circumstance. 

Tlirough  this  science  it  is  full  sought 

Which  vaileth  and  whiphe  vaileth  nought. 

Nota  de  tertia  parte  Theorice,  que  Mathematics 
dicitur,  cuius  condicio  quatuor  in  se  continet 
intelligentias,  scilicet  Arithmeticam.  Musicam, 
Geometriam,  et  Astronomiam,  Sed  primo  de 
Arithmetice  natura  dioere  inteadiC 

Tm  thifd  point  of  Tbeorike, 
Whif  he  dspad  M  Matheaiiti)(^ 
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0ettid«d  is  in  sondrie  wise, 
And  stant  vpon  dioen  apprise. 
The  first  of  whiohe  is  Arthmetike, 
And  the  second  is  said  Musike« 
The  third  is  eke  Geometrie, 
And  the  forth  Astronomie. 

Of  Arthmetike  the  matere 
Is  that  of  whiche  a  man  maie  lere, 
What  Algorisme  in  nomhre  amoontetb. 
Whan  that  the  wise  man  acooanteth 
After  the  forme!  propretee 
Of  Algorismes  a,b,e. 
By  whiche  multiplicacion 
Is  made>  and  diminiicion 
Of  sommes  by  thexperience 
Of  this  arte,  and  of  this  science. 

Notm  de  musica,  qne  secanda  ppn  artis  mathe- 

matice  dicitur. 

The  secpnde  of  mathemstike, 
Whiche  is  the  science  of  mosike. 
That  teacheth  vpon  hannonte 
A  man  to  maken  melodie 
By  voice  and  sonne  of  instrument, 
Through  notes  of  accordementt 
The  whiche  men  prooonnce  alofte, 
Nowe  sharpe  notes,  and  nowe  softe^ 
Nowe  hie  notes,  and  nowe  lowe. 
As  by  Gam  vt,  a  man  may  knowe^ 
Whiche  techeth  the  prolacion 
Of  note,  and  the  condicioii. 

• 

Nota  de  tertia  specie  artis  Mathematici^  quam 
Qeometriam  vocant* 

Mathevatikb  of  his  science 

Hath  yet  the  thirde  intelligence. 

Full  of  wisdome  and  of  clergie. 

And  cleped  is  Oeometrte: 

Through  which  a  man  hath  the  sleight 

Of  length,  of  brede,  of  depth,  of  height 

To  knowe  the  proporcion 

By  Tery  calcniacion 

Of  this  science:  and  in  this  wise 

These  olde  philosophres  vise. 

Of  all  this  worldes  erth  roonde 

Howe  laige,  howe  thicke  was  the  grotinde, 

Cbtttriued  by  the  experience 

The  Cercle,  and  the  circomference 

Of  enery  thynge  vnto  the  heoen, 

Tbei  se^ten  point  and  measure  euen, 

Mathematike  abooe  the  erth 
Of  high  science  abone  the  ferth, 
Whiche  speketh  vpon  Astronomie, 
And  techeth  of  the  stenres  hie, 
Begynnyng  Tpwaide  fro  the  moone. 
But  fint,  as  it  was  for  to  doone. 
This  Aristotle  in  other  thynge. 
Unto  thi^  worthy  yonge  kynge 
The  kynde  of  eoery  element, 
Whiche  itaqt  vnder  the  firmament, 
Howe  it  is  made,  and  in  what  wise. 
Fro  poin^  to  point  he  gan  deuise. 

CInataor  omnjpotens  elemeuta  craauit  origo: 
Soatttor  et  venti  partibns  oim  dabat. 

Nostraqoe  quadmplici  complectio  sorte  creator, 
Corpora  sicque  luo  siat  Ttnatui  homoj 


Hie  tractat  de  ereaUone  qoataor.elemoiilMttaCt^ 
scilicet  terre,  aque,  aeris,  et  ignis,  Kecneii.  ek. 
de  eonim  natnris,  nam  et  singolii  proprietataa 
singule  attribnontur. 

ToroRE  the  creacion 

Of  ony  worldes  stacion. 

Of  henen,  of  ertbe,  or  eke  of  bell, 

So  as  these  olde  IxJkes  tell. 

As  Sonne  to  fore  the  songe  is  set» 

And  yet  thei  ben  to  gether  knet: 

Right  so  the  high  pnmeance 

Tho  had  vuder  his  ordenance 

A  great  substance,  a  great  mattered 

Of  whiche  he  wolde  in  his  manere 

These  other  thynges  make  and  fonne. 

For  yet  withouten  any  forme 

Was  that  matere  vniuersall. 

Which  bight  Hem  in  special]. 

Of  Hem,  as  I  am  enformed. 
These  dementes  ben  made  and  fonnadl 

Of  Hem  dementes  thei  hote» 
After  the  sehole  of  Aristote, 
Of  whiche  if  more  I  shall  reherse, 
Foure  dementes  there  ben  diuerse. 

Nota  de  terra,  quod  est  primnm  dementom 

The  first  of  hem,  men  ertbe  can, 
Whiche  is  the  lowest  of  hem  all; 
And  is  hU  forme  is  shape  rounde, 
Substanciall,  stronge,  sad,  and  sounda 
As  that,  whiche  made  is  suffisant. 
To  beare  vp  all  the  renienant 
For  as  the  point  in  a  compas 
Stant  euen  amiddqi,  right  so  was 
This  ertbe  set,  and  shall  abide. 
That  it  maie  swerue  to  no  side. 
And  hath  his  centre  after  the  lawe 
Of  kinde :  and  to  that  Centre  draws 
Desireth  enery  worides  thynge: 
If  there  ne  were  no  lettynge* 

Nota  de  aqua,  qnod  est  sarmidnm  dementnm. 

Above  the  ertbe  kepeth  his  bounde 
The  water,  whiche  is  the  secoode 
Of  dementes:  and  all  without 
It  enoironnetb  therthe  about. 

But  as  it  sheweth  nought  fbr  tbf 
The  subtile  water  mightfly. 
Though  it  be  of  hym  sdfe  sofle. 
The  strength  of  the  erth  pnsseth  oftew 

For  right  as  veines  ben  of  blood 
In  man,  right  so  the  water  flood 
Therth  of  his  coors  makth  fol  of  Teines, 
Als  well  the  hilles  as  the  pleines: 
And  that  a  man  maie  seen  at  eie. 
For  wher  the  hilles  ben  most  hi**. 
There  maie  men  well  stremes  finde. 
So  preueth  it  by  waie  of  kiade. 
The  water  higber  than  the  londe. 
And  ouer  this  nowe  Toderstonde, 

Nota  de  aere,  quod  est  terttom  eleaie&tam. 

Ayer  is  the  thirde  of  dementes. 

Of  whose  kinde  his  asptrementea 

Taketh  eoery  liuisshe  creature. 

The  whiche  shall  Fpon  erth  eoduie:       .     . . 
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For  M  the  6nlM^  if  it  be  drie. 

Mote  in  defente  of  witer  die: 

Right  to  without  Mer  od  line 

No  raao,  ne  beest»  nuKht  thriae. 

The  wbicbe  it  oiade  of  iletshe  and  bone, 

There  is  oat  take  of  all  none. 

Nota  qnod  aer  in  tribut  periferiii  diaiditnr. 

• 

TBI!  aier  in  periferis  three 
Denided  is  of  snche  degree : 
Beneth  is  one,  and  one  amidde, 
To  whiche  aboue  ii  the  thridde. 
And  irpon  the  deoisions, 
There  ben  diners  impressions, 
Of  moyst,  and  eke  of  drie  altOg 
Whiche  of  the  sonne  bpth  two 
Ben  drawn,  and  baled  vpon  bie» 
And  maken  cioodes  in  the  skie* 
And  shewed  is  at  mans  sight, 
Wherof  by  daie,  and  eke  by  night* 
After  the  tjrmes  of  the  yere^ 
Amoi^  r»  vpon  erth  here, 
In  toadrie  wise  thynges  faOe, 

Nota  de  prima  aeris  periferia. 

Tn  firste  perifiere  of  all 
Bngendreth  mist,  and  oueimore 
The  dewes,  and  the  frostes  bore. 
After  thilke  intersticion, 
la  whiche  thei  take  impression. 

Nota  de  secnnda  aeris  periferia. 

fRO  the  seconde,  as  bokes  seyne, 
The  moyst  droppes  of  the  reyne 
Desoenden  in  to  the  middel  ertb, 
And  tempreth  it  to  lede  and  erth. 
And  doth  to  springe  gras  and  floare : 
And  ofte  also  the  great  shoure 
Out  of  snche  place  it  maie  be  take, 
That  it  the  forme  sbali  forsake 
Of  reyne,  aiid  in  to  snowe  be  torned. 
And  eke  it  maie  be  so  soioumed. 
In  sondrie  places  vp  alofke, 
That  in  to  bayle  it  tourneth  ofte. 

Nota  de  tertia  aeris  periferia. 

Thb  thiide  of  aier,  aiter  the  lawe, 
Tbroagh  suche  matere  as  is  Tp  drawe 
Of  drie  thy  age,  as  it  is  ofte, 
AoM>oge  the  cloades  rpon  lofte. 
And  is  so  close,  H  maie  not  oat : 
Than  is  it  chased  sore  about, 
Till  it  to  Are  and  f eyte  fhlle. 
And  than  it  breketh  the  cloudes  a1l» 
The  whiche  of  so  great  noyse  craken. 
That  thei  the  fearefoll  thonder  inaken. 
The  thonder  stroke  sroit,  er  it  leyte. 
And  yet  men  sene  the  fire  and  leyte, 
The  thonder  stroke  er  that  men  here. 
So  maie  it  well  be  proued  here 
In  thjrnge,  whiche  shewed  is  firo  ferre* 
A  mans  eie  is  there  nerre, 
Than  is  the  sounde  to  mans  eare. 
And  netheles  it  is  great  feare 
Both  of  the  stroke,  and  of-the  fire. 
Of  whiche  is  no  reconerire 


In  place  where  that  thei  discende. 
But  if  god  wolde-his  grace  sende. 

Nota  qualiter  ignes,  quos  motantur  in  aere,  dis* 
currere  Tidemnsy  seenndum  Tsrias  apparentte 
formas,  varia  gestant  nomina,  quorum  primns 
Assub,  Secundus  Capm  saliens,terliBS  Eges,  Et 
quartos  Daali  in  libris  philosophomm  nuncopa* 
tus  est 

AMD  for  to  speaken  ouer  this, 
In  this  parte  of  the  aire  it  is, 
That  men  full  ofte  sene  by  night 
The  fire  in  sondrie  forme  alight : 
Somtyme  the  fire  drake  it  semeth. 
And  so  the  lewde  people  it  demeth, 
Somtyme  it  semeth  as  it  were 
A  sterre,  whiche  that  glideth  theroi 
Bat  it  is  nether  of  the  two. 
The  philosophre  telletb  so^ 
Andseith:  that  of  impressions. 
Through  dinars  exaltacions 
Upon  the  cause  and  the  matere^ 
Men  sene  dioerse  forme  appere 
Of  fire,  the  whiche  hath  sondrie  name. 
Assub,  he  saith,  is  thilke  same, 
The  whiche  m  sondrie  place  is  foande^ 
Whan  it  is  foil  downe  to  grounde 
So  as  the  fire  it  hath  aneled,     . 
Uke  vnto  slime,  whiche  is  coogeled. 

Of  evaltacioo  1  finde 
Fire  keeled  of  the  same  kinde* 
But  it  is  of  an  other  forme, 
Wherof,  if  that  I  shall  confoime 
The  figure  vnto  that  it  is. 
These  olde  elerkes  tellen  this : 
That  it  is  like  a  goat  skipende : 

And  for  that  it  is  suche  semende. 

It  is  bote  Capra  saliens. 

And  eke  these  Astronomiens 

An  other  fire  also  by  night, 

Whiche  sbeweth  hym  to  mans  sight, 

Thei  depen  Eges,  the  whiche  brenneth 

Like  to  the  currant  fire,  that  lenneth 

Upon  a  corde,  as  thou  haste  sene. 

When  it  with  poudre  is  so  besene 

Of  sulphur,  and  other  thynges  mo. 
There  is  a  notber  f^te  also, 

Whiche  semeth  to  a  mans  eie 

By  nightes  tyme,  as  though  then  flie 

A  dragon  brenoyng  in  the  side, 

iAud  that  is  cleped  proprely- 
Daali,  wherof  men  saie  foil  ofte : 
Lo  where  the  fyrie  dnke  a  lofte 
Fleeth  vp  in  thaire :  and  so  thei  demen. 
But  why  the  fyres  suche  semea 
Of  sondry  forme  to  bebolde. 
The  wise  philosophre  tolde. 
So  as  to  fere  it  hath  ben  heide. 

Lo  thus  my  sonne  it  hath  ferde 
Of  aire,  the  due  propretee. 
In  sondry  wise  thou  myght  see* 
And  howe  vnder  the  flrmament 
It  is  eke  the  thirde  element 
Whiche  ennironoth  both  two. 
The  water  and  the  lande  also. 

Nota  de  igne,  qnod  est  quartum  elementum. 

And  for  to  tell  ouer  this 

Of  elementes,  whiche  the  fortbe  ii 
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That  is  tlie  fire  is' his  degree 
Whtche  enuironeth  tbother  three^ 
And  is  without  moyste  all  drie. 
Bat  list  nowe^  what  seytbethe  elergie. 
For  vpon  hem,  that  I  baue  sayde 
The  creatour  hath  set  and  leyde 
The  kynde  and  the  compleiion 
Of  all  mennes  nacion.  ^ 

Fonre  elementes  sondrie  there  bee, 
Liche  vnto  whicbe  of  that  degree, 
Amonge  the  men  there  bene  also 
Complections  foare,  and  no  mo : 
Wherof  the  philosophre  treteth» 
That  he  nothynge  bebynde  leteth. 
And  seith,  howe  that  thei  bene  diuerse, 
2b  as  I  shall  to  the  reberce. 


Nota  hie  qualiter  secaodom  natonim  qoataor  ele- 
mentorum,  quatuor  in  htraumo  corpora  com- 
plexiones  Kilicet  Melaocolta,  Fleugma,  S^nguia, 

.  et  Golera  naturaliter  eonttitauotar,  ynda  primo 
de  Melancolja  diceodam  est. 

He  whiche  nainretli  cnery  kynde 

Thfe  myghty  god,  so  ••  I  fynde 

Of  man,  whi6h«  ia  his  cvtaQiire 

Hath  so  deuyded  the  nature : 

That  none  tyll  other  well  aoeoidetb. 

And  by  the  caoaa  it  so  discoideth. 

The  life,  whiche  feleth  the  sikenesse 

Male  stonde  Tpon  no  sikarnesse.  { 

Of  therthe,  whiche  is  colde  and  dria 
The  kynde  of  man  MelanooUe 
Is  deped,  and  that  is  the  fyrste. 
The  mostvngoodlyche,  and  the  werste. 

For  vnto  loaes  werke  on  night 
Hym  lacketh  both  wiaand  might. 
No  wondre  is  in  lastie  place 
Of  lone  though  he  lese  giaoe. 
What  man  hath  that  coapIexioD, 
Full  of  imaginAcion, 
Of  dedes,  and  of  wratbiiill  thoaghte. 
He  freteth  hym  selnen  all  to  noaghte. 

De  comptexione  fleugmatls. « 

The  water,  whicbe  is  noystc  aad  ooMe^ 
Maketh  slcme,  whiche  i»oiBiiiiblde 
Foryetell,  slowe,  and  wery  soone, 
Of  euery  thynge  whiche  ia  to  doom. 
He  ts  of  kinde  suffisant 
To  holde  loue  his  conemint: 
But  that  h3rm  lacketh  appetite, 
"^iniiche  lougeth  vnto  suche  delite. 
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De  complexione  sanguinis. 

What  man  that  takth  hi»  kinde  of  their 
He  shall  be  light,  lie  shall  be  fayre. 
For  his  complexion  is  bloode. 
Of  all  there  is  none  so  good* 
For  he  hath  both  will  and  might 
To  please  and  paie  loue  bis  right. 
Where  as  he  hath  loue  vndertake« 
Wronge  is,  if  that  he  fonaka. 

De  complexioDe  colere» 

The  first  of  his  condicion 
Appropreth  the  complexion. 


Whose  psopertiei  beo  dm  md  kok^ 
Whiche  to  a  man  is  eoicr  hota, 
It  maketh  a  man  ben  eBgioous, 
And  swifte  of  fote,  and  eke  ynms. 
I  Of  conteke,  avd  foole  bastioasaa 
He  hath  a  right  great  beataasae^ 
To  thinke  on  loue  and  litell  maie, 
Though  be  be  hole  waa  a  daicr    . 
On  night  whan  that  he  woll  assaie. 
He  male  full  euill  his  defetes  paia 

Nota  qualiter  quatuor  cemplexkiMs  qoataor 
homine  habitaciones  diuisim  poMident. 

AiTEJi  the  kynde  of  tbelement 
Thus  staot  a  mans  kynde  went, 
At  touchend  hia  compiexion 
Upon  sondrie  diuieion. 
Of  drie,  of  moysc,  of  chele,  of  hete, 
And  ecbe  of  hem  his  owne  sete 
Appropred  hatb>  within  a  man. 
And  first  to  telle  as  I  began, 

» 

S^lendomns  mdaocolie. 


The  splen  Is  to 
Assigned  for  beibiigerie. 

Pulmo  domua  fleugtaiatia. 

The  moyst  fleume,  with  the  eolda 
Hath  in  the  longes  .for  his  holde 
Ordeined  him  a  propre  stede. 
To  dwell  there  aa  be  ia  bedc^ 

« 

Epar  domut  s^ngniuis. 

# 

To  the  sanguine  complexion 
Nature  of  his  inspection 
A  propre  hous  bath  in  the  liuer. 
For  his  dwellinge  made  daliner. 

Fel  domua  colere. 

The  drie  cder,  with  his  bete. 
By  weie  of  kynde  his  propre  sete 
Hath  in  the  galle,  where  he  dwelletb» 
So  as  the  philosophre  telleth. 

• 

Nota  de  stomacho,  qui  vna  cum  aliis  cordi  specF- 

aiiua  deseniit. 


NoWB  oner  this  for  to  wite. 

As  it  is  in  phisike  write, 

Of  liuer,  of  longe,  of  galJe,  of  iplene, 

Thei  all  vnto  the  herte  bene 

Seruantes,  and  eche  in  his  office 

Entenden  to  don  him  seruice. 

As  he  whiche  is  chiefe  lorde  abona. 

The  liuer  maktfa  him  for  to  loue. 

The  longe  giueth  him  wey  of  speche. 

The  gall  seruetfa  to  do  wreche, 

The  splen  doth  him  to  laughe  and  plaie. 

Whan  all  vnclennes  is  a  waie. 

Lo  thus  hath  ecbe  of  hem  his  deda 

To  susteyoen  hem  and  fedCi 

In  tynie  of  recreacion 
Nature  hath  increacion 
The  stomake  for  a  comune  koke 
Ordeined  so,  as  saith  the  bodw 
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The  rtomake  lulkt  is  for  the  ball. 
And  bbyktb  meate  forhem  all 
To  make  hem  mightie  for  to  sehie 
The  hevte^  that  he  shall  not  steme. 

For  as  a  kynge  in  his  empire 
Aboue  ail  other  is  lorde  and  syre: 
So  is  the  berte  prindpall. 
To  whom  reason  in  speciall 
b  yeoe,  as  for  the  gonemance. 

And  thos  natdre  bis  parueaooe 
Hath  made  for  man  to  liuen  here. 
Bot  god,  whiche  hath  the  soule  dere, 
Haih  formed  it  ia  other  wise. 
That  can  no  man  pleyndy  deuise. 
But  as  the  derices  ts  enforme. 
That  Kche  to  god  it  hath  a  foiinc. 
Through  wbiche  fignce^  antl  whiche  likeaesse. 
The  s(mie  hath  many  an  high  noblesse 
Appropried  to  his  owne  kvode. 
Bat  oft  bir  wittes  ben  made  blynde. 
All  onelicbe  of  this  ilke  poynte. 
That  hir  abydyng  is  ooaioynte 
Forth  with  the  ho^  for  to  dwelle. 
That  one  desireth  towarde  heUe, 
That  other  rpwaide  to  the  heuen, 
80  shall  thei  neoer  stQode  in  eoen. 
Bat  if  the  flesshe  be  oueroome. 
And  that  the  soole  bath  holly  nome 
The  gouemance:  and  that  is  selde, 
While  that  the  flesshe  him  maie  bewelde. 

All  erthdy  tbynge»  whiche  god  beigao, 
Was  onely  made  to  seme  man. 
Bat  he  the  soale  all  onely  made 
Hym  seloea  for  to  seroe  and  glade. 
AU  other  bestes  that  men  fynde. 
Thei  semen  vnto  their  owoe  kynde. 
Bat  to  reason  tbe  soale  seruethy 
Wherof  the  man  his  thonke  dcseroeth. 
And  get  hym  with  his  workes  goode. 
The  perdarable  liaes  foode. 

Hie  loqoitar  Tlterios  de  diaisione  terre:  que  post 
diluuium  tribos  filiis  Noe  in  tres  partes,  scilicet 
Asiam,  Affricam,  et  Europam  dioidebatur. 

Or  what  matere  it  shall  be  tokle, 

A  tale  liketh  many  folde 

The  better,  if  thtft  it  be  spqke  pleyne. 

Thus  tbinke  I  for  to  tourpe  agejrne, 

And  telle  plenerly  therfore 

Of  the  eith,  wherof  now  tofore 

I  spake,  and  of  the  water  eke, 

So  as  these  olde  boket  ^leke. 

And  set  properly  tbe  bounde 

After  the  forme  of  Mappamounde, 

Through  which  tbe  grouode  by.purparties 

Departed  is  in  tbre  parties, 

That  is  Asie,  Affrtke,  Burope, 

The  whiche  v^er  the  heuen  cope 

Bcgtipeth  all  this  earth  rounde, 

As  ferre  u  stretcbeth  any  groonde.  , 

Bot  after  that  tbe  high  wreche. 

The  water  weyes  let  out  secbe 

And  oueigo  the  billes  hie, 

Whiche  eueiy  kynde  made  die, 

That  vpon  middell  erth  stoode. 

Out  take  Noe,  and  his  bloode. 

His  sonnes,  aqd  his  doughters  tbre 

They  were  saue,  and  so  was  be. 

Her  names,  who  that  rede  right, 

Sem,  Cam,  laph^t^  ^  bretbejroe  bight. 


And  whan  thiike  almighty  honde 

Witbdrough  the  water  fro  the  londe. 

And  all  tbe  rage  was  awaie, 

And  erth  was  t6e  mans  vraie : 

The  sonnes  tbre,  of  whiche  I  tolde. 

Right  after  that  hem  selfe  wolde. 

This  worlde  departe  they  begoone, 

Asia,  whiche  laie  to  the  sonne 

Upon  the  marche  of  Orient, 

Was  graunted  by  commune  assent 

To  Sein,  whiche  was  the  sonne  eldest. 

For  that  partie  was  the  best. 

And  doable  as  mucbe  as  other  two. 

And  was  that  tyme  bounded  so, 

Wber  as  the  floud,  which  men  Nile  calleth. 

Departed  fro  his  coors,  and  falleth 

In  to  the  sea  Alexandrine, 

There  taketh  Asie  first  sesioe    . 

Towarde  the  weste,.aod  oner  this 

Of  Canahim,  where  the  dode  is 

In  to  the  great  sea  rennende. 

Fro  that  in  to  the  worldes  ende 

Estwarde  Asie  it  is  algates. 

Till  that  men  comen  to  the  gates 

}Of  paradise,  and  there  bo^ 
And  sbortely  for  to  speake  it  so. 
Of  Orient  in  genecall 
Within  his  bounde  Asie  bath  alL 


De  Affiriea  et  Europs*. 

AND  than  vpon  that  other  side 
Westwarde,  as  it  fell  tbiike  tide 
The  brother,  whiche  was  bote  Cam, 
Unto  his  parte  Afirike  nam. 

laphet  Europe  tho  toke  he. 
Thus  parten  they  the  worlde  on  thrs. 

But  yet  there  ben  of  loodes  fele. 
In  Occident,  as  for  the  chele,  , 

In  Orient  as  for  the  bete, 
Whiche  of  the  people  be  forlete. 
As  londe  deserte,  that  is  vnable. 
For  it  maie  not  ben  habitable. 

Nota  de  mare,  quod  magnum  Oceanum  dicitur. 

The  water  eke  hath  sondry  bounde 

After  tbe  londe,  where  it  is  founde. 

And  takth  his  name  of  thiike  londes. 

Where  that  it  renneth  on  the  strondes. 

But  thiike  sea,  whiche  hath  no  wane, 

Is  cleped  the  greate  Oceanex 

Out  of  wbiche  arise  and  come 

The  hie  flouddes  all  and  some. 

Is  none  so  litell  well  sprmge,  , 

Whiche  there  ne  takth  his  beginninge, 

And  liche  a  man  that  lacketh  brethe. 

By  weie  of  kynde,  so  it  gethe 

Out  of  the  sea,  and  in  ageyne 

The  water  as  the  bokes  seyne. 

,Nota  hie  secnndum  pbilosophum  de  quinto  ele« 
mento,  quod  omnia  sub  celo  areata  i of ra  suum 
ambitum  con ti net,  cui  nomen  orbis  specialiter 
appropriatom  est. 

OF  elementes  the  properties 
How  that  they  stooden  by  degrees. 
As  I  baue  tolde,  nowe  might  thou  here 
My  good  Sonne  all  tbe  matere 
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Of  erthe,  of  irater,  ayre,  and  fit«« 
And  for  thou  nyst,  that  thy  detife 
Is  for  to  weten  ouermore 
The  forme  of  Aristotles  lorCf 
He  saith  in  b»  entendement. 
That  yet  there  is  an  element 
Aboue  the  foore,  and  is  the  fifte. 
Set  of  the  highe  goddes  yefte, 
The  whiche  that  Orbis-cleped  is. 
And  thenipon  he  telfeth  this. 
That  as  the  sbelle  whole  and  soande 
Encloseth  all  aboute  roande 
What  thynge  witfftfi  a  nete  belongeth : 
Right  so  this  Orbis  vnderfongeth 
These  elementes  euericbone, 
Whiche  I  haaespoke  of  one  and  one.' 

But  ouer  this  nowe  take  good  bede 
My  Sonne:  fori  woll  procede 
To  speake  vpon  Mathematike, 
"Whiche  grounded  is  on  Tbcx>nke. 

The  scienceof  Astronomic 
1  thinke  for  to  speci6e. 
Without  whiche  to  telle  pldytie. 
All  other  science  is  in  vayne 
Towarde  the  schole  of  erthly  thynget. 
For  as  anegle  with  his  wynges. 
Fleeth  aboiie  all  that  men  fynde: 
So  doth  this  science  in  his  kynde. 


Lege  plaoeCamm  magis  inferiora  regontur 
Ista,  sed  interdom  regula  fallit  opus. 

Vir  mediante  deo,  sapiens  dominabitur  astris. 
Fata  nee  immerito  quod  nouitatis  agunt 

Hie  loquitur  de  artis  Mathematice  qnarta  specie, 
que  astronomia  nuncupatur,  cui  eciam  Astrolo* 
gia  socia  coonumeratur,  Sed  prime  de  septem 

Sanetis,  que  inter  astra  potenciores  ezistunt^ 
kdipiendo  a  Inna  seorsum  tractare  intendit* 

Bbnetrb  Tpon  this  erthe  here 
Of  alKhynges  the  matere, 
As  tellen  ts  they,  that  ben  leaned. 
Of  thynge  aboue  it  stont  gouemed. 
That  is  to  seyne  of  the  planetes. 
The  cheles  bothe,  and  eke  the  hetes^ 
The  chances  of  the  wqride  also^ 
That  we  fortune  clepen  so« 
Amonge  the  niennes  nacion 
All  is  through  constellecion, 
Wherof  that  some  man  hath  the  wele: 
And  some  men  haue  diseases  fele 
In  lone  as  well  as  other  thynges. 
The  state  of  realmes,  and  of  kjmges* 
In  tyme  of  pees,  in  tyme  of  werre 
It  is  conceiued  of  the  sterre. 
And  thus  sesrth  the  naturien^ 
Whiche  is  an  Astronomieu.    . 
But  the  diuine  saith  otberwyse^ 
That  if  men  were  good  and  wise. 
And  plesant  vnto  the  godhede, 
The'y  shuMe  not  the  sterres  drade. 

For  one  man,  if  hyin  well  befisU^, 
Is  more  worthe  than  be  they  all 
Towardes  hym,  that  weldeth  alf« 
But  yet  the  lawe  originall. 
Which  he  bath  set  in  the  natures. 
Mot  worchen  in  the  creatures, 
That  therof  maie  be  none  obstacle: 
But  if  it  stondc  vpon  miracle 
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Through  praier  of  som  hofy  maff» 
And  for  thy  so  as  I  began 
To  speke  vpon  astronomic. 
As  it  is  write  inr  the  clergre. 
To  telle  howe  the  planetes  iare 
Some  parte  I  thynka  to  declare 
My  Sonne  vnto  thine  audience.  ' 

Astronomic  is  the  science 
Of  wisedome  and  of  high  conninge. 
Which  makth  a  man  of  knowlechinig 
Of  sterres  in  the  fermament  . 
Figure,  circle,  and  moucofpnt 
Of  eche  of  hem  in  sondrie  place ; 
And  what  betwene  hem  is  of  space, 
Howe  so  they  moue  or  stonde  fisst. 
All  this  it  telleth  to  the  last. 
Assembled  with  astfonomie' 

Is  eke  that  ilke  astrologie. 
The  whiche  in  iudgement  accounteth 
Theffecte,  what  euery  sterre  amounteth. 
And  bowe  they  causen  many  a  wonder 

To  the  climates,  that  stood  hem  Tuder. 

And  for  to  telle  it  more  pteine 
These  olde  pbiloaophers  seyne. 
That  Orbis,  wbiche  I  spake  of  er. 

Is  thatf  whiche  we  firo  therthe  a  ferre, 

Beholde,  and  6nnament  it  calle. 

In  wbiche  the  sterres  stonden  all'. 

Amonge  the  whiche  inspeciall 

Planetes  senen  princijialle 

There  ben,  that  mans  sight  demetfi 

By  thorizont  as  to  rs  semeth. 

And  also  there  ben  srgnes  twelue; 

Whiche  haue  her  cercles  by  hem  sitntf    ' 

Compassed  in  the  Zodiake : 

In  whiche  th«t  haue  her  places  take. 

And  as  thei  stonden  in  degree, 

Her  cercles  more  or  lesse  bee 

Made  after  the  proporcion 

Of  the  erthe,  whose  condicioA 

Is  set,  to  be  fundament 

To  susteine  vp  the  firmament. 
•  And  by  this  skille  a  man  maie  ^ove. 

The  more  that  thei  stonden  lowe. 

The  more  ben  the  cerclea  lasse, 

That  causeth  why  that  some  passe 

Her  due  cours  tofore  an  other. 

But  nowe  my  lieue  dere  brother^ 

As  thou  desyrest  for  to  witte 

What  1  fynde  in  the  bokes  writte 

To  telle  of  the  planetes  seuen, 

Howe  that  thei  stonde  vpon  the  heuen: 

And  in  what  point  that  thei  ben  in. 

Take  hede:  for  I  proU  begyn: 

So  as'  the  philosopher  taught. 

To  Alisander  and  it  betaught, 

Wherof  that  he  was  fully  taught 

Of  wisdom,  which  was  him  betaught. 

Nota  hie  de  printo  planeta^  que  aliis  infteridr  lunA 

dicitur. 

Bknethb  all  oUier  stont  the  Mbone', 
The  whiche  hath  with  the  sea  to  dooaa      • 
Of  floodes  highe,  and  ebbes  lowe. 
Upon  his  chaunge  it  shall  be  knowe. 
And  euery  fisshe,  whiche  hath  a  sbelle, 
Mote  in  his  gouernance  dwelle  . 
To  wexe  and  wane  in  his  degree, 
Ai  by  the  Moone  a  man  maie  sae: 
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And  all  that  ttaai  rpon  the  grounde, 
Of  bis  moisture  it  mote  be  founde. 
AW  other  sterres,  as  meo  fynde, 
Ben  shinende  of  her  ovne  kynde : 
Oat  take  onely  the  moooe  light, 
Wbicbe  is  not  of  him  selfe  bnght. 
But  as  he  takthit  of  the  sonne. 
And  yet  he  hath  nought  all  ful  wonne 
His  light,  that  he  nisiorodell  derke« 
But  what  the  Iptte  is  of  that  werke. 
In  Almagest  it  telleth  this. 
The  moooe9  cercle  so  lowe  is. 
V^herof  the  sonne  out  of  his  stage 
Ne  seeth  him  not  with  full  visage. 
For  be  is  with  the  grounde  beshad^d, 
So  that  the  moone  is  somdele  faded, 
And  maie  not  folly  shine  clere. 
But  what  man  voder  his  powere 
Is  bore,  he  shall  his  place  chaunge. 
And  seche  many  londes  straunge. 
And  as  of  this  condicion 
The  moones  disposicion 
Upon  the  londe  of  Alemayne 
Is  set,  and  eke  vpon  Britayne^ 
Whiche  nowe  is  cleped  Englonde. 
For  thei  treaayle  in  euery  londe.  ^ 

Pe  secunda  planeta,  que  Mereurius  dicitur. 

Of  the  planetesjhe  seconde 
Aboue  the  mooie  hath  take  his  bonde 
Mercurie:  and/iis  nature  is  this. 
That  vnder  hiftTwho  that  borne  i». 
In  boke  be  shall  be  studious, 
And  in  writinje  curious. 
And  slowe  and  lustles  to  trauayle 
In  tbinge,  wbicbe  els  might  auayle : 
He  loneth  ease,  he  loueth  rest. 
So  is  he  not  the  worthiest. 
But  yet  with  somdele  besinesse 
His  bert  is  set  vpon  richesse. 

And  as  in  this  condicion 
Thefiecte  and  disposicion 
Of  this  planete,  and  of  hit  chance 
Is  moste  in  Borgoyne,  and  in  France. 

De  tercia  planeta,  que  Venus  dicitur. 

Next  Mercuria  as  wolle  befalle 
Stont  that  planet,  whiche  men  call 
Venus:  whose constellacion 
Gouerneth  alt  the  nacion 
Of  loners,  where  thei  spcde  or  none. 
Of  wbicbe  1  trowe  thou  be  one. 

But  whetherward  thin  happes  wende 
Shall  this  planete  shewe  at  ende. 
As  it  hath  do  to  many  mo. 
To  some  well,  to  some  wo. 
And  netheles  of  this  planete 
The  moste  partie  is  softe  and  swete. 

Fot  who  that  therof  Ukth  his  birth. 
He  shall  desyre  loy  and  miHbe, 
Gentill  curtoys  and  debonaire 
To  speke  his  wordes  softe  and  faire, 
Suche  shall  he  be  by  wcy  of  kynde. 
And  oucr  all  where  he  maie  fynde 
Pleasance  of  loue,  his  herte  bowetb. 
With  all  his  might  and  there  he  woweth. 
He  is  so  ferforth  amorous, 
He  not  what  thynge  is  vicious 
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Tochend  loue,  for  that  lawe 

There  maie  uo  maner  man  withdrawe. 

The  whiche  Venerien  is  bore 

By  wey  of  kinde,  and  therfore 

Venus  of  loue  the  goddesse 

Is  cleped  but  of  wantonnesse 

The  climate  of  hir  lecherie 

Is  most  comune  in  Lumbardie* 

Nota  de  sole,  qui  medio    planetarum   resident, 
AstroruoD  principatum  obtinet. 

Next  vnto  this  planete  of  loue 
The  bright  sonne  stont  aboue, 
Whiche  is  the  hinderer  of  the  night, 
And  fortherer  of  the  daies  light: 
As  he  whiche  is  the  worldes  eie. 
Through  whome  the  lustie  companie 
Of  foules  by  the  morowe  singe : 
The  fresshe  floures  sprcde  and  springe. 
The  highe  tree  the  grounde  beshaddeth. 
And  euery  mans  bert  giaddeth. 
And  for  it  is  the  beade  planetCy 
Howe  that  he  sitteth  in  bis  sete^ 
Of  what  richesse,  of  what  nobleie, 
Tbise  bokes  telle :  and  thus  thei  seie. 

Nota  de  curru  solis,  necnon  de  vario  ciusdem  ap- 

paratu. 

Of  golde  glistrende  spoke  and  whele 

The  sonne  his  carte  hath  faire  and  wele. 

In  whiche  he  sitte,  and  is  croned 

With  bright  stones  enuironed : 

Of  whiche  if  that  1  speke  shall. 

There  be  tofore  inspeciall 

Set  in  the  front  of  his  corone 

Thre  stones  whiche  no  persone 

Hath  vpon  erth,  and  the  first  is 

By  name  cleped  Leucachatis. 

That  other  two  cleped  thus 

Astroites  and  Ceraunus 

In  his  corone,  and  also  bebynde. 

By  olde  bokes  as  T  fynde. 

There  ben  of  worthie  stones  three 

Set  eche  of  hem  in  his  degree, 

Wberof  a  Christall  is  that  one, 

Whiche  that  corone  is  set  vpon. 

The  seconde  is  an  Adamant : 

The  thirde  is  noble  and  euenant, 

Whiche  cleped  is  Idriades* 

And  ouer  this  yet  netheles 

Upon  the  sides  of  the  werke. 

After  the  writynge  of  the  clerke, 

There  sitten  fine  stones  mo. 

The  Smaragdine  is  one  of  tho, 

laspis,  and  Elitropius, 

And  Vendides,  and  lacinctus. 

Lo  thus  the  corone  is  beset, 

Wberof  it  thineth  well  the  bet. 

And  in  snche  wise  his  light  to  spreade. 

Sit  with  his  Diademe  on  head. 

The  sonne  shinende  in  his  carte : 

And  for  to  lede  hyra  swithe  and  smarte. 

After  the  bright  daies  lawe, 

There  ben  ordeined  for  to  drawf , 

Four  hors  his  chare,  and  him  with^tl, 

Wberof  the  names  tell  I  shalL 

Eritheus  the  first  is  hole. 

The  whiche  is  redde  and  shineth  bote : 
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The  secondc  Actcos  the  bright : 
Lampes  the  thirde  courser  bight: 
And  Philogcns  is  the  ferth. 
That  bringeD  light  vnto  this  erth. 
And  gone  so  swifle  vpon  the  hetteo. 
In  foure  and  twenty  houres  eueo 
The  carte  with  the  bright  Bonoe 
The!  drawe,  so  that  ouer  ronne 
Thei  haue  vnder  the  cercles  hie 
All  midde  erthe  in  suche  an  hi«. 

And  thus  the  sonne  is  ouer  all 
The  cbiefe  planete  iroperiall, 
Aboue  hym  and  beneth  hym  thre. 
And  thus  betwene  hem  rennet h  he, 
As  he  that  hath  the  middel  place 
Amonge  the  seuen  :  and  of  his  face 
Ben  glad  all  erthely  creatures, 
And  taken  after  the  natures 
Her  ease  and  recreacion. 
And  in  his  constellacion 
Who  that  is  bore  in  special!. 
Of  good  wille  and  of  liberall 
He  shall  be  founde  in  all  place. 
And  also  stOnde  in  mochel  grace 
Toward  the  lordes  for  to  serue. 
And  great  profitc  ami  tbonke  dcserue. 

And  ouer  that  it  causeth  yit 
A  man  to  be  subtil  of  wit, 
To  worch  in  golde,  and  to  be  wise 
In  euery  thyng,  whiche  is  of  prise. 
But  for  to  speken  in  what  coste 
Of  all  this  erth  he  regneth  moste. 
As  for  wisdom  it  is  in  Grcce, 
"Where  is  approprt:d  tbilkc  spece. 


Nota  de  quinta  planeta,  que  Mara  dicitur. 

Mars  the  planete  bataillous 
Next  to  the  sonne  glorious 
Aboue  stant.  and  doth  meruailles 
Upon  the  fortune  of  batailes. 

The  ConqueroMis  by  dales  olde 
Were  vnto  this  planete  holde. 
But  who  that  his  natiuitee 
Hath  take  vpon  the  propirtee 
Of  Martis  disposicion. 
By  wey  of  constellacion, 
He  shall  be  fers  and  full  hastife, 
And  desirous  of  werre  and  strife. 

But  for  to  tcllcn  redily 
In  what  climate  most  commonly 
That  this  planete  hath  his  ciTectc. 
Saidc  is,  that  he  hath  liis  aspectc 
Upon  the  holy  londe  so  caste. 
That  there  is  no  pees  stedfaste. 

'Nota  de  scxta  planeta,  qae  lupiter  dicitur. 

Aboue  Mars  vpon  the  heuen 
The  sixte  planete  of  the  seuen 
St^nt  lupiter  the  delicate, 
Whiche  causeth  pees,  and  no  debate. 
For  he  is  cleped  the  planete 
Whiche  of  his  kynde  sofle  and  swcte 
Attempreth  all  that  to  hym  longeth. 
And  whom  this  planete  vnderfongcth, 
Tu  stonde  vpon  his  regiment. 
He  shall  be  mekc  and  pacient, 
And  fortunate  to  marchandi^ 
And  lustie  to  delicacie 
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In  euery  thyng,  whiche  be  shall  d<r. 
This  lupiter  is  cause  also 
Of  the  science  of  light  werkes. 
And  in  this  wise  tellen  clerkes. 
He  is  the  planete  of  delices. 
But  in  Aegypte  of  his  offices 
He  reigneth  moste  in  speciall. 
For  there  ben  lustes  ouer  all, 
Of  all  that  to  this  life  befallpth. 
For  there  no  stormie  weder  falleth. 
Whiche  might  greue  mail  or  best: 
AQd  eke  the  londe  is  so  honest. 
That  it  is  plentnous  and  plaine. 
There  is  no  idell  grounde  in  vaine. 
And  vpon  sHche  felicitee 
Staut  lupiter  in  bis  degree. 

De  septima  planeta,  quse  reliquis  cel&ior  Satomus 

drctus  est 

The  hiest  and  abouen  all 
Stant  that  planet,  which  men  call 
Saturnus,  whose  complection 
Is  colde,  and  his  condicion 
Causeth  malice  and  crueltee 
To  hym,  whose  natiuitee 
Is  set  vnder  his  gouernance. 
For  all  his  werkes  ben  greuance^ 
•  And  ennemie  to  mans  hele, 
In  what  degre  that  he  shall  dele. 
His  climate  is  in  Orient, 
Where  that  he  is  most  violent. 

Of  the  planetes  by  and  by, 
Howe  that  thei  stonde  vpon  the  skie, 
Fro  point  to  point  as  thou  might  here. 
Was  Alisander  made  to  Icrc. 

But  ouer  this  touchendc  his  lure 
Of  thyng,  that  thei  hym  taughten  more 
Upon  the  scholes  of  clergic, 
Nowe  herken  the  philosophic. 

Postquara  dictum  est  de  septcm  planetis,  qnibns 
singulc  septimane  dies  6ingu1ariter  attitulan- 
tur,  dicendum  est  iam  de  duodecim  signis,  per 
quo.  xii.  menses  anni  variia  temporibus  effectuA 
varios  assequttntur. 

He  whiche  departeth  daie  fro  night, 

That  one  derke,  and  that  other  bright, 

Of  seuen  daics  made  a  woke, 

A  monthe  of  foure  wekes  eke 

He  bath  ordeined  in  his  lawe. 

Of  monthes  tvvelue,  and  eke  forthdra«rc 

He  hdth  also  the  longc  yere. 

And  as  he  sette  of  his  powere 

Accordant  to  the  daics  senen, 

Planetes  seuen  vpon  the  hcuen, 

As  thou  tofore  hast  herde  deuise : 

To  speke  right  in  suche  a  wise 

To  euery  monthe  by  hym  selue. 

Upon  the  heuen  of  sigaes  twelue 

He  hath  after  his  ordinall 

Assigned  one  in  spccinll, 

Wherof  so  as  I  shall  reherscn. 

The  tides  of  the  yere  dinerscn. 

Rut  plainly  for  to  make  it  knowe 

Howe  that  the  signes  sit  a  rowe, 

Echc  after  other  by  degree. 

In  substance  and  in  propeitee. 
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Tbe  Zodiake  oompi^bendetb 
Within  bis  cercle,  and  it  appcndeth. 

Nota  hie  de  primo  sigDO,  qnod  Aries  dicitur.  cai 
menus  specialiter  Marcii  appropriatus  est. 

Sao  deus  in  primo  produxit  adesse  Creata. 

AMD  as  it  seith  in  Almsfreste 

Of  sterres  tw elne  vpon  this  bcste 

Ben  sette,  wherof  in  his  degree 

Tbe  wombe  hath  two,  the  head  hath  three, 

The  taile  hath  seuen,  and  in  this  wise. 

As  thou  might  here  me  deuise, 

Stant  Aries,  wbiche  bote  and  drie 

Is  of  bym  selfe,  and  in  partie 

He  is  the  recepte  and  the  hous 

Of  mighty  Mars  the  hataitous. 

And  ouermore  eke  as  I  finde, 

Tbe  creature  of  all  kinde 

Upon  this  signe  fifste  began 

The  worlde,  whan  that  he  made  man. 

And  of  this  oonstellacion 

The  very  operactOQ 

Auaiteth,  if  a  man  tberin 

The  purpose  of  bis  werke  begin. 

For  than  be  bath  of  propertee 

Good  spede  and  great  felicitee. 

The  tweloe  moncthes  of  the  yere 
Attitlfd  mder  the  powere 
Of  these  twelue  sigues  stonde, 
Wheref  that  thou  shalt  vnderstoude. 
This  Aries  out  of  tbe  tirelue 
Hath  Marche  attitled  for  bym  selfe. 
Whan  enery  bird  shall  cbese  bis  make. 
And  eoery  adder,  and  euery  snake, 
And  euery  reptile,  wbiche  maie  moue. 
His  might  assaieth  for  to  proue 
To  crepen  out  ayeine  the  sonne. 
Whan  Vere  his  season  hath  begonne. 

Secundum  signum  dicitor  Taurus,  cuius  mensis 

est  Aprilis. 

Suo  prios  occultas  inncnit  beiba  vias. 

Taurus  the  seeonde  after  this 

Of  signes,  wbiche  figured  is 

Unto  a  boolle  drie  and  colde. 

And  as  it  is  in  bokes  tolde. 

He  is  tbe  hows  appertinant 

To  Venus  somdeie  discordant. 

This  boolle  is  eke  with  sterres  set, 

Through  wbiche  he  hath  his  homes  knet 

Unto  the  taile  of  Aries : 

So  is  he  not  there  sterreles. 

Upon  his  brest  eke  eigbtene 

He  bath,  and  eke  as  it  is  sene. 

Upon  his  taile  stand  other  two, 

His  month  assigned  eke  also 

Is  Aueril,  whiche  of  showres 

Ministretb  wey  vnto  the  floures. 

Tertium  signum  dicitur  Gemini,    cuius   mensis 

Mains  est. 

m 

Quo  volucnim  cantus  gaudet  de  floribns  ortis. 

The  thirde  signe  is  Gemini, 
Whiche  is  figured  redily 


Liche  to  two  twinnes  of  man  kinde,' 
That  naked  stonde:  And  as  I  fiqde, 
Thei  ben  with  sterres  wel  bego. 
The  head  hath  parte  of  thilke  two. 
That  shine  vpon  the  booUes  tayle, 
So  ben  thei  both  of  o  parayle, 
But  of  tbe  wombe  of  Gemini 
Ben  fiue  sterres  not  for  thy : 
And  eke  vpon  tbe  feete  ben  twey, 
So  as  these  olde  bokes  sey 
That  wise  Ptbolomeus  wrote. 
Hispropre  monthe  well  I  wote 
Assigned  is  the  lustie  Maie, 
Whan  euery  brydde  vpon  bis  laie 
Emonge  the  grene  leues  singeth. 
And  loue  of  his  pointure  stingeth. 
After  the  lawes  of  nature, 
Tlie  yoQgtbe  of  euery  creature. 

2uartum  signum   Cancer  dicitur,    cuius  mei^sis 

lunius  est. 

« 

fiuo  fiilcat  pratis  pabula  tonsor  equis. 

Cancer  after  the  rule  and  space 
Of  signes  halt  the  fourth  place. 
Like  to  the  crabbe  he  hath  semblapce. 
And  hath  vnto  bis  retinance 
Xvi.  sterres,  wherof  ten. 
So  as  these  olde  wise  men 
Discriue,  he  bereth  on  him  toforcy 
And  in  the  middell  two  before. 
And.  iiii.  be  bath  vpon  his  code : 
Thus  goeth  he  sterred  in  his  kende. 
And  of  him  selfe  is  moyste  and  colde, 
And  he  is  tbe  propre  hous  and  holde, 
Wbiche  apperteineth  to  tbe  Moone, 
And  doeth  what  longeth  bym  to  doooe. 
The  month  of  Tune  vnto  this  signe 
Thou  shake  after  tbe  rule  assigne. 

Quintum  signum  Leo  dicitur,  cuius  mensis  Ic^ius 

est. 

Quo  magis  ad  terras  expandit  Lucifer  ignis. 

The  fifte  signe  is  Leo  bote. 

Whose  kynde  is  sharpe  drie  and  bote. 

In  whome  the  sonne  hath  herbergage, 

And  the  semblance  of  bis  ymage 

Is  a  lion,  wbiche  in  bailie 

Of  sterres  bath  his  purpartie 

Tbe  foure,  whicbe  as  Cancer  hath 

Upon  his  ende  I^eo  tath. 

Upon  his  head,  knd  than  neste 

He  hatb  eke  foure  vpon  bis  breste. 

And  one  vpon  bis  taile  bebynde 

In  olds  bokes  as  1  fynde. 

His  propre  month  is  lule  by  name  : 

In  wbiche  men  plaien  many  a  game. 

Sextum  signum  Virgo  dicitur,  cuius  mensis  Au- 
gustus est 

&uo  vacuata  prius  pvbes  replet  horrea  messis. 

After  Leo,  Virgo  the  nexte 
Of  signes  cleped  is  the  sexte : 
Wberof  tbe  figure  is  a  mayde. 
And  as  the  philosopher  sayde, 
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She  is  the  treltb  And  the  risjmge. 
The  lust,  the  toy,  aod  the  likynge 
Unto  Mercuric :  aud  sothe  to  saic 
She  is  with  uterres  weU  besaie, 
Wherof  Leo  hath  lent  hir  one, 
^hiche  set  on  hie  hir  head  vpon : 
Hir  wombe  hath.  v.  hir  fiete  also 
Haue  other  fine:  and  euer  mo 
Touchende  as  of  coraplexioa. 
By  kyndly  disposicion, 
Of  drie  and  colde  this  maiden  is. 
And  for  to  tellen  ouer  this, 
Hir  month  thou  shalt  vnderstoode. 
Whan  puery  felde  hath  corne  in  bonder 
And  many  a  man  bis  backe  bath  plied 
Unto  this  signe  is  August  applied. 

Septimum  signum  Libra  dicitur,  eutos  mensis  Sep- 
tember est. 

Vinea  quo  Baochum  pressa  liquore  colit, 

Apter  Virgo  to  reken  in  euen 
JLibra  sit  in  the  nombre  of  seuen, 
Whicbe  hath  figure  and  resemblance 
Unto  a  man,  whiche  a  balance 
Beareth  in  his  honde,  as  for  to  weye. 
In  boke  and  as  it  maie  be  leie, 
Diuers  stt^res  to  hym  longeth, 
Wherof  on  head  he  vnderfongeih 
First  thre,  and  eke  bis  wombe  hath  two. 
And  downe  benethe .  viii,  other  mo. 
This  signe  is  bote  and  moyst  both. 
The  whiche  thynges  be  not  loth 
Unto  Venus,  so  that  alofle 
She  resteth  in  his  hous  full  ofte. 
And  eke  Satume  often  hyed 
Is  in  the  signe  and  magnified. 
His  propre  month  is  sayd  Septembre, 
Whiche  yeueth  men  cause  to  remembre, 
If  any  sore  be  lefte  behynde 
Of  thynge,  whiche  greue  maie  to  kynde. 

Octaaum  signum  Scorpio  dicitur,  cuius  mensis 

Octobris  est. 

Floribus  exclnsis  hyems  qui  ianitor  eztat 

Among B  the  signes  vpon  the  height 
The  signe,  whicbe  is  nombred  eight. 
Is  Scorpio,  whiche  as  season 
Figured  is  a  Scorpion. 
But  for  all  that  yet  nethelesse 
Is  Scorpio  not  sterlesse. 
For  Libra  gruunteth  him  his  endfe, 
Of.  viii.  sterres,  where  he  wende, 
The  whiche  vpon  his  head  assised 
He  beareth,  and  eke  there  ben  deuised 
Upon  his  wombe  sterres  thre. 
And .  Tiii.  vpoii  his  taile  bath  he, 
Whiche  of  his  kynde  is  moist  and  colde. 
And  vnbebouely  many  fblde. 
He  harmeth  Venus  and  empejrreth, 
Aut  Mars  vnto  his  hous  repeireth. 
But  ware  whan  thei  togeder  dwellen. 
His  propre  mnnthe  is,  as  men  teHen, 
Octobre,  whiche  bringeth  the  kalende 
Of  winter,  that  comcth  next  sewende. 

Konum  signum  Sagittarias  dicit^ir,  cuius  mensis 

Mouembris  eft. 
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Suo  mustum  bibolo  iioqvit  sommraitiia  Ham. 

The.  ii^.  signe  in  Nonembrd  also, 
Whiche  folowetb  after  Scorpio, 
Is  cleped  Sagittarius. 
The  whose  figure  is  marked  thus. 
A  monstre  with  a  bowe  on  honde, 
On  whom  that  sondry  sterres  stonde, 
Thilke.  viii.  of  whicbe  I  spake  tofore^ 
The  whiche  rpon  the  tale  ben  lore 
Of  Scorpio  the  hede  all  fkjn 
Be  spreden  of  the  sagittaire. 
And .  viii.  of  other  stonden  euen 
Upon  his  wombe,  and  other  seuen 
There  stonden  vpon  his  taile  behinde: 
And  be  is  bote  and  drie  of  kinde. 
To  lupiter  his  house  is  free. 
But  t6  Mercurie  in  bis  degree 
(For  thei  be  not  of  one  ament) 
He  worcbeth  great  empeiremeot. 

This  signe  hath  of  his  propertee 
A  month,  whiche  of  dewtee. 
After  the  seson  that  be&lletb. 
The  plongh  oxe  in  winter  stalieth. 
And  fyre  into  the  hade  he  bringeth. 
And  thilke  drinke,  of  whicbe  men  singetb. 
He  turneth  must  in  to  the  wine : 
Than  is  the  larder  of  the  swine, 
That  is  nouembre,  whiche  I  mene. 
Whan  that  the  leef  hath  k>8t  bis  grene. 

Decimum  signnm  Capricomnsdicitar,  cniaf  mcnm 

Decembris 


Ipse  diem  nano  noctemqne  giganti  flgnraL 

Thb  tenthe  signe  drie  and  colde. 

The  whiche  is  Capricomos  tolde. 

Unto  a  gote  hath  retemblaoce: 

For  whosejoue,  and  whose  aqneintance 

Within  his  house  to  soioume, 

It  Itketh  well  vnto  Saturpe. 

But  to  the  Moone  it  liketh  nought. 

For  no  profit  is  there  wrought. 

This  signe,  a!&  of  his  propretee. 

Upon  his  head  hath  sterres  three. 

And  eke  vpon  his  wombe  two. 

And  twey  vpon  his  tayle  also. 

Decembre  after  the  yeres  ibrmet. 

So  as  the  bokes  vs  en  formes. 

With  daies  shoite  and  nyghtes  lonfe. 

This  like  signe  hath  vnderfonge. 

Undecimum  signum  Aquarius  dicitur,  cuios  mensis 

lanuarius  est 

duo  lanus  vultum  duplum  conuertit  in  annum. 

Op  tho  that  sitten  vpon  the  heuen 
Of  Signes  in  the  nombre  enleuen, 
Aquarius  hath  take  his  place, 
And  stent  well  in  Satomus  grace: 
Whiche  dwelletli  in  his  herbergage. 
But  to  the  Sonne  he  doth  outrage. 
This  signe  is  veraily  resembled 
Liche  to  a  man,  whiche  halte  assembled 
In  either  honde  a  water  spout, 
Wherof  the  stremes  rennen  out. 
He  is  of  kynde  moy&t  and  bote, 
And  he  that  of  the  sterres  wote^ 
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Saith.  that  be  hatb  of  iterres  two 
Upon  hii  baid,  and  bene  of  tbo» 
That  Capricoroe  hath  on  his  ende. 
And  as  the  bokm  makeo  nyode. 
That  Ptboloineos  made  hym  seine. 
He  hath  eke  on  his  wombe  t^doe : 
And  two  vpon  his  ende  stonde. 
Thou  Shalt  also  this  vnderstoade. 
The  frosty  colde  laoiiiere^ 
Whan  comcn  is  the  newe  yere. 
That  lanas  with  doable  lace. 
In  his  chaire  hath  take  his  plaee. 
And  l<Aeth  vpon  bothe  sides. 
Some  dele  towarde  the  winter  tides, 
Some  dele  towarde  the  yere  tnende : 
That  is  the  monthe  belongende 
Unto  this  signe,  and  of  bis  dole 
He  yeoetb  the  fynte  primrole. 

Doodecimnm  signum  Piscis  dicitnr,  colas  mensts 

Febniarius  est. 

2no  plnuie  torrens  riparum  concitat  amnes. 

Thv  .  xii.  whiche  is  last  of  all 
Of  signes,  Piscis  men  it  call. 
The  whiche,  as  telleth  the  scriptore, 
Beareth  of  two  fissbes  the  figure. 
^  is  he  colde  and  moiste  of  kynde. 
And  eke  with  sterres  as  I  fyncle 
Be  set  in  sondry  wise,  as  thus : 
Two  of  his  ende  Aquarius 
Hath  lent,  ynto  his  head,  and  tn'o 
This  signe  hath  of  his  owne  al$o 
Upon  his  wombe :  and  oner  this 
Upon  his  ende  also  there  is 
A  nombre  of  twenty  sterres  bright, 
Whiche  is  to  seoe  a  wonder  sight. 
Towaide  his  tigne  in  to  his  bous 
Comth  lupiter  the  glorious. 
And  Venus  eke  with  him  accordeth 
To  dwellen,  as  the  boke  rccurdeth. 
The  monthe  vnto  this  signe  ordeigned 
Is  Februar,  whiche  is  bereigned 
And  with  londflodes  in  his  rage 
At  fordes  letteth  the  passage. 

Nowe  hast  thou  herde  the  propretee 
Of  signes,  but  in  his  degree 
Albumazare  yet  oner  this 
Saitb,  so  as  the  ertbe  parted  is 
In  fonre :  right  so  ben  deuised 
The  signes  twelue,  and  stonde  assised. 
That  echo  of  hem  in  his  partie 
Hatb  his  climate  to  iustifie : 
Wherof  the  fyrst  regiment 
Towaide  the  parte  of  Orient, 
From  Antiocbe,  and  that  countre^ 
Gouemed  is  of  signes  thre : 
That  is  Cancer,  Virgo,  Leo. 
And  towarde  thoccident  also. 
From  Armenie,  as  I  am  lerned. 
Of  Capricome  it  stent  gouemed. 
Of  Piscis,  and  Aquarius. 
And  after  hem  I  fynde  thus, 
Soutbwarde  fro  Alisander  fortbe 
Tho  signes  I  whiche  most  ben  worth 
In  gooemance  of  that  Doaire 
Libra  thei  ben,  and  Sagituire, 
With  Scorpb,  whiche  is  conioynt 
With  hem  to  ftonde  Tpon  that  poynt 


Of  Constantinople  the  citee 
(So  as  these  bokes  telleo  mee) 
The  last  of  this  diaision 
Stent  vntowarde  Septemtrion, 
Where  as  by  wey  of  purueiance 
Aries  hath  the  gouernance, 
Forth  with  Taurus  and  Gemini. 
Thus  ben  the  signes  proprely 
Deuided,  as  it  is  rehersed, 
Wherof  the  londcs  ben  diuersed. 

Lo  thus  my  son,  as  thou  might  here. 
Was  Alisander  made  to  lere 
Of  hen,  that  weren  for  his  lore. 
But  nowe  to  loken  ouermore 
Of  other  sterres  how  thei  fare, 
I  thyiike  hereafter  to  declare, 
So  as  kynge  Alisander  in  youth. 
Of  hym  that  suche  signes  couthf. 
Enformed  was  tofore  his  eie 
By  night  vpon  the  sterres  sie. 

Hie  tractat  super  doctrina  Nectanabi  dan  ipsa 
iuoenem  Alexandiua  instniicit  de  illis  precipae 
quindecim  stellis,  vna  earn  eanim  lapidibus  et 
herbis,  que  ad  artis  Maffice  nataralit  operas 
cionem  special  ins  conueniunt. 

Upon  sondry  craacion 

Stent  sondry  operacion. 

Some  worcheth  this,  some  worcbctb  diat. 

The  fire  is  bote  in  his  estate. 

And  brenneth  what  he  maie  attcyae. 

The  water  maie  the  fyre  restreine. 

The  whiche  is  colde  and  moyst  also. 

Of  other  thynge  it  iisreth  right  to 

Upon  the  erthe  amouge  ▼■  here. 

And  for  to  speake  in  this  Aaoere, 

Upon  the  heuen  as  men  maie  fynde. 

The  sterres  ben  of  sondrie  kynde. 

And  worchen  many  sondrie  thyngetw 

To  Ts,  that  ben  her  Tuderlynges. 

Amonge  the  whiche  forth  withall 

Nectenabus  in  special  I, 

Whiche  was  an  Astronomien, 

And  eke  a  great  magician. 

And  vnderteke  hath  thilke  empris^ 

To  Alisaunder  in  his  apprise. 

As  uf  magike  naturele 

To  knowe  enlbrmeth  hym  soradela 

Of  certaine  sterres  what  thei  meue. 

Of  whiche  he  layth  there  ben  fifteoe. 

And  sondrily  to  euericbone 

A  gras  belongeth  and  a  stone : 

Wherof  men  worchen  many  a  wonder 

To  set  thynge  both  rp  and  vnder. 

Prima  Stella  vocatur  Aldeboran,  cwam  l9§m  CtaN 
bunculus,  et  herba  anabuUa  eft. 

To  tell  right  as  he  began. 
The  first  sterrr  Aldeboran, 
The  cirrest  and  the  moste  of  all 
By  rii^ht  name  men  it  call, 
Whiche  liche  is  of  rondicion 
To  Mart,  and  of  oomplexton 
To  Venus,  aud  hath  th^mpoB 
Carbuncnlum  his  propre  9tone. 
His  herbe  is  Annabulla  named, 
Whiche  it  of  great  yertue  protflantd. 
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Secuoda  sulla  vocatar  Clota,  seu  Pliades,  cuius 
lapis  Christallum,  at  herba  fcniculus  est. 

The  seconde  is  not  vertules, 
Clota,  or  els  Pliades 
It  hate,  and  of  the  moonees  kynde 
He  is :  and  also  this  I  fynde, 
He  taketh  of  Mars  complexion 
And  liche  to  suche  condicion. 
His  stone  appropred  is  Chri stall. 
And  eke  his  berbe  inspeciall 
The  vertuous  Fenell  it  is. 

Tercia  stella  vocatur  Algol,  cuius  lapis  Diamans, 
et  herba  heleboram  nigrum  est. 

The  thirde,  which  comth  after  this. 
Is  bote  Algos  the  clere  rede, 
Whiche  of  Satume,  as  I  maie  rede. 
His  k}'nde  taketh,  ahd  eke  of  loue 
Complexion  to  his  behoue. 
•JHis  propre  stone  is  diamant. 
Wliicbc  is  to  hym  moste  acordant. 
His  herbe,  whiche  is  to  hym  betake, 
•la  bote  £lebooim  the  blakc. 

SUarta  stella  vocatur  Alhaiot,  cuius  lapis  Saphinis, 
et  herba  Marrabium  est. 

So  as  it/alleth  vpon  lotte 
The  fourth  sterre  is  Alhaiotte, 
Whiche  in  the  wise  as  I  saide  er. 
Of  Satume  and  of  lupiter 
Hath  take  hi 9  Uinde,  and  there  vpoit 
The  saphir  is  his  propre  stone, 
Marrubiuro  his  herbe  also. 
The  whiche  accorden  both  two. 
• 

Sttinta  Stella  vocatur  Canis  mafor,    cuius  lapis 
Betillus:  et  herba  sauioa  est^- 

And  Canis  maior  in  his  like 

The  fiflhe  sterre  is  of  magtke. 

The  whose  kynde  is  venerien. 

As  saith  this  astronomien. 

His  propre  stone  is  saide  Bcrille ; 

But  for  to  Worche  and  to  fulfllle 

Thynge,  whicbe  to  this  science  falleth, 

There  is  an  herbe,  whiche  men  calkth 

Saueyne,  and  that  behoueth  nede 

To  hym,  that  woll  his  purpose  spede. 

Sexta  Stella  vocatur  canis    minor,    cuius    lapis 
Acbatis,  et  herba  primula  est. 

The  sixte  sewende  after  this 

*By  name  Canis  minor  is:    ' 

The  whiobe  sterre  is  Merrariall 

By  wey  of  kynde,  and  forth  withall 

As  it  IS  written  in  the  carte. 

Complexion  be  taketh  of  Marte: 

His  stone  and  herbe  (aa  seith  the  scbole) 

Ben  Achates  and  Primerole. 

Septima  stella' vocatur  Arial,  cnius  lapis  gargonza, 
et  herba  celidonia  est. 

The  sencnth  sterre  in  special! 
Of  this  science  if  Arialj,  . 


Whiche  sondrie  nature  vnderfongetb. 

The  stone,  which  propre  vnto  him  longeth 

Gorgonza  proprely  it  bight. 

His  herbe  also,  whiche  he  shall  right 

Upon  the  worchynge  as  I  mene. 

Is  Cekdone  fressbe  and  grene. 

Octaua  Stella  voeatur  Ala  corui,  cuius  lapis  bono-^ 
chinos,  et  herba  lappacia  est. 

Sterre  Ala  corui  vpon  height 
Hath  take  his  platfe  in  nombre  of  eight, 
Whiche  of  bis  kinde  mote  perforroe 
The  will  of  Marte,  and  of  Satume:. 
To  whom  Lappacia  the  gret 
Is  herbe,  but  of  no  beyete. 
His  stone  is  Honocbinus  bote. 
Through  which  men  worchen  great  note. 

Nona  Stella  vocatur  Alaezel,  cuius  lapis  Smarag* 
dus,  et  herba  salgea  est. 

The  nynthe  sterre  faire  and  wele 
By  name  is  bote  Alaezele, 
Whiche  taketh  his  propre  kinde  thus, 
Botlie  of  Mercurie  and  of  Venus. 
His  ston^  is  the  grene  Emeraude, 
To  whom  is  geuen  many  a  laude. 
Saulge  is  his  heibe  appertenant 
Abouen  all  the'remenant. 

Decima  stella  vocatur  Almareth,  cuius  lapis  laspis^ 
et  herba  plantago  est. 

The  tenthe  sterre  is  Almareth, 
Whiche  vpon  life  and  vpon  deth,   . 
Through  kinde  of  lupiter  and  Marte, 
He  doth  what  longeth  to  his  parte. 
His  stone  is  laspe,  and  of  plantaine 
He  hath  his  herbe  soueraiue. 

Undecima  stella  vocatur  vencnaa,  cuius  lapis  Ada- 
mas,  et  herba  Cicoria  est. 

The  stem  enleuenth  is  Venenas, 
The  whose  nature  is,  as  it  was 
Take  of  Venus,  aud  of  the  Moone 
In  thynge,  whiche' he  hath  for  to  doone 
Of  Adamant  is  that  perrie. 
In  whiche  he  worcheth  his  maistrie. 
Thilkt  herbe  also,  which  hym  befalleth, 
Cicorea  the  boke  hym  calleth. 

Duodecima  stella  vocatur  Alpheta,  cuius    lapia 
Topasioo,  et  herba  Rosmarinum. 

Alpheta  in  the  nombre  set. 
And  is  the  twelfte  sterre  yet. 
Of  Scorpio  whiche  is  gouemed. 
And  takth  his  kinde,  as  I  am  leroed, 
And  bath  his  vertue  in  the  stone,    - 
Whiche  cleped  is  Topasioiie. 
His  herbe  propre  ii  rosemarine, 
Whiche  shispen  is  for  bis  couine. 

Tertia  decima  stella  vocatur  Cor  Scorpionis,  ccuua 
lapis  Serdis,  et  herba  Astrologia  est. 

Op  these  sterres,  which  I  mene. 
Cor  Scorpionis  is  threttene^ 
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The  who6  nature  Mart  and  loae 

Haue  youen  voto  his  beboae. 

His  herbe  is  Astrologie, 

'Which  foloireth  bis  astronomte. 

The  stone  which  that  this  sterre  allowth. 

Is  Sardis,  whiche  vnto  hym  bowth. 

Qaarta  decima  stclla  vocatur  botereadeot,  cuius 
lapis  CrisoUtus,  et  berba  saturea  est. 

Thb  sterre,  whiche  slant  next  the  last, 
Natarc  of  him  this  name  cast. 
And  clepen  him  Botercadent, 
Whicbe  of  his  kind  obedient 
Is  to  Mercarie  and  to  Venas. 
His  stone  is  called  Crisolitus. 
His  berbe  is  cleped  Satareie, 
So  as  these  olde  bokes  seie. 

Quiota  decima  stella  Tooetur  Cauda  scorpian!^, 
cuius  lapis  Calcidonis,  et  herba  maiorana  est; 

But  ttowe  the  laste  sterre  of  all 

The  taile  of  Scorpio  men  call, 

Whiche  to  Mercuric  and  to  Satume 

By  wey  of  kynde  mote  returne 

After  the  preparacion 

Of  due  constellacton. 

The  Calcidone  vnto  hym  longeth, 

^trhiche  for  his  stone  he  Tnderfongetb, 

Of  Maioran  his  herbe  is  grounded. 

Thus  haue  I  said,  how  tliei  ben  founded 

Of  euery  sterre  in  special!, 

Whiche  bath  his  herbe  and  stone  vithall. 

As  Hermes  in  his  bokes  olde 

Witiiesse  bereth|  of  that  1  tolde. 

Kota  hie  de  auctorihus  illis,  qui  ad  Astronomie 
scientiam  pre  caeteris  studi^iaius  intendentes, 
libros  super  hoc  distinctis  nominibus  composue> 
mot. 

Ths  science  of  Astronomie, 
Whicbe  principall  is  of  clergie 
To  deme  betwene  wo  and  wele 
In  thynges  that  bene  naturele, 
Thei  had  a  great  trauaile  on  hoade, 
That  made  it  firste  ben  Tnderstoiide, 
And  thei  also,  whiche  ouermore 
Her  studie  set  vpon  this  lora: 
Thei  weren  gracious  and  wise, 
And  worthy  for  to  here  a  prise. 
And  whom  it  liketh  for  to  witte 
Of  hem  that  this  science  writte. 

One  of  the  first,  whiche  it  wrote 
After  Noe,  it  was  Nembrote, 
To  his  disciple  Ichoniton, 
And  made  a  boke  forth  thervpon, 
The  whiche  Megastre  cleped  was. 

An  other  auctor  in  this  cas 
Is  Arachel,  the  whicbe  men  note. 
His  boke  is  Abbateneih  bote, 

Dane  Ptolome  is  not  the  lest, 
Whiche  maketh  the  boke  of  Almagest. 
And  AlfraganuB  doth  the  same. 
Whose  boke  is  Catbenus  by  name« 
Gebus  and  Alpetragns  eke. 
Of  palmestry,  whicbe  men  seke, 
The  bokes  made.    And  ouer  this. 
Full  many  a  worthy  clerke  there  iMj 
That  written  vpop  this  clei^ie, 
ne  bokes  of  Aitemetrie, 


Planemetrie,  and  eke  also, 

Whicbe  as  beloogeth  bothe^wo. 

So  as  thei  bene  naturiens. 

Unto  these  astrOnomiens, 

Men  scene  that  Abraham  was  one. 

But  whether  that  he  wrote  or  none. 

That  fiode  1  not,  and  Moyses 

Eke  was  an  other :  but  Hermes 

Aboue  all  other  in  this  science 

He  had  a  great  experience. 

Through  hym  was  nuiny  a  sterre  assised^ 

Whose  bokes  yet  ben  auctorised, 

I  male  not  knowen  all  tbo. 

That  written  in  the  tyme  tbo 

Of  this  science,  but  1  fiude 

Of  iudgement  by  waie  of  kinde. 

That  in  one  point  thei  all  accoidea 

Of  sterres,  whiche  thei  recorden, 

That  men  maie  see  vpon  the  heuen. 

There  ben  a  thousande  sterres  euen^ 
And  two  and  twenty  to  the  sight, 
Whiche  ben  of  hem  selfe  so  bright. 
That  men  maie  deme  what  thei  bee 
The  nature  and  the  propretee. 

Nowe  hast  thou  heard  in  suche  a  wlso 
These  noble  philosophers  wise 
Enformeden  this  yonge  kynge, 
And  made  hym  haue  a  knowelechyng 
Of  thyng,  whiche  first  to  the  partie 
Belongeth  of  philosophte, 
Whicbe  Tbeorike  cleped  is. 
As  thou  tofore  hast  herde  er  this. 
But  nowe  to  speke  of  the  seconde, 
Whiche  Aristotle  hath  also  founde. 
And  techeth  howe  tu  speke  faire, 
Whiche  is  a  thyng  full  necessaire 
To  counterpaise  the  balance. 
Where  lacketh  other  suffisance. 

Compositi  pulcra  sermones  verba  placere. 

Principio  potemnt  veraque  fine  placeut 
Herba,  lapis,  sermo  tria  sunt  virtu tc  repleta  i 

Vis  tamen  ex  veibi  pondere  pulcra  facit. 

Hie  tractat  de  secunda  parte  philosophte,  cuius 
nomen  Rhctorica  facundos  efficit.  Jioquitur 
etiam  de  eiusdem  duabus  speciebus,  srilicet 
Grammatica  et  Logica,  quarum  doctiioa I^hctor 
sua  verba  peromat 

Aboub  al  erthly  creatures 
I1)e  high  maker  of  natures 
The  wonle  to  man  hath  youe  alone> 
So  that  the  speche  of  his  personc. 
Or  for  to  lese,  or  for  to  winne, 
The  hertes  thought,  whiche  is  withinne, 
I  May  sheve,  what  it  wolde  mcne. 
And  that  is  no  where  els  seue 
Of  kynde  with  none  other  best. 
So  shulde  he  be  the  more  honest. 
To  whom  god  yafe  so  worthy  a  yifte. 
And  loke  well  that  he  ne  shifle 
His  wordes  to  none  wicked  vse. 
For  worde,  the  teacher  of  vertuse 
Is  cleped  in  philosophie. 
Wherof  toucbende  this  partie 
is  Rhetoric  the  science 
Ap4>ropred  to  the  reuerence 
Of  wordes  that  ben  reasonable. 
And  for  this  arte  shall  be  vailable. 
With  goodly  wordes  fur  to  like : 
It  hath  Grammer,  it  bath  Jjogike, 
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That  seruen  both  vnto  the  specbeu 

Grammer,  first  bath  for  to  tecbe 
Td  speake  vpoo  congruitee. 

Logike  hath  eke  in  his  dei^ree 
Betwene  the  trouth  and  the  felthede 
The  pleyiie  wordes  for  to  shede : 
So  that  nothyng  shall  go  bendey 
That  he  the  right  ne  shall  decide : 
"Wherof  full  many  a  great  debote 
Reformed  is  to  good  astate, 
ilnd  peace  snsteined  rp  alofte 
With  easy  wordes  and  with  softe, 
Where  strengtbe  shulde  let  itfaUe. 

The  philosophre  amonges  alle 
For  thy  commendeth  this  science, 
Whiche  halh  the  reule  of  eloquence^ 
In  stone  and  gras  rertue  there  is: 
But  yet  the  bokes  tellen  this, 
That  worde  abone  all  erthly  tbynges 
Is  vertuoQS  in  his  dooynges. 
Where  so1t  be  to  yuell  or  good. 
For  if  the  wordes  seoien  good, 
ilnd  bene  well  spoke  at  mans  eare. 
Whan  that  there  is  no  tnmthe  there, 
Thei  doonc  full  ofte  fall  great  deceite. 
For  whan  the  worde  to  the  eonceite 
Discordeth  in  so  double  a  wise, 
Suche  Rhetoric  is  to  dispise 
In  euery  place,  and  for  to  dred^ 

For  of  Vlysses  thus  1  rede. 
As  in  the  beke  of  Troie  is  funde. 
His  eloquence,  and  his  iacnnde 
Of  goodly  wordes,  whiche  he  tolde» 
Hath  made,  that  Anthenor  him  solde 
Thetoi\'ne,  whiche  he  with  treason  wan. 
Worde  hath  begyled  many  a  man. 

With  worde  the  wilde  beast  is daonted> 
With  worde  the  serpent  is  enchuunted. 
Of  wordes  amonge  the  men  of  armes 
Ben  woundes  heled  with  the  charmes. 
Wher^  lacketh  other  medicine, 
AVorde  bath  vnder  his  discipline 
Of  sorcerie  the  carectes. 
The  wordes  ben  of  sondrte  sectes 
Of  etiill,  and  eke  of  good  also. 
The  wordes  maken  of  irende  fo. 
And  fo  of  frende,  and  peace  of  werre. 
And  werre  of  peace,  and  out  of  herre 
The  worde  the  worldes  cause  entrikeftb. 
And  reconcileth  who  on  hym  liketh. 
The  worde  vnder  the  cope  of  henen 
Set  euery  thynge  or  odde  or  enen. 
With  worde  the  highe  god  is  pleased. 
With  worde  the  wordes  ben  appeased. 
The  softe  worde  the  loode  stylleth. 
Where  lacketh  good  the  worde  folfflleth 
To  make  ameodes  for  the  wronge. 
Whan  wordes  medlcn  with  the  80nge» 
It  doth  plesance  well  the  more. 
But  for  to  loke  vpon  this  lore, 
Howe  Tnllius  his  Rhetorike 
Componneth,  there  a  man  maie  pike. 
How  that  he  shall  his  wordes  set. 
How  he  shall  lose,  how  he  shall  knet. 
And  in  what  wise  he  shall  pronounce 
His  tale  pleyne  without  frounce, 
Wherof  ensample  if  tliou  wilt  seche. 
Take  bede  and  rede  whiloroe  the  speche* 

Nota  de  eloquentia  lalii  in  canea  Catiliat  contn 


Syllanum  et  alios  tunc  verbis  KoBafie  ooirtiafl*^ 
tes. 

Or  lolius,  and  Cicero, 
Whiche  consnll  was  of  Rome  thor 
Of  Cato  eke,  and  Sillene 
Beholde  the  wordes  hem  betwene. 

Whan  the  treason  of  Catiline 
Discoucred  was  and  the  conine 
Of  hem,  that  were  of  his  assent 
Was  knowe  and  spoke  in  parliament^ 
And  asked  howe,  and  in  what  wise 
Men  shulde  doone  bjm  to  luwyse, 

Sillanus  first  his  tale  tolde 
To  trouth  and  as  he  was  beholde 
The  common  profile  for  to  saue : 
He  saide  how  treason  shulde  baue 
A  cruell  dethe.    And  thus  thei  speaker 
The  ConsuU  both  and  Cato  eke. 
And  saiden,  tliat  for  suche  a  wrong* 
There  maie  no  peyne  be  to  stronge. 
But  lulius  with  wordes  wise 
His  talc  tolde  all  other  wise. 
As  he  whiche  wolde  his  deth  respite. 
And  foundeth  howe  he  might  excite 
The  iudges  through  his  eloquence. 
Fro  dethe  to  tome  the  sentence 
And  set  her  hertes  to  pitee. 
Nowe  tolden  thei,  nowe  tolde  he, 
Thei  speaken  plejme  after  the  lawe. 
But  he  the  wordes  of  his  sawe 
Coloureth  in  an  other  weia 
Spekende.  and  thus  betwene  the  twey 
To  treate  vpon  this  iudgement 
Made  eche  of  hem  his  argument : 
Wherof  the  tales  for  to  here. 
There  maie  a  man  the  schole  lere 
Of  Rhetoric  the  eloquence, 
Whiche  is  the  seconde  of  science, 
Touchende  to  philosophic : 
Wherof  a  man  shall  iustifie 
His  wordes  in  disputeson, 
And  knitte  vpon  conclusion 
His  argument  in  suche  a  forme, 
Whiche  maie  the  pleyne  trouth  enfonoM, 
And  the  subtile  cautete  abate, 
Whiche  euery  trewe  man  shall  debate. 

Practica  quaecomque  statum  pars  tercia  philoso- 
phic. 

Ad  regimen  recte  dncit  in  orbe  rise, 
Sed  quanto  maior  rex  est,  tanto  magis  ipsum 

Ez  schola  coucemit,  quo  sua  regaa  regit. 

Hie  tractat  de  tertia  parte  phtlosophie,  que  prac- 
tica vocatur:  <Juius  species  sunt  tres,  scilicet 
Ethica,  Economia,  et  Politica,  quanim  doctri- 
na  regia  magestas  in  suo  regtmine  ad  honoris 
magnificentiam  per  singula  dirigitnr. 

The  firste,  whiche  is  Theorike, 
And  the  seconde  Rhetorike 
Sciences  of  philosophic, 
I  baue  hem  tolde  as  in  partie. 
So  as  the  philosopher  tolde. 
To  Alisandre:  and  nowe  I  wolde 
Tell  of  the  thirde,  what  it  is, 
The  whiche  Practike  cleped  is. 

Practike  stont  vpon  the  tbynges 
Towarde  the  gouernanoe  of  kyngea : 
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Wberof  the  fyrste  Eftike  is  named. 
The  whose  science  slant  proclamed 
To  tecbe  of  vertoe  tbilke  rule, 
Howe  that  a  kynge  bym  selfe  shall  rale 
Of  his  mormU  oondicion, 
With  worth ie  disposicioD. 
Of  good  liuvDg  in  his  persone, 
Wbiche  is  the  chiefe  of  bis  coroner 
It  maketb  a  kynge  also  to  leme 
Howe  be  his  bodie  shall  gouerae* 
Howe  he  shall  wake,  how  he  shall  slepe» 
How  that  be  shall  bis  bele  kepe. 
In  meate,  in  drynke,  in  clothyng  eke. 
There  is  no  wysedome  for  to  seke^ 
As  for  the  reule  of  his  penone. 
The  whiche  that  this  science  alt  one 
Ne  tech«th,  as  by  weie  of  kynde, 
That  there  is  notbyng  kite  behynde. 

That  other  thynge,  whicheto  Practike 
BeloDgethy  is  Economike, 
Wbiche  techeth  thilke  bonestee^ 
Through  whiche  a  kynge  in  his  degree 
His  wife  and  childe  shall  mile  and  gie. 
So  forth  with  all  the  companie, 
Wbiche  in  his  boosbolde  shall  abide^ 
And  bis  estate  on  eoery  side 
In  soche  manere  for  to  lede. 
That  be  bis  bonsbolde  ne  mislcde, 

Practike  bath  yet  the  thirde  apprise, 
Whiche  techeth  howe  and  in  what  wise, 
Throogh  his  pnmeid  ordinance 
A  kinge  shall  set  in  goaemance 
His  real  me:  and  that  is  Policie, 
Wbiche  longeth  vnto  regalie, 
III  tyme  of  werre,  in  time  of  pees 
To  worship  and  to  good  encrees 
Of  clerke,  of  knigbt,  and  of  marchanty 
And  so  forth  all  the  remenaot 
Of  all  the  common  people  aboote. 
Within  borgh  and  eke  without 
Of  hem  that  ben  artiieers, 
Wbiche  vsen  craftes  and  misters. 
Whose  arte  is  cleped  Mecbanike ; 
And  though  they  be  not  all  like, 
Yet  netheles  how  so  it  fall, 
O  lawe  mote  gooenie  hem  all* 
Or  that  they  lese,  or  that  they  winoe 
After  the  state  that  they  ben  inne. 

Lo  thus  this  wortbie  yonge  kyuge 
Was  fully  taught  of  euery  thynge, 
Whiche  might  yeue  enteiidement 
Of  good  role,  and  good  regiment 
To  suche  a  worthy  prynce  as  he« 
But  of  very  necessitee 
The  philosopher  bym  bath  betake 
Fiue  pointes,  which  he  hath  vndertake 
To  kepe  and  bolde  in  obseruance. 
As  for  the  worthy  gouemance, 
Wuiche  longeth  to  his  regalie 
After  the  mle  of  policie. 

Moribus  otnatos  regit  hie,  qui  regna  modema 
Certius  expectat  sceptra  fiitura  poli. 

Et  quia  ueredica  rirtns  supereminet  omnes, 
Regis  ab  ore  boni  fabula  nulla  sonat 

Hie  secundum  policiam  tractare  intenditprecipne 
super  quinque  regulanim  articulis,  que  ad  prin- 
cipis  regimen  obseruandum  specialius  existunt, 
quarom  prima  Veritas  ouncupatur,  per  quam 
▼aredicttt  sit  sermo  regis  ad  onmes. 


To  euery  man  belongetb  lore. 
Bat  to  no  man  belongetb  more 
Than  to  a  kynge,  whiche  bath  to  lede 
The  people,  for  his  kynghed 
He  maia  hem  both  saue  and  spille. 
And  fbr  it  stent  Tpon  his  willci 
It  sit  bym  well  to  be  anised. 
And  the  fertoes  which  are  assised 
Unto  a  kynges  regiment. 
To  take  in  his  entendement. 
Wherof  to  tellen  as  they  sUmde, 
Hereafterwarde  now  woll  1  fonde. 
Amenge  the  irertnes  one  is  chiefp, 
And  that  is  Trouth,  whiehe  is  llelb 
To  god,  and  eke  to  man  also. 
And  for  it  hath  hen  euer  so. 
Taught  AristoUe  (as  be  well  ODUth) 
To  Alisander  howe  in  bis  youth 
He  sbolde  of  Trouth  thilke  grace 
With  all  bis  boll  herte  enbrace : 
80  that  his  worde  be  trewe  and  pteybfr 
Towarde  the  worlde:  and  so  certeyne. 
That  in  bym  be  no  double  specbe. 
For  if  men  shoulde  trouthe  seche. 
And  finde  it  not  within  a  kynge. 
It  were  an  Tnsittende  tbynge. 
The  worde  is  token  of  that  withlli. 
There  shall  a  woitbie  kynge  begin 
To  kepe  his  tonge,  and  to  be  trewe, 
80  shall  his  price  ben  euer  newe. 
Anise  bym  euery  man  to  fore, 
Ind  be  well  ware,  er  he  be  swore : 
For  afterwarde  it  is  to  late. 
If  that  he  wolde  bis  worde  debate. 
For  as  a  kjmge  in  speciall 
Abooe  all  other  is  priocipoU 
Of  his  power,  so  sbulde  he  bee 
Moste  vertuous  in  his  decree. 
And  that  male  well' be  signified. 
By  bis  corone  and  specified. 

The  golde  betoketb  excellence, 
That  men  shulde  doone  bym  reuerence. 
As  to  her  liege  souerayne. 

The  stones,  as  the  bokes  sayne, 
Commended  bene  in  treble  wise. 

Firste  they  ben  harde,  and  thilke  assise 
Betokeneth  in  a  kynge  coostance. 
So  that  there  shall  no  variance 
Be  founde  in  his  coodicion. 

And  also  by  deserlpcion 
The  vertue,  whicbe  is  in  the  stones, 
A  very  signe  is  for  the  nones 
Of  that  a  kynge  shall  be  honest. 
And  bolde  trewcly  his  behest 
Of  tbynge,  wbiche  longeth  to  klogbed. 

The  bright  coloore,  as  I  rede, 
Wbiche  is  in  the  stones  shiny nge, 
Is  in  figure  betokenynge. 
The  cronike  of  this  worldes  fisme, 
Whicbe  stante  vpon  his  good  name. 

The  cirele,  which  is  rounde  aboute. 
Is  token  of  all  the  londe  aboute, 
Whiche  stent  vnder  his  hierarchic. 
That  be  it  shall  well  kepe  and  gie. 
And  for  that  trouthe  bowe  so  it  falle 
Is  the  vertue  souerayne  of  alle. 
That  longeth  vnto  regiment, 
A  tale,  whicbe  is  euident. 
Of  trouthe  in  commendacion, 
Towarde  thyn  eofon&acion 
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My  soiMie  iiereafier  tboD  thalt  here 
Of  a  crooike  in  this  matcre« 
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Hie  narrat  qualiter  Darius,  filius  Itapsis,  soldanus 
Persie,  a  tribus  suis  cubicularibua,  quoram  no- 
mina  Harpages,  Monacbas,  et  Zorobabd,  dicta 
sunt  nomina,  questionis  sigillatim  ioterrogauit, 
vtrum  rex  aat  mulier,  aut  viaum  maioris  forti* 
tudinis  vim  optinei'et,  Ipsis  vero  varia  opinione 
respondentibuSy  Zorobabel  Tltimus  afferit,  quod 
mulier  sui  amoris  complacentia  tarn  regid  quam 
vini  potenciam  excellit,  Addidit  insuper  finali 
oonclusioni  dicens,  quod  Veritas  super  omnia 
vi licit*  Cuius-  responsio  ceteris  laudabilior  ac- 
ceptabatur. 

As  the  cronike  it  doth  reherce^ 
A  soldan  wfailome  was  of  Perse, 
Whiche  Dares  hight,  and  Itapsis 
>iis  fader  was:  and  sothe  it  is. 
Of  bis  lignage^  as  by  discente, 
The  regne  of  thilke  empire  he  hent. 

And  as  he  was  him  selfe  wise. 
The  wise  men  be  helde  in  prise: 
And  sought  hem  oute  on  euery  side. 
That  towarde  him  they  sbulde  abide. 
Amouge  the  whiche  thre  there  were. 
That  most  seruice  vnto  him  here. 
As  they,  whiche  in  his  chamber  lighen. 
And  all  bis  coudceile  herde  and  sigbeor 
Her  names  ben  of  strange  note» 
Harpages  was  the  first  bote, 
And  Monachas  was  the  secouode^ 
Zorobabel,  as  it  is  founde 
In  the  cronike  was  the  thrtde, 
^  This  Soldan  what  so  him  betide. 
To  hem  he  trist  most  of  all, 
Wherof  the  case  is  so  befalle. 
This  lorde,  whiche  hath  conceites  depe. 
Upon  a  night  whan  he  hath  slepe. 
As  he  whiche  hath  his  wit  disposed 
Touchende  a  poynt  hem  hath  opposed. 

The  kinges  question  was  this, 
Of  thinges  thre  whiche  strongest  is 
Hie  wine,  the  woman,  or  the  kynge. 
And  that  tbei  sbulde  vpon  this  thinsa 
Of  her  answere  auiscd  bee. 
He  yeue  hem  fully  dayes  three. 
And  hath  bihote  hem  by  bis  feyth. 
That  who  the  best  reason  sey  th. 
He  shalle  receiue  a  worthy  mede. 

Upon  this  thinge  thei  token  hedfif 
And  stoden  in  dispuiesion : 
That  by  diuers  opinion 
Of  argumentes,  that  thei  haue  hotde, 
Harpages  fyrst  bis  tale  tolde. 
And  saide,  bowe  that  the  strength  of  kingea 
Is  mightiest  of  all  thinges. 
For  kinge  hath  power  ouer  man. 
And  man  is  he,  which  reason  can. 
As  he  whiche  is  of  his  nature 
The  most  noble  creature 
Of  all  tbo  that  god  hath  wrought, 
.  yind  by  that  skille  it  semeth  nought 
(He  saith)  that  any  erlhly  thinge 
Maie  be  so  migbtie  as  a  kynge. 

A  kynge  maie  spitle,  a  kynge  maie  saue, 
A  kynge  maie  make  a  lorde  a  knaue, 
And  of  a  knaue  a  lorde  also. 
The  power  of  a  kynge  stgot  «o, 


That  he  the  lawes  ouerpasseth. 

^'hat  he  will  make  lesse,  he  lassetfr^ 

What  he  will  make  more,  he  moreth. 

And  as  a  gentill  faucone  spretb. 

He  fleeth,  that  no  man  hym  reclaimeth. 

But  he  alone  all  other  tameth. 

And  stante  hym  selfe  of  lawe  free. 

Lo  thus  a  kynges  might,  saith  he, 
(So  as  his  reason  can  argue) 
Is  strongest,  and  of  most  value. 

But  Monachas  saith  other  wise. 
That  wine  is  of  the  more  imprise. 
And  that  he  sheweth  by  this  waie. 
The  wyne  full  ofte  taketh  awaie 
The  reason  fro  the  mans  herte. 

The  wine  can  make  a  creple  sterte. 
And  a  deliuer  man  vnwelde. 
It  maketh  a  blynde  man  to  behelde, 
And  a  bright  eied  seme  derke. 
It  maketh  a  leude  man  a  clerke. 
And  fro  the  clerke  the  clergie 
It  taketh  awaie,  and  cowardie 
It  tourneth  in  to  bardtnessCf 
Of  auarice  it  maketh  largesse. 
The  wine  maketh  eke  the  good  blood. 
In  whiche  the  soule,  whiche  is  good. 
Hath  chosen  hir  a  restyng  place. 
While  that  the  lyfe  bit  woU  enbrace. 

And  by  this  skille  Monachas 
Answerd  hath  vpon  this  cas. 
And  seith,  that  wine  by  wey  of  kinde 
Is  thinge.,  whiche  maie  the  hertes  biade 
Wele  more  than  the  regalie. 

Zorobabell  for  his  paitie 
Seid,  as  him  thought  for  the  best. 
That  women  ben  the  mightiest. 

The  kynge  and  the  vinour  also 
Of  women  comen  both  two. 
And  eke  be  saide:  howe  that  manhede. 
Through  strengthe  vnto  the  womandeda 
Of  lone,  where  be  wyll  or  nona^ 
Obeie  shall,  and  therupon 
To  shew  of  women  the  maistrie^ 
A  tale,  whiche  he  sighe  with  eie. 
As  for  ensample  be  tolde  this. 

Nota  hie  de  vigore  amoris,  qui  inter  Cirum  regem 
Persarum  et  Apemen  Besazis  filiam  ipsios  regis 
concubinam  spectante  tota  curia  experiebaturr 

HoWB  Apemen  of  Besasis 
Whiche  dougbter  was,  in  the  paleit 
Sittende  vpon  his  high  deis  , 

Whan  he  was  hotest  in  his  ire 
Towarde  the  great  of  his  empyre, 
Cirus  the  kinge  tyran  she  toke. 
And  only  with  hir  goodly  loke 
She  made  him  debonaire  and  meke. 
And  by  the  chin,  and  by  the  cheke 
She  luggeth  him  right  as  hir  list. 
That  now  she  iapeth,  and  nowe  she  kist. 
And  doth  with  him  what  euer  hir  liketh. 
Whan  that  she  loureth«  than  he  siketh. 
And  whan  she  gladeth,  he  is  glad. 
And  thus  this  kinge  was  ouerlad 
With  hir,  which  his  lemman  was. 

Amonge  the  uieu  is  no  solas. 
If  that  there  be  no  woman  there* 
For  but  if  thai  the  woman  were^ 
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This  worldes  ioy^  were  awey. 
This  is  troutbe»  that  1  you  seye. 
To  knighthode,  and  to  worldes  fame, 
Thei  make  a  man  to  drede  shame. 
And  honour  for  to  be  desired. 

Through  the  beautee  of  hem  is  fired 
The  darte,  the  wbiche  Capide  throveth, 
Wherof  tbe  iolife  peyne  groweth, 
Wbiche  all  tbe  worlde  hath  vnderfote. 

A  woman  is  the  mans  bote 
His  lyfe,  his  deth,  his  wo,  his  wele. 
And  this  thynge  maie  be  shewed  wele, 
Howe  that  women  ben  good  and  kynde. 
For  in  ensample  this  I  fynde. 


Nota  de  fidelitate  coniogis,  qoalitcr  Alcesta  Txor 
Admeti  vt  maritum  suum  viuificaret  seipoim 
morti  spontanee  subegit. 

WHAif  that  the  duke  Admetus  laie 
Sicke  in  his  bedde,  that  etiery  daie 
Meu  waiten,  whan  he  shulde  dey, 
Alcest  his  wife  goth  for  to  prey. 
As  she  wbiche  wolde  thonke  deserue, 
With  sacrifice  vnto  Minerue, 
To  witte  answere  of  tbe  goddesse, 
Howe  that  hir  lorde  of  his  sickenesse, 
Wherof  he  was  so  wo  beseyne, 
Reeouer  might  his  hele  ayene. 

Lo  thus  she  cride,  and  thus  she  praide. 
Till  at  last  a  voyce  hir  saide. 
That  if  she  wolde  for  his  sake 
Tbe  maladie  sofire  and  take. 
And  die  hir  sclfe,  be  shulde  liue. 

Of  this  answere  Alcest  hath  yeue 
Unto  Minerue  great  thonkynge, 
So  that  hir  dethe,  and  his  liuynge 
She  chese  with  all  hir  hole  entent. 
And  thus  accorded  home  she  went» 
In  to  tbe  chambre  whan  she  came^ 
Air  bousbande  anone  she  name 
lo  bothe  hir  armes,  and  hym  kist. 
And  spake  ?nto  hym,  what  hir  list. 
And  tberupdn  within  athrowe, 
Tbe  good  wife  ifua  ouertbrowe, 
And  died,  and  he  was  holte  in  bast. 
So  mate  a  man  by  reason  taste, 
Howe  nexte  after  the  god  aboue 
The  trouth  of  women  and  the  lone. 
In  whome  that  all  grace  is  founde. 
Is  mightiest  vpon  this  grounde. 
And  most  behbuely  manjrfolde. 

Lo  thus  Zorobabell  bath  tolde 
The  tale  of  his  opinion : 
But  for  final  1  conclusion, 
What  strengest  is  of  erthly  thynges, 
The  wine,  the  women,  or  the  kynges, 
He  saith,  that  trouthe  aboue  hem  all 
Is  mightiest,  bowe  euer  it  fall. 

The  trouthe  bowe  so  it  euer  come, 
Maie  for  nothyngd  ben  onercome. 
It  maie  well  sgffre  for  a  throwe, 
But  at  last  it  shall  be'knowe. 
Tbe  pronerbe  is,  wfio  that  is  trewe, 
Hym  shall  his  while  neuer  rewe. 
For  bow  so  that  the  cause  wepde, 
The  trouth  is  shameles  at  ende. 
But  what  thynge  that  is  trouth!  es. 
It  maie  not  well  be  shameles. 


And  shame  hyndereth  euery  wight 
So  proueth  it,  there  is  no  might 
Without  trouthe  in  no  degree 
And  thus  for  trouthe  of  bis  decree 
Zorobabell  was  most  commended. 
Wherof  tbe  question  was  ended, 
And  he  receiued  hath  his  mede. 
For  trouthe,  (wbiche  to  mannes  nede) 
Is  mott  behoueliche  ouerall. 
For  thy  was  trouthe  iti  speciall 
The  fyrste  poynt  in  obseruancc 
Betake  vnto  tbe  gouemance 
Of  Alisandre,  as  it  is  sayde. 
For  thervpon  tbe  grounde  is  layde 
Of  enery  kynges  regiment. 
As  thynge,  wbiche  moste  conuenient 
Is  for  to  set  a  kynge  in  euen, 
Bothe  in  this  worlde,  and  eke  in  heuen. 

Absit  auaricia,  ne  tangat  regia  corda. 
Cuius  enim  spoliis  excoriatur  humus. 

Fama  colit  largum  volutans  per  stecula  regem. 
Dona  tamen  Ileitis  sunt  moderanda  modis. 

Hk:  tractat  de  regie  maiestatis  secunda  policia  s 
quam  Aristoteles  largitatem  vocat,  cuius  virtote 
non  solum  propulsata  auaricia,  regis  nomen 
magnificum  extollatur,  sed  et  sui  subdicionum 
diuiciarum  habundancia  iocundiores  •i&ciuutuc* 

Next  after  Trouth  the  seconde. 
In  policie,  as  it  is  founde, 
Wbiche  serueth  to  the  worldes  fame. 
In  worship  of  a  ksrnges  name. 
Largesse  it  is,  whose  prioilege 
There  maie  no  auariee  abrcge. 

The  worldes  good  was  first  commune 
But  afterwarde  vpon  fortune 
Was  thiike  common  profit  cessed. 
For  whan  the  people  stode  encressed. 
And  the  lignages  woxen  great, 
Anone  for  singuler  heyete 
Drough  euery  man.  to  bis  partie, 
Wherof  come  in  tbe  fyrste  enuie. 
With  great  debate  and  werres  strange. 
And  last  amooge  tbe  men  so  longe. 
Till  no  man  wist,  who  was  who,  ' 

Ne  wbiche  was  firende,  ne  wbiche  fo, 
Till  at  laste  in  euery  londe 
Within  hem  selfe  the  people  fonde. 
That  it  was  good  to  make  a  kynge, 
Wbiche  might  appesen  all  this  thynge, 
Aud  yeue  right  to  the  lignages. 
In  partyng  of  her  beretages. 
And  eke  of  all  her  other  good. 

And  thus  aboue  hem  all  stode 
The  kynge  vpon  bis  regalie. 
As  be  wbiche  bath  to  iustifle 
Tbe  worldes  good  fro  couetise. 

So  sit  it  well  in  all  wise, 
A  kynge  betwene  the  more  and  I  esse 
To  sette  his  berte  vpon  largesse 
Towaide  hym  selfe,  and  eke  also 
Towarde  his  people:  and  if  not  so: 
That  is  to  sayne:  if  that  be  bee 
Towarde  hym  selfe  laige  and  free. 
And  of  his  people  take  and  pille : 
Largesse  by  no  wey  of  skylle 
It  maie  be  saide,  but  auariee, 
Wbiche  ia  a  kynge  it  •  great  Tice« 
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Nota  super  hoc  quod  Arittotelii  ad- Alexandra m 
exemplificauit  de  exactionibus  regit  Cbaldao- 
rum. 

A  KTVGB  behouetb  eke  to  flee 

The  vice  of  prodigalitee» ' 

That  he  measore  in  his  expence 

So  kepe,  that  of  indigence 

He  maie  be  saufe:  for  who  that  nedeth^ 

In  all  his  werke  the  wers  he  tpedeth. 

As  Aristotle  vpon  Caldee 
Ensample  of  great  auctoritee 
Unto  kynge  Alitaunder  taught 
Of  tbiike  folke,  that  were  vnsaught 
Towarde  her  kyogo  for  his  pillage. 
Wherof  he  had  in  his  courage,- 
That  he  ynto  thre  poyntes  entendey 
Where  that  he  wolde  his  good  dispende. 

First  shulde  he  toke  howe  that  it  stood^ 
That  all  were  of  his  owne  good 
The  yeftes,  whiche  he  wolde  yeiie« 
So  might  he  well  the  better  Hue. 

Aod  eke  he  must  taken  hede. 
If  there  be  cause  of  any  nede, 
Whiche  ought  for  to  be  defended, 
Er  that  his  goodes  ben  dispended. 

He  mote  eke  as  it  is  belall 
Amooges  other  thynget  all, 
Se  the  decertes  of  his  men, 
And  after  that  thei  bene  of  kes. 
And  of  astate,  and  of  merite 
He  shall  hem  largelich  acquite* 
Or  for  the  warre,  or  for  the  pease. 
That  none  honour  fall  in  discrcase, 
Whiche  might  torne  in  to  diffame. 
But  that  be  kepe  his  good  name. 
So  that  he  be  not  holde  vnkynde. 
For  in  cronike  a  tale  1  fynde, 
Whiche  speaketh  somdele  of  this  matere^ 
Herafterwarde  as  thou  sbalte  here. 

Hie  secundum  gesta  lulil  exempiam  ponit,  quali- 
ter  rex  suorum  milHum,  quoi  probos  agnouerit, 
indigentiam  laigiutis  sue  beneflcils  releoare  te- 
netnr. 

In  Rome  to  pursue  bis  right 
There  was  a  worthie  poore  knight, 
Whiche  came  alone  for  to  seyiie 
His  cause,  whan  the  coorte  was  picyne. 
Where  lulius  was  in  presence : 
And  for  him  lacketh  of  dispense. 
There  was  with  bym  none  adnoeata 
To  make  plee  for  his  astate. 

But  though  bym  lacke  §ut  to  plede, 
Hym  lacketh  nothingc  of  manhede.    ' 
He  wist  well  his  purse  was  pouer. 
But  yet  he  thought  his  right  recoacr. 
And  openly  pouerte  alayed 
To  the  emperour,  and  thus  be  tayed. 

O  lulins  lorie  of  the  lawe, 
Beholde  my  counceyll  is  witbdrawa 
For  lacke  af  golde,  to  thine  office. 
After  the  lawe  of  Instice, 
Helpe,  that  I  had  couneeyle  here 
Upon  the  troutbe  of  my  matcrt. 
And  lulius  with  that  anona 
Assigned  him  a  worthy  one. 
But  he  him  selfo  no  worde  se  spake. 

Thii  knight  was  wroth|  and  foade  a  lake 


In  the  Emparour :  and  saida  Uun. 

O  thou  vnkynde  luKuSt 
Wban  thou  in  thy  batayle  were 
Up  in  Aufrike,  and  I  was  there. 
My  might  for  thy  rescons  I  dyd. 
And  put  no  man  in  my  stede. 
Thou  wost  what  wouodes  there  I  had  x 
But  here  I  fynde  the  so  bad, 
That  the  ne  list  to  speake  o  worde 
Thyne  owne  mouthe,  or  of  thyn  horde 
To  yeoe  a  floreyn  me  to  heipe, 
Howe  shulde  I  than  me  be  yelpe 
Pro  this  day  forth  of  thy  laig esse, 
Whan  suche  a  great  vnkyndenesse 
Is  founde  in  suche  a  lorde  as  thou  ? 

This  lulius  knewe  well  enowe. 
That  all  was  soth,  whiche  he  hym  tolde; 
And  for  he  wolde  not  ben  holde 
Unkynde,  he  toke  his  cause  on  bonde, 
And  as  it  were  of  goddes  sonde 
He  yane  hym  good  enough  to  spcado 
For  euer  vnto  his  lines  ande. 

And  thus  ibulde  euery  worthie  kynge 
Take  of  his  knigfatcs  knowlegynge, 
When  that  be  sigh  they  hadden  node. 
For  euery  seruioe  axeth  mode* 
But  other,  whiche  haue  not  desemcd 
Through  vertue,  but  of  iapes  semAl« 
A  kynge  shall  not  deserue  grace. 
Though  be  be  large  in  suche  a  place. 

Hie  ponit  exemplum  de  rege  Aotigono,  qualitcr 
dona  r^^  secundum  mains  et  minus,  cquo  dis- 
crecione  moderanda  sunt. 

It  sitte  well  euery  kynge  to  haue 
Discrecion,  whan  men  hym  craue. 
So  that  he  maie  his  gyfte  wit*, 
Wherof  I  fynde  a  tale  write, 
Howe  Cinichus  a  powre  knigfal, 
A  somme,  whiche  was  oner  might 
Prated  of  his  kinge  Antigonus. 

The  kinge  answerd  to  him  thus. 
And  saide,  howe  suche  a  yefte  passcth 
His  poore  estate:  and  than  he  laasetb. 
And  asketh  but  a  litell  peny. 
If  that  the  kyuge  wolde  yeue  hjrm  ony.  * 

The  kinge  answeid,  it  waes  to  siualle 
For  him,  which  was  a  loide  rialJe, 
To  yene  a  man  so  litell  thinga. 
It  were  ▼nworsbip  in  a  kynge. 

By  this  ensample  a  kynge  maie  lere. 
That  for  to  yeue  is  in  manere. 
For  if  a  kinge  his  tresour  lasseth 
With  out  honour,  and  thankelesse  passeth. 
Whan  he  him  selfo  will  so  begile, 
I  not  who  shall  compleine  his  while, 
Ne  who  by  right  him  shall  relaua. 
But  netheles  this  I  bcleue, 
To  helpe  with  his  owne  londe 
Belongeth  euery  man  his  hondo 
To  set  Tpon  necessitee. 

And  eke  his  kinges  rialtee 
Mote  euery  lieae  man  comforta 
With  good  andbodie  tosnpparta^ 
Wban  thei  see  cause  resenable. 
For  who  that  is  not  entendable 
To  holde  vp  right  his  kinges  nama^ 
Him  ought  for  to  be  to  blaiBa. 
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Nota  hie  secundom  Arittotclem  quaiker  princi- 
pum  prudigalitas,  paapertateoi  indueit  «om- 
muDem. . 

Of  policie  and  ooer  more 
To  speke  in  this  mater  morCi 
80  as  the  philosopbre  tolde, 
A  kinge  after  the  reule  is  bolde 
To  modifie,  and  to  adresse 
His  yeftes  vpoa  suche  largesse^ 
That  be  measare  nooght  excede. 

Sal.  Sicmliis  benefacito,  vt  tibi  non  nociaa. 

For  if  a  kin^e  fiaUe  in  to  nede. 
It  caoaeth  ofte  sondiy  thiogea 
Whiche  are  vngoodly  to  the  kinges. 
What  man  wille  not  htm  telfe  meson. 
Men  seen  full  ofte^  that  measare 
Him  hath  forsake :  and  so  doth  bee. 
That  vseth  prodigalitee, 
Whiche  is  the  mother  of  ponerte^ 
Wherof  the  londes  ben  deaerte, 
And  namely  whan  tbilke  vice 
A  boue  a  kings  stant  in  oAce, 
And  hath  wich  holde  of  his  partie ; 
The  couetotts  iaterie : 
Whiche  m»iy  a  irorthy  kynge  deceioeth^ 
£r  he  the  fiiliaoe  perceiucth 
Of  hem,  that  semen  to  the  glose. 
For  thei  that  conne  please  and  glose, 
Ben  as  men  tellen,  the  norieea 
Unto  the  fostringe  of  the  rices, 
Wherof  fall'ofte  netheles 
A  kynge  is  btamed  gylteles. 

ftoaiiter  in  principum  cnrits  adulatores  trisplici 
graoitate  ofiendunt. 

A  PHiLOSOPHBR,  as  tbou  Shalt  bere^ 
Spake  to  a  kynge  oCthis  natere. 
And  aeyd  hym  well  how  that  ilatoors 
Conlpable  were  of  thre  erroura« 
One  Mras  towarde  the  goddes  hie. 
That  weKn  wroth  of  that  they  sie 
The  mischiefe,  whiche  befall  shnlda 
Of  that  the  ftis  flatonr  tolde 
Towaide  the  kynge.    An  other  was : 
Whan  thei  by  sleight  and  by  falioa 
Of  feigned  woides,  make  bym  wene. 
That  blackels  white,  and  blew  is  grene, 
Toochende  of  his  condicion. 
For  whan  be  doth  extorcion. 
With  many  an  otlier  vice  mo. 
Men  shall  not  fynde  one  of  tlio 
To  grutcbe  or  speake  there  ageine. 
But  bolden  vp  his  oyle,  and  seyne : 
That  all  is  well,  wliat  ener  he  doth. 
And  thus  of  fals  thet  maken  soth, 
So  that  her  kynges  eie  is  blent. 
And  wote  not  howe  the  worlde  is  went. 

The  thirde  emmr  is  harme  commune, 
With  whiche  the  people  mote  commune 
Of  wronges,  that  thei  bringen  inne. 
And  thus  they  werchen  treble  sinne. 
That  ben  flatonrs  about  a  kynge. 
There  might  be  no  wersethynge 
About  a  kynges  regalie, 
Than  is  the  vice  of  flatvrie. 
And  netheles  it  hath  ben  vsed. 
That  it  was  neuer  yet  f«fased« 


As  for  to  speke  in  couite  riall. 
For  there  it  is  most  speciaJt, 
And  male  not  longe  be  forbore. 
But  when  tbi^  vice  of  bem  is  bore. 
That  sbulde  the  Tcitues  forth  brynge. 
And  trouthe  is  toroed  to  leeynge : 
It  is,  as  wTio  seith  against  kyode, 
Wherof  an  olde  ensample  I  fynde. 

Hie  loquitur  super  eodem.et  narmt,  qood  cum  Dto» 
genes  et  Aristippus  philosophi  a  seolis  Athen. 
ad  Cartaginem,  vnde  orti  focrunt  reoertissent^ 
Aristippus  Curie  principis  sui  famiUari9  adhe- 
sit :  Diogenes  vera  in  quodam  manciuticuto  sub 
studio  Tacans  permansit:  et  eontigit,  qui  cum 
ipse  quodam  die  ad  inen  orti  sui  super  ripam 
herbas  quas  elegerat,  ad  dera  lauasset,  Supe^> 
uenit  ex  casa  Arisiippns,  dixitqne  ei :  -  O  Oio- 
genea,  certe  si  principt  tuo  placere  scires  tu  ad 
olera  tua  lananda  non  indigeres.  Cui  ille  re^ 
pondit :  O  Arisiippe,  Certe  si  tu  olera  tua  laoare 
scires,  te  in  blandieiis  et  adnlalaontbus  prtacipi 
tuo  seruire  non  oporteret. 

Amorgb  these  other  talea  wise 

Of  philosophers  in  this  wise 

I  rede  howe  whitome  two  there  were. 

And  to  tbe  sehole  for  to  lere 

(Into  Athenes  fro  Cartage 

Her  frendes  whan  they  were  of  age. 

Hem  sende :  and  there  they  stoden  longe. 

Till  thei  suche  lore  haoe  vnd^*rfonge. 

That  in  her  tyme  they  surraoante 

All  other  men :  that  to  acconnte 

Of  hem  was  tho  the  great  fame: 

The  firste  of  hem  his  right  name 
Was  Diogenes  than  hotCi 
In  whom  was  founde  no  riote. 

His  felawe  Aristippiis  hight, 
Which  mochel  couthe,  and  mochd  might.  ' 
'  But  at  last  soothe  to  seyne 
They  both  tnmen  home  ayene 
Unto  Carthage,  and  sehole  lete. 
This  Diogenes  no  beyete 
Of  worldes  good,  or  lasse  or  more 
Ne  sought  for  his  kmge  lore. 
But  toke  hym  only  for  to  dwelle 
At  home :  and  as  the  boke s  telle. 
His  bouse  was  nigh  to  a  riuere 
Beside  a  brigge  as  thou  Shahe  here. 
There  dwelleth  he,  and  takth  his  rest. 
So  as  it  thought  bym  for  the  best 
To  studie  in  his  philosophte. 
As  he,  which  wolde  so  deAe 
The  worldes  pompe  on  euery  side. 

But  Aristippe  his  boke  a  side 
Hath  leyde :  and  to  the  courte  be  wente 
Where  many  a  wyle,  and  many  a  wente 
With  flaterie  and  wordes  softe 
He  caste,  and  hath  compassfd  ofte 
Howe  be  his  prince  might  please. 
And  in  this  wise  he  gate  hym  ea«e. 
Of  vayne  honour  and  worldes  good. 
The  louden  rule  rpon  hym  stoode. 

The  kynge  of  hym  was  wondre  glad. 
And  all  was  do,  what  tbj^ge  he  bad, 
Bothe  in  the  cooite,  and  eke  without. 
With  flaterie  be  broa^'ht  abbvt 
His  porpos  of  the  worldes  werke, 
Whiche  was  ayene  the  state  of  cleike : 
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So  that  philosophi&he  lefte, 
And  to  riches  bym  selfe  vp  lefte. 

Lo  thus  bad  Aristippe  his  will. 
But  Diogenes  dvrelte  still 
At  home,  and  loked  on  his  boke. 
He  sought  not  the  worldes  croke 
For  vayne  honour,  ne  for  ricfaesse^ 
But  all  his  hertes  besinesse 
He  sette  to  be  vertoous. 
And  thus  within  his  owne  boos 
He  iiueth  to  the  suffisance 
Of  his  hauioge,  and  fell  perchance 
This  Diogene  rpon  a  daie. 
And  that  was  in  the  month  of  maie^ 
Whan  that  these  herbe^  ben  bolsome. 
Be  walketh  for  to  gether  some 
In  his  gardeinCi  of  whiche  his  ioutea 
He  thought  to  haue,  and  that  aboutes 
Whan  he  hath  gadred  what  him  liketh. 
He  set  him  than  downe  and  piketh. 
And  wishe  bit  berbes  in  the  floode, 
•Upon  the  whiche  his  garden  stoode 
Kigh  to  the  brigge,  as  I  tolde  ere, 
Ai^  hapnetb  while  he  sitteth  there, 
Cam  Aristippus  by  the  streate 
With  many  hors  and  routes  greate, 
And  strangbt  vuto  the  breggehe  rode. 
Where  that  he  honed  and  abode. 
For  as  be  cast  his  eie  nigh. 
His  fdawe  Diogene  he  sigh. 
And  what  he  dede  be  sigb  also, 
Wherof  he  saide  to  him  tho. 

O  Diogene  god  the  spede. 
It  were  certes  litel  nede 
To  sitte  here  and  wortes  pike. 
If  thou  thy  prince  coudest  like. 
So  as  1  can  in  my  degree. 
O  Aristippe  (agaeyne  quod  he) 
If  that  thou  coudest  so  as  i 
Thy  wortes  picke  truely. 
It  were  as  litell  nede  or  lasse. 
That  thou  so  worldly  woU  compasse 
With  flaterie  for  to-serue: 
Wherof  thou  thjrnkest  for  to  deserue 
Thy  princes  tbonke,  and  to  purchace 
How  thou  might  stonde  in  bit  grace. 
For  gettynge  of  a  littell  good. 
If  thou  wolt  take  in  to  thy  mode 
Reason :  tbou  might  by  reason  deme. 
That  so  thy  prince  for  to  qneme, 
Is  not  to  reason  accordant. 
But  it  is  greatly  discordant. 
Unto  the  scholes  of  Athene. 

Lo  thus  answerde  Diogene 
Ageyne  the  derkes  flaterie. 
But  yet  men  seyue  tbessamplaria 
Of  Aristippe  is  well  received. 
And  thilkie  of  Diogene  is  weyoed. 
Office  in  courte,  and  golde  in  coffsr 
Is  nowe,  men  iwyn,  the  philosopher, 
Whiche  hath  the  worship  in  the  haU. 
But  flaterie  passeth  all 
In  chambre,  whom  the  oourt  anancetb. 
For  vpon  thilke  lotte  it  chanc^th 
To  be  beloued  nowe  a  daie. 


Kota  exemplum  cuiusdam  poete  do  Italia, 
Dantes  vocabiatur. 


GbWGR'S  POEMS. 


qui 


I  NOT  if  it  be  ye  or  naie. 


Howe  Dante  the  poete  anfWefd^  ' 

To  a  flatour,  the  tale  I  berde. 

Upon  a  titrife  betwene  hem  two. 
He  said  hym,  there  ben  many  mo 
Of  thy  seraantes  than  of  myne. 
Fur  the  poete  of  his  couine 
Hath  none,  that  wil  hym  doth  and  fede : 

But  a  flatour  maie  rule  and  lede 
A  kynge  with  all  his  londe  about. 
So  stant  the  wise  man  in  dout 
Of  hem,  that  to  foly  drawe. 
For  suche  is  nowe  the  common  lawe 
And  as  the  commune  voyce  it  telleth. 
Where  nowe  that  flaterie  dwielleth 
In  euery  londe  vnder  the  sonne, 
There  is  full  many  a  tbinge  begoniie» 
Whiche  were  better  to  be  lefte. 
That  hath  be  sfaewed  nowe  and  efte. 

But  if  a  prince  him  wokie  rule 
Of  the  Romaynt  after  the  reule. 
In  thilke  tyme  as  it  was  ysed. 
This  vice  shulde  be  refused, 
Wherof  the  princis  ben  assoted. 
But  where  the  playne  trouth  is  notcd« 
There  maie  a  prince  wel  conceyue. 
That  he  shall  nought  him  selfe  deoeyue 
Of  that  he  bereth  wordes  playne. 
For  bim  tber  nought  by  reason  playne^ 
That  warned  is,  er  hym  be  wo. 
And  that  was  fully  proued  so. 
Whan  Rome  was  the  worldes  chiefe. 
The  sooth  sayer  tbo  was  leefe, 
Whiche  wolde  not  the  trout|i  spare. 
But  with  his  worde,  playne  and  bare. 
To  themperour  bis  sotbes  tolde,    - 
As  in  cronicke  it  is  witholde. 
Here  afterwarde  as  thou  shalt  here* 
Acordend  vnto  this  matere. 

Hie  ettam  contra  vicinm  adulationis  ponit  ezem* 
plum :  et  narrat,  quod  cum  nuper  Romanorum 
imperator  contra  suos  bostes  Tictoriam  obtinuis- 
set,  et  cum  palma  trintiiphi  in  vibem  redire  de- 
buisset,  ne  ipsum  inanis  glorie  altitudo  super 
extolleret,  licitum  fait  pro  illo  die,  quod  thus 
quisque  peiora,  que  sue  condicioais  agoosoeret^ 
in  aures  suas  apcius  exdamaret:  vt  sic  gaudiuni 
cum  dolore  compescerct*  et  adulaatum  voces, 
si  que  fnerant,  pro  minimo  compntaret. 

To  see  this  olde  ensamplarie. 
That  whilom  was  no  flaterie 
Towanle  the  princis,  wel  I  finde, 
Wherof  so  as  it  comthe  to  mynde 
My  Sonne  a  tale  vnto  thin  ere 
(While  that  the  worthy  princes  were 
At  Rome)  I  thinke  for  to  telle. 

For  whan  the  chances  so  befeUe, 
That  any  emperour  as  tho 
Victorie  had  vpon  his  fo. 
And  80  forth  came  to  Rome  agayue* 
Of  treble  honour  he  was  certayne. 
Wherof  that  he  was  magnified. 

The  firste,  as  it  is  specified, 
Wa9,  whan  he  cam  at  thilke  tide. 
The  chare,  in  whiche  be  shuld  ride, 
Foure  white  stedes  shulde  it  drawe. 

Of  lupiter  by  thilkt  lawe 
The  cote  he  shulde  were  also. 
His  prisoners  eke  shulden  go 
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Endlonge  tbe  chare  on  ejrther  honde. 
And  all  the  nobIess6  of  the  londe 
Tofbre  and  after  with  him  come 
Ridend,and  broughten  him  to  Rome, 
In  token  of  his  cbiualrie: 
And  for  none  other  flaterie. 
And  that  was  shewed  forth  with  all, 
Where  he  satte  in  his  chare  riall, 
Beside  him  was  a  riband  set, 
Whiohe  bad  his  worde  so  beset 
To  themperour  in  all  his  glorie 
He  saide:  take  in  to  momorie, 
.For  all  this  pompe,  and  all  this  pride 
Let  no  iostice  gon  a  side. 
But  knowe  thy  selfe,  what  so  befalli^ 
For  men  seen  often  tyme  falle 
Thinge,  whicbe  men  wende  siker  stonde. 
Though  thou  victorie  bane  on  honde. 
Fortune  maie  not  stonde  alway: 
Tbe  whele  perchaunce  another  daye 
M«e  tnrne,  and  thou  ooer  throwe. 
There  lastetb  no  thinge  but  a  throwe. 

With  these  wordes  and  with  mo. 
This  ribaulde,  whiche  sate  with  him  tbo» 
To  themperour  his  tale  tolde. 
And  ouermore  what  euer  he  wolde. 
Or  were  it  euyll,  or  were  it  good, 
So  playnly  as  the  trouth  stood. 
He  spareth  not,  but  speketb  it  oute. 
And  so  might  euery  man  aboute 
The  daie  of  that  solemoitee 
His  tale  tell  as  wele  as  bee, 
To  themperonr  all  openly. 
And  all  was  this  the  cause  why. 
That  while  he  stode  In  his  noblesse, 
^e  shulde  his  vanitee  expresse 
With  suche  wordes  as  he  herde. 

Hie  ponit  excmplvm  super  eodem,  et  narrat,  qupd 
•  eodem  die,  ^quo  imperator  introoisatus  in  palacio 
soo  regio  ab  conuioium  in  maiori  leticia  sedisset, 
ministri  sui  sculptores  procederant  alta  voce 
dicentes:  O  imperator  die  nobis,  cuias  forme, 
et  rbi  tumbam  sculpture  tue  faciemus:  vt  sic 
morte  remorsus  huius  vite  blandicias  «btemper- 
aret. 

Lo  nowe  howe  thilke  tyme  fbrde 
Towaide  so  highe  a  worthy  lorde. 
For  this  I  finde  eke  of  recorde, 
Whiche  the  cronike  hath  auctorized. 
What  emperour  was  entrcnized. 
The  fyrsl  day  of  his  corone. 
Where  he  was  in  his  royall  throne. 
And  held  his  fest  in  the  paleis, 
Sittend  vpon  his  hie  deis, 
Wtthall  the  iuste  that  maie  be  gete, 
Whan  he  was  gladest  at  his  mete, 
And  euery  minstrell  had  plaide. 
And  euery  dissour  had  saide 
What  most  was  plesant  to  his  ere: 
Than  at  last  came  in  there 
His  masons,  for  thei  shulde  crane, 
Where  that  he  wolde  be  begraue. 
And  of  what  stone  bis  sepulture 
Thei  shulden  make,  and  what  sculpture 
He  wolde  ordeigne  therupon. 

Tho  was  there  flatterie  none, 
The  worthy  prince  to  beiape, 
JThe  kynge  was  otherwise  shape 


With  good  counsaile:  and  otherwise 
Thei  were  hem  selfe  than  wise. 
And  vnderstoden  well  and  knewen. 
Whan  suche  softe  wyndes  blewen 
Of  flatterie  in  to  her  eare, 
Thei  setten  nought  her  hertes  there. 
But  whan  thei  herde  wordes  feigned,  ' 
The  playne  trouth  it  hath  disdeigned 
Of  hem  that  weren  so  discrete, 
Tho  toke  the  flaterer  no  beyete 
Of  hym,  that  was  his  prince  tho. 
And  for  to  prouen  it  is  so 
A  tale,  whiche  befell  in  dede, 
In  a  cronike  of  Rome  I  rede. 

Hie  inter  alia  gesta  Cesaris  narrat  vnum  exem- 
plum  precipue  centra  illos,  qui  cum  in  aspectu 
principis  aliis  sapienciores  apparere  vellent, 
quandoque  tamen  simulate  sapiencie  talta  com« 
tnittunt,  perquam  ceteris  stultiores  in  fine  com- 
probantur. 

CssAlt  vpon  his  royall  trone^ 
Where  that  he  sat  in  his  persone. 
And  was  hiest  in  all  his  pris, 
A  man,  whiche  wolde  make  hym  wise. 
Fell  downe  knelende  in  his  presence,. 
And  did  him  suche  a  reuerence. 
As  though  the  highe  god  it  were. 

Men  hadden  great  meruaile  ther» 
Of  the  worship,  whiche  he  dede. 

This  man  aros  fro  tbiike  stede. 
And  forth  with  all  the  same  tide 
He  goth  him  vp,  and  by  his  side 
He  set  hym  downe,  as  pere  and  pere. 
And  saide :  If  thou  that  sittest  here 
Arte  god,  whicbe  all  tbynges  might. 
Than  haue  I  worshipped  a  right. 
As  to  the  god:  and  other  wise 
If  thou  be  not  df  thilke  assise. 
But  art  a  man,  suche  as  am  I, 
Than  maie  I  sit  the  fast  by. 
For  we  be  bothe  of  o  kynde. 

Cesar  answerde,  and  saide:  O  blynde 
Thou  art  a  fble,  it  is  well  sene 
Upon  tfiy  selfe.    For  if  thou  wena 
I  be  a  god,  thou,  doste  amis 
To  sit,  where  thou  seest  god  is. 

And  if  1  be  a  man  also. 

Thou  hast  a  great  foly  do. 

Whan  thou  to  suche  one  as  shall  deie. 

The  worship  ofthy  god  alweie 

Hast  yeuen  so  vnworthily. 
Thus  may  I  proue  redily. 

Thou  art  not  wise.    And  tliei  that  hered, 

Howe  wisely  that  the  kynge  answerde. 

It  was  to  hem  a  newe  lore, 

Wherof  thei  dreden  hym  the  more. 

And  brought  notbynge  to  his  ere. 

But  if  it  trouthe  and  reason  were. 

So  ben  there  many  in  suche  a  Mise, 

That  feignen  wordes  to  be  wise 

And  all  is  veraie  flatterie 

To  hym,  whiche  can  it  well  aspie. 

» 

Nota  qualitcr  isti  circa  principem  adulatorcs  potius 
a  curia  expelli  quam  ad  regie  maiestatis  muneiU 
acceptari  policia  suadeiitc,  debcrent« 

Thb  kynde  flatterour  can  not  loue. 
But  for  to  bryng  hym  selfe  aboue. 
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For  howe  that  eoer  hii  oaister  &re. 

So  that  hym  selfe  ftoode  out  of  care. 

Htm  retcbeth  nought    And  thus  fiill  olte 

Deceiued  bene  with  nronles  softe 

The  kyngea,  that  ben  innocent. 

Wherof  as  for  chatftement 

The  wise  philosophre  nide: 

What  kynge  that  so  his  treasure  laide 

Upon  sncbe  folke,  he  hath  the  lesse. 

And  yet  ne  doth  he  no  laigesse. 

But  harmeth  with  his  owne  honde 

Hym  selfe,  and  eke  his  owne  londe: 

And  that  many  a  sondry  weye, 

Wherof  if  that  a  man  shall  sey^ 

As  for  to  speaike  in  gen^rall, 

Where  suche  thynge  falleth  ouer  all^ 

That  any  kinge  him  setfe  misrule. 

The  philosophre  vpon  his  reule 

In  speciall  a  cause  set, 

Whiche  is  and  euer  hath  be  lette 

In  gouemanoe,  aboute  a  kinge 

Upon  the  mischiefe  of  the  thinge. 

And  that,  he  seith,  is  flalerie: 

Wherof  tofore  as  in  partiei 

What  vice  it  is,  I  baue  declared. 

For  who  that  hath  his  wit  bewared 

Upon  a  flatour  to  beleue. 

Whan  that  he  weneth  best  achieue 

His  good  worlde,  it  is  mocte  fro* 

And  for  to  proven  it  is  so, 

Ensamples  there  be  many  one. 

Of  whiche  if  tho«  wolt  knowe  one, 

It  is  behouely  for  to  here, 

What  whilom  fell  in  this  matere. 

Hie  loquitur  Tlterius  de  consilio  adidantum,  quo- 
tum fobulisprincipis  anres  organizate  yeritatis 
auditnm  capere  nequeunt,  Et  narrat  exemplum 
do  rege  Achab,  pro  eo,  quod  ipse  prophecias 
lidelis  M tehee  recusautt,  blandiciis,  que  adu- 
lantis  Zedechte  adhesit,  rex  Syrie  Benedab  in 
campo  bellator  ipsum  dinino  iudicio  deuictum 
interfecit* 

Amomgb  tba  kynges  in  the  bible 
I  fynde  a  tale,  and  is  credible. 
Of  hym  that  whilom  AdMtb  hight 
Whiche  bad  all  Israel  to  right. 
But  who  that  coude  glose  softe. 
And  flatter,  suche  he  secte  alofte 
In  great  estate,  and  made  hem  richer 
But  they  that  speken  wotdes  liche 
To  trouthe,  and  wolde  it  not  foibeare. 
For  hem  was  none  estate  to  beam. 
The  coaite  of  suche  toke  none  hade. 
Till  at  last  Tpon  a  nede 
That  Benedad  kinge  of  Surrie 
Of  Israd  a  greate  partie, 
Whiche  Ramoth  Galaad  was  hotcy 
Hath  seised:  andof  thatriote 
He  toke  counoeyle  in  sondry  wise. 
But  not  of  hem,  that  weren  wise. 

And  netheles  Tpon  this  eas 
To  stenghthen  htm»  for  losephas 
Whiche  than  was  kynge  of  lodee. 
He  sende  for  to  come,  as  bee, 
Whiche  through  frendship  and  alianoe 
Was  nexte  to  hym  of  acqueintance. 
For  loram  sonne  of  losaphath, 
Acabs  doQghter  wedded  hath. 


Whiche  bight  foire  Goodeii«. 

And  thus  cam  into  Samaria 
Kynge  losaphat,  and  he  foande  there 
The  kynge  Achab:  and  when  thai  were 
Together  spekende  of  this  thyng. 
This  losaphat  saieth  to  the  kynge, 
Howe  that  he  wdde  gladly  here 
Some  true  prophet  in  this  matere. 
That  he  his  counsaile  might  yeue. 
To  what  poynt  it  shall  be  dieue. 

And  in  that  tyme  so  befolle 
There  was  suche  one  in  Isind, 
Whiche  sette  hym  all  to  flaterie. 
And  he  was  deped  Sedecbie: 
And  after  hym  Achab  hath  sent 
And  be  at  his  coromandemeot 
Tofore  hym  cam:  and  by  a  sleight 
He  hath  vpon  bis  head  on  height 
Two  large  homes  set  of  bras. 
As  he  whiche  all  a  flattrour  was. 
And  goth  rampende  as  a  lioa. 
And  cast  his  home  vp  and  downe: 
And  bad  men  ben  of  good  espeire. 
For  as  the  homes  perKn  the  eire,  . 
He  saith,  witbouten  resistence. 
So  wist  he  well  of  his  science. 
That  Benedad  is  disoonfite. 

When  Sedecbie  vpon  this  plite 
Hath  tolde  this  tale  vnto  his  lorde 
Anone  thei  were  of  his  acorde 
Prophetes  folse  many  mo. 
To  beare  vp  oyle,  and  al  tho 
AfTermen  that,  whiche  he  bath  tolde: 
Wherof  the  kynge  Achab  was  bolde. 
And  yaue  hem  yeftes  all  aboute. 

But  losaphat  was  in  gteat  doubte, 
Aud  helde  fantosQe  all  that  he  herde.     ^ 
Praiende  Achab  howe  so  ferde. 
If  there  were  ooy  other  man. 
The  whiche  of  prophecie  can. 
To  here  him  speke  er  that  thei  gone, 
Suod  Achab  than,  there  is  one, 
A  brothel,  whiche  Micheas  hight: 
But  he  ne  comth  nought  in  my  sight 
For  he  hath  longe  in  prisone  lejrn. 
Him  liked  neuer  yet  to  seyn, 
A  goodly  worde  to  my  pleasance. 
And  netheles  at  thine  instance 
He  shall  come  out:  and  than  he  mate 
Saie,  as  he  saide  many  a  daie. 
For  yet  he  saide  neuer  wele* 

Tho  losaphat  began  some  dele 
To  gladen  hym  in  hope  of  trouthe. 
And  bade  witbouten  any  slouthe. 
That  men  hym  shulde  fotte  anone. 

And  thei  that  were  for  hym  gone. 
Whan  that  thei  comen  where  he  was, 
Thei  tolden  vnto  Micheas 
The  maner  howe  thi^t  Sedecbie 
Declared  hath  his  prophecie. 
And  therupon  thei  praiea  hym  fiure. 
That  he  will  saie  no  contraire. 
Wherof  the  kynge  male  be  displeased. 
For  so  shall  euery  man  be  eased. 
And  be  maie  beipe  hym  selfe  also. 

Micheas  vpon  trouthe  tho 
His  herte  set,  and  to  hem  saithe: 
All  that  belonged  to  his  ftuthe 
(And  of  none  other  fieigned  thinge) 
That  woll  he  tell  voto  the  kynge. 
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At  ferre  as  god  bath  yeue  hsrm  {rrace* 
*rhus  came  this  prophete  in  to  place,* 
Where  he  the  kynges  will  herde. 
Aud  he  therto  a  none  answerde^ 
And  saide  vnto  hym  in  this  wise: 

My  liege  lorde  for  my  seruice, 
Which  trewe  bath  stonde  eoer  yit. 
Thou  haste  with  pri«one  me  acquite* 
Bot  for  all  that  1  shall  not  glose 
Of  trouthe  as  far  as  I  suppose, 
And  as  toucbende  of  thy  batayle. 
Thou  shalte  not  of  the  sothe  fayle* 

For  if  it  like  the  to  here. 
As  I  am  taught  in  that  matere, 
Thou  m3'ght  it  vnderstonde  soone. 
But  what  is  afterwarde  to  doone 
Auise  the,  for  this  I  sie, 
I  was  tofore  the  trone  on  hie. 
Where  all  the  worlde  me  thought  stode, 
And  there  I  herde  and  vnderstode 
The  voyce  of  god  with  wordes  clcre, 
Axende,  and  sayde  in  this  manere: 
In  what  thinge  maie  I  best  begyle 
The  k3mge  Achab^  and  for  a  whyle 
Upon  this  poynt  tbey  apeken  fost. 
Tbo  sayd  a  spirite  at  last, 
I  mdertake  this  emprise. 

And  god  hym  axetb  in  what  wise. 
I  shall  (quod  he)  deceiue  and  lie 
With  flaterende  prophecii^, 
In  snche  moutbes,  as  he  leuetb. 
And  be,  whiche  all  thinge  acheuclh. 
Bad  hym  go  forth,  and  do  right  so. 

And  ouer  this  I  sigh  also 
The  noble  people  of  Israel 
Dlspers,  as  shcpe  Tpon  an  hille 
Without  a  keper  vnaraied : 
And  as  tbey  wenten  about  astraied 
I  herde  a  voyce  rnto  hem  seyne : 

Goth  home  in  to  your  houe  ayene. 
Til  I  for  you  haue  better  ordeined, 

Suod  Sedechi  thou  hast  feigued 
This  tale,  in  apgringe  of  the  kynge. 
And  in  a  wrathe  vpon  this  thinge 
He  smote  Miche  vpon  the  cheke. 

The  kinge  him  hath  rebuked  eke, 
And  euery  man  vpou  him  cride. 
Thus  was  he  shente  on  euery  side, 
Ayene  and  in  to  prisone  ladde. 
For  so  the  kinge  him  selfo  badde. 
The  trouth  'might  nought  ben  herde^ 
But  afterward  as  it  hath  fenle 
The  dede  proueth  bis  entent. 
Achab  to  the  batayle  went. 
Where  Benedad  for  all  his  shelde 
Him  slough,  so  that  vpon  the  felde 
His  people  goth  aboute  a  straie. 
But  god,  whiche  all  tbinges  maie. 
So  doth,  that  they  no  mischiefe  haue. 

Her  k3mge  was  dead,  and  they  be  saue. 
And  home  ageyn  in  goddes  pees 
They  wente,  and  all  was  foundc  sees, 
That  Sedechie  hath  salde  tofore:     • 

So  sit 'it  well  a  kynge  therefore 
To  looe  them,  that  trouth  mene. 
For  at  last  it  wille  be  sene. 
That  flaterie  is  notbinge  worthe. 

But  nowe  to  my  matter  fortke. 
As  for  to  speken  oner  more. 
After  the  pbilosopbtrs  lore, 


The  thirde  poynte  of  policia 
1  tbinke  for  to  specific. 


Propter  transgressos  leges  statuuntur  in  orbe, 

Vt  viuant  iusti  regis  honore  viri. 
Lex  sine  iusticia,  populum  sub  principis  vmbra 

Deuiat,  vt  rectum  nemo  videbit  iter. 

Hie  tractat  de  tercia  principum  legis  policia  que 
iusticta  nominata  est,  cuius  condicio  legibos  in 
corrupta  vnicuique  quod  suum  est  equo  pondere- 
distribuit* 

What  is  a  londe,  where  men  be  none? 
What  ben  the  men,  whiche  are  allcne^ 
Without  a  kinges  gouernance? 
What  is  a.  kynge  in  bis  ligeance. 
Where  that  there  is  no  lawe  in  londe? 
What  is  to  take  fawe  on  bonde,  . 

But  if  the  luges  ben  trewe? 

These  olde  worldes  with  the  newe 
Who  that  will  take  in  euidence 
There  maie  he  se  experience. 
What  thinge  it  is  to  kepe  lawe, 
Through  which  wronges  be  witbdrawe^ 
And  rigbtwisenes  stante  commended. 
Whereof  the  reignes  ben  amended. 

For  where  the  lawe  maie  commune 
The  lordes  forth  with  the  commune, 
Eche  hath  his  propre  deutee. 
And  eke  the  kinges  rialtee 
Of  bothe  his  worship  vnderfongeth, 
To  his  estate  as  it  belongeth: 
Whiclie  of  his  high  worthinesse 
Hath  to  gouerne  rightwisnesse,  ^ 

As  he  whiche  shall  the  lawe  guide. 

And  netbeles  vpon  some  side 
His  power  stant  aboue  the  lawe. 
To  yeue  both  and  to  withdrawe 
The  forfet  of  a  mannes  life. 
But  thinges,  whicbe  are  ezcessife 
Ayen  the  lawe,  he  shall  not  do 
For  loue,  no  for  hate  also. 

Imperatoriam  maiedtatem  non  solum  armis  sed 
etiam  legibus  opurtet  esse  armatam. 

The  migbtes  of  a  kinge  be  gret: 

But  yet  a  worthie  kinsre  shall  let 

Of  wronge  to  done,  all  that  be  might. 

For  he  whiche  shall  the  people  right. 

It  sit  well  to  his  regalie 

That  he  him  selfe  first  iusttfie 

Towardes  god  in  his  degree. 

For  his  estate  is  elles  free 

Towarde  all  other  in  bis  persone, 

Saue  onely  to  Ibe  god  alone, 

Whicbe  will  hym  selfe  a  kynge  chastise. 

Where  that  none  other  maie  soflise.- 

So  were  it  good  to  taken  hede, 
That  fyrst  a  kynge  his  owne  dede, 
Betwene  the  virtue  and  the  vice, 
Redresse,  and  than  of  his  ioatice 
To  set  in  euen  the  balance 
Towardes  other  in  gouernance. 
That  to  the  poore,  and  to  the  riche 
His  lawes  miirhten  stonden  1iche, 
He  shall  excepte  no  persone. 
Bat  for  be  maie  not  all  bym  one 
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In  sondry  places  do  in»tice, 

He  shall  of  his  nail  office 

With  wise  consideracion 

Ordeine  his  deputacion 

Of  suche  iudges,  ^s  beo  lerncd. 

So  that  his  people  be  t^ouerncd 

By  hem,  that  tru.e  ben  and  wise. 

For  if  the  lawe  of  couetise 

Be  set  vpon  a  iudges  honde: 

Wo  is  the  people  of  thilke  loode. 

For  wronge  maie  not  hym  seluen  hide. 

Bat  els  on  that  other  side, 

If  lawe  stonde  with  the  right. 

The  people  is  glad,  and  stont  vprigbt. 

Where  as  the  lawe  is  reasonable 

The  common  people  stant  meuable. 

And  if  the  lawe  torne  a  mis, 

The  people  also  mistorned  is. 

Nota  hie  de  iusticia  Maximini  imperatorit,  qui 
cum  alicuius  prouincie  custodem  sibi  constitu- 
ere  volebat,  primo  de  sui  nominis  fama  procla- 
maciOne  facta  ipsius  condicionem  diligencius 
inuestigabat,  ' 

And  in  ensampleof  this  matere 
Of  Maximin  a  man  maie  here, 
Of  Rome  whiche  was  emperour: 
That  whan  he  made  a  gouemour 
By  weie  of  substitucion, 
Of  proaince  or  of  region, 
He  wolde  first  enquire  his  name. 
And  lete  it  openly  proclame 
What  man  he  were,  or  euill  or  good. 
And  vpon  that  his  name  stoode 
.Enclined  to  vertue  or  to  vice, 
So  wolde  he  set  him  in  office: 
Or  elles  put  hym  all  aweye. 
Thus  helde  the  lawe  his  right  weyc> 
Which  fonde  no  let  of  couetise.  - 
The  woride  stode  than  vpon  the  wise. 
As  by  ensample  thou  might  rede. 
And  holde  it  in  the  miude  I  rede. 

• 

Hie  ponit  exemplum  de  iadicibus  incorruptis;  et 
narratqualiter  Caius  Pabricins  nuper  Rome  con- 
sul aurum  a  Sampnitibus  sibi  oblatum  renuit 
dicens,  quod  nobilius  est  aurum  possidentes  do- 
minio  8ubiugare,quam  ex  auri  cupiditate  dominii 
libertatem  amittere. 

In  a  cronike  I  fynde  thns, 
Howe  that  Caius  Fabricius, 
Whiche  whilome  was  consul  of  Rome, 
By  whome  the  lawea  yede  and  come. 
Whan  the  Samnites  to  bym  brought 
A  somme  of  golde,  and  him  besought 
To  don  hem  fauour  in  the  lawe. 
.  Toward  the  golde  he  gan  him  drawe, 
Wherof  in  all  mennes  loke 
Parte  vp  in  his  hortde  he  toke, 
'  Whiche  to  his  mouth  in  all  haste 
He  put  it  for  to  smelle  and  taste. 
And  to  his  eie,  and  to  his  ere* 
But  be  ne  founde  no  conforte  there. 
And  than  he  gan  it  to  despise, 
And  tolde  vnto  hem  in  this  wise: 

I  not  what  is  with  golde  to  thriue 
Whan  none  of  all  my  wittes  fiue 
Finde  saoour  ne  delite  theri%    * 
So  i«  it  but  a  nice  sinnie 
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Of  goTde  to  ben  to  cottetous»<i 
But  he  is  riche  and  gioriouse, 
Whiche  hath  in  his  subieccion 
Tho  men,  whiche  in  possession 
Ben  riche  of  golde,  and  by  this  tkilfy 
For  be  maie  all  daie  whan  he  will. 
Or  be  hem  left  or  be  hem  lotbe  * 
lustice  done  vpon  hem  both. 

Lo  thus  he  sayd,  and  with  that  worde 
He  threwe  tofore  hem  on  the  borde 
The  golde  out  of  his  honde  anone : 
And  sayd  hem>  that  he  wolde  none. 
So  that  be  keplte  hib  tibertee 
To  do  lustice  and  equitee. 
Without  lucre  of  suche  richesse. 
There  ben  nowe  fewe  of  suche  I  gesse. 
For  it  was  thilke  tymes  vsed. 
That  euery  ludge  was  revised, 
Whiche  was  not  frende  to  common  right» 
But  thei  that  wolden  stonde  vp  right. 
For  trouthe  only  to  do  lustice 
Preferred  were  in  thilke  office. 
To  deme  and  iudge  common  lawe. 
Which  nowe  men  sayn  is  all  withdraw?. 

To  sette  a  lawe  and  kepe  it  nought. 
There  is  no  commune  profite  sought. 

But  abooe  all  qctheles 
The  lawe,  whiche  is  made  for  pees. 
Is  good  to  kepe  for  the  beste.  , 

For  that  setteth  all  men  in  reste. 

Hie  narrat  de  iusticia  nuper  Conradi  imperatorit 
Cuius  tempore  alicuius  reuerencia  persone  aliqna 
sen  precum  interuencione  quacunque  vel  auri 
redempcione  legum  statuta  commutari  sen  redi* 
mi  nuliatenus  potuerunt. 

The  rightful  emperor  Conrade 

To  kepe  peas  suche  lawe  made, 

That  none  within  the  citee 

In  disturbance  of  vnitee 

Durst  ones  meuen  a  matere. 

For  in  bis  tyme,  as  thou  myght  here. 

What  puynte  that  was  for  lawe  sette. 

It  shulde.for  no  good  be  lette. 

To  what  persone  that  it  were : 

And  this  brought  in  the  common  fere. 

Why  euery  man  the  lawe  drad. 

For  there  was  none,  whiche  fauour  bad. 

.  Nota  exemplum  de  constantia  iudicis,  vbi  narrat 
de  Carmidotiro  Rome  nuper  consule,  qui  cum 
sui  statuti  legem  nescius  offendissct,  Romani 
que  super  hoc  penam  sibi  remittere  vohiissent, 
ipse  propria  manu,  vbi  nuUus  alius  iu  ipsum  viu- 
dex  fuit,  sui  criminis  vindictam  executus  est. 

So  as  these  olde  bokes  sayne 
I  fynde  writte,  howe  a  romayne 
Whiche  consul  waf  of  the  pretoire 
Whose  name  .wai  Carmidotoire 
He  sette  a  lawe  for  the  pees, 
'  That  none  but  he  be  wepenles 
Shall  come  into  the  counseyle  bous. 
And  elles  as  malicious 
He  shall  ben  of  the  lawe  dede. 

To  that  statute,  and  to  that  rede 
Accorden  all,  it  shall  be  so. 
For  oerteyne  cause  wbiche  WW  tb«» 
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Nowe  list  what  fill  Uierafter  soone. 
Tbis  Consul  had  for  to  doone, 
And  was  in  to  the  feldet  ridde. 
And  tbei  bym  had  longe  abidde. 
That  lordes  of  the  conmeyle  were, 
And  for  hjrm  sende,  and  be  cam  there 
With  swerde  begirde,  and  bath  foryete. 
Till  be  was  in  the  connseyle  sete^ 
Was  none  of  hem  that  made  stpeche> 
Tilt  be  bym  selle  it  wolde  secbe. 
And  fonde  out  the  defout  hym  sdfe. 
And  than  be  sayde  rnto  the  twelfe, 
Whiche  of  the  senate  weren  wise. 
I  baue  deaemed  the  iutse 
In  baste  that  it  were  do. 

And  tbei  hym  sayden  all  no. 
Fur  well  tbei  wist  it  was  no  vice: 
Whan  he  ne  thooght  no  malice 
But  oneliche  of  a  litell  skmth. 
And  thus  tbei  leften  as  for  roath 
To  do  iustice  vpon  his  gylte. 
For  that  he  shulde  not  be  spylte. 
And  whan  he  sigh  the  maners  howe 
Tbei  wolde  him  sane,  ha  made  auowe 
With  manfiill  hertt,  and  thus  he  sayde. 
That  Rome  shulde  nener  abrayde 
His  beires,  whan  he  were  of  dawOf 
That  her  auncestre  brake  the  lawe. 
For  thy  er  that  tbei  weren  ware 
Forthwith  the  same  swerde  be  bare 
The  statute  of  hia  lawe  kepte. 
So  that  all  Rome  his  dethe  bewepte. 


Nota  quod  folsi  tudices  nortis  pena  poniendi  sunt. 
Narrat  enim  qoaliter  Cambyaes  rex  Persarum 
quendam  iudicem  comptum  excoriari  yiuuro 
fecit,  eiusquc  pelle  cathedram  iudicialem  operiri 
coostituit.  Ita  quod  fill  us  suos  super  patris 
pellem  postea  pro  tribanali  sessurus,  iudicii 
equitatem  euidencius  memoraretur. 

In  another  place  also  I  rede. 
Where  that  a  ludge  his  owne  dede 
He  woll  nought  venge  of  lawe  broke^ 
7*he  kynge  hath  him  selfe  wroke. 
The  greate  kynge,  it  whiche  Cambysea 
Was  bote,  a  ludge  lawles 
He  founde,  and  in  to  remembrance 
He  did  vpon  him  snche  vengeance. 

Out  of  his  skin  he  was  beflaine 
All  quicke:  and  in  that  wise  slaine. 
So  that  his  skin  was  shape  aH  mete. 
And  nailed  on  the  same  sete, 
Where  that  bis  sonne  shulde  sitte. 
Anise  him  if  he  wolde  ftitte 
The  lawe  for  the  couettse, 
There  sawe  he  redie  his  luise. 

Thoa  in  defelte  of  other  ludge 
The  kynge  mote  otherwhile  iudge, 
To  hoMen  vp  the  right  lawe. 
And  for  to  speke  of  the  olde  dawe. 
To  take  ensample  of  that  lAs  tho, 
I  finde  a  tale  written  also, 
Howe  that  a  worthie  prince  is  bolde 
The  lawes  of  his  londe  to  bolde. 
Fyrst  for  the  high  goddes  sake, 
And  eke  for  that  him  is  betake 
The  people  for  to  guide  and  lede. 
Whiche  is  the  cbarga  of  his  kinge  hede. 


Hie  ponit  exemplum  de  principibos  illis,  non  solum 
legem  statuentes  illam  conserdant,  sed  vt  com- 
mune bonum  adaugeent,  propriam  facultatem 
diminuunt.  £t  narat,  quod  cum  Athen.  prin- 
ceps  subditos  suqs  in  omni  prosperitatis  habim- 
dantia  diuites  et  vnanimes  congruiH  legibus  stare 
fecisse  volens,  ad  vtilitatem  reipublice  leg^s  il- 
las  firmius  obseruari  peregre  profecisse  finxit» 
sed  prius  iuramentum  solempne  a  legiis  suis 
sub  bac  forma  exegit»  quod  ipsi  vsque  in  reditum 
suum  leges  suas  nullatenus  infringerent,  quibus 
inratis  peregrioationem  suam  in  exilium  absque 
reditu  perpetuo  ddegauit. 

In  a  cronike  I  rede  thus 
Of  the  rightfull  Lycurgus, 
Whiche  of  Athenes  prince  was. 
How  be  the  lawe  in  euery  cas,  ' 

Wherof  be  shulde  his  people  rulcy 
Hath  set  vpon  so  good  a  rule. 
In  all  this  worlde  that  citee  none 
Of  lawe  was  so  well  begone. 
Forthwith  the  trouthe  of  gouemance. 
There  was  amonge  hem  no  distance. 
But  enery  man  bath  his  encrees. 
There  was  without  werre  pees, 
Without  eouie  loue  stoode, 
Ricbesse  vpon  the  commune  good. 
And  not  vpon  the  singuler, 
Ordeined  was,  and  the  power 
Of  hem,  that  weren  in  estate. 
Was  sanfe,  wherof  vpon  debate 
There  stode  nothinge,  so  that  in  retta 
Might  euery  man  his  herte  reste. 
.  And  whan  this  noble  rightfull  kynge 
Sigh  how  it  forde  all  this  (binge, 
Wherof  the  people  stode  in  ease, ' 
He  whiche  for  euer  wolde  please 
The  high  god,  whose  thonke  he  sought 
A  wonder  tbinge  than  he  bethought. 
And  shope,  if  that  it  might  be, 
Howe  that  his  lawe  in  the  citee 
Might  afterwarde  for  euer  taste. 
And  therupon  his  witte  he  caste. 
What  tbinge  hym  were  best  to  seync. 
That  be  bis  purpose  might  atteine. 
A  parlement  and  thus  be  sette 
His  wisdome  where  that  he  be  set 
In  audience  of^great  and  smale. 
And  in  this  wise  he  tolde  his  tale: 

God  wote,  and  so  ye  woten  all. 
Here  afterwarde  howe  so  it  foil, 
Yet  in  to  nowe  my  will  bath  bee 
To  do  Iustice  and  equitee, 
In  fordringe  of  commune  profKte, 
Suche  hath  ben  euer  my  delite, 
But  of  one  tbinge  I  am  be  knowe. 
The  whiche  my  will  is  that  ye  knowe. 

The  lawe,  whiche  1  toke  on  honde. 
Was  all  togeder  of  goddes  sonde. 
And  notbinge  of  myoe  owne  wit, 
So  mote  it  nede  endure  yit. 
And  shall  do  lenger,  if  ye  wil. 
^or  I  wol  tell  you  the  skil. 

The  god  Mercurius,  and  no  man. 
He  hath  me  taught,  all  that  lean' 
Of  suche  lawes  as  1  made, 
Wherof  that  ye  ben  all  glade: 
It  was  the  god,  and  notbinge  I, 
Which  djd  aU  this:  Add  nowe  for  tby 
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He  bath  commanded  of  his  gnce. 
That  I  shall  come  in  to  a  place. 
Which  is  foreine  out  in  an  yle, 
Where  I  mote  tarie  for  a  while 
With  him  to  ^peke,  and  lie  hath  bede, 
For  as  be  saieth,  in  thilke  stede 
He  shall  me  sucbe  thiuges  telle, 
That  euer  while  the  worlde  shall  dwell^ 
Ath^-nes  shall  the  better  fare. 
But  first  er  that  I  thider  fare. 
For  that  I  wolde  that  my  lawe 
Amonges  you  ne  be  withdmwe. 
There  whiles  that  I  shall  be  oute. 
For  thy  to  settent>nte  of  doubte 
Both  you  and  me,  thus  woU  I  praie. 
That  ye  me  wolde  assure  and  sale 
With  suche  an  othe,  as  ye  will  Uke, 
That  eche  of  you  shall  vndertake 
Af  y  lawes  for  to  kepe  and  bolde. 

They  sayden  aH,  that  they  wolde.^ 
And  there  vpon  thei  swore  there  othe,. 
That  fro  that  tyme,  that  be  gothe. 
Till  he  to  hem  come  ageyne. 
They  shuld  his  lawes  well  andpleyne 
In  euery  poynt  kepe  and  fulfill. 
Thus  hath  Lycurgns  fiis  wille : 
And  toke  his  leue,  and  foith  bo  went. 
But  list  nowe  well  to  what  entenC 
Of  riuhtwisnesse  he  did  so. 

For  after  that  be  was  ago,  i 

He  shope  bim  neuer  to  be  founde. 
So  that  Atbenes,  which  was  bounde^ 
Keuer  after  shuld  be  releced, 
He  thilke  good  lawe  seced, 
Whiche  was  for  commune  profit  sctte, 
And  in  this  wise  he  hath  it  knette. 
He  whiche  the  commune  profite  sought 
The  kynge  his  owne  estate  ne  roughL 

To  do  profite  to  the  commune 
He  toke  of  exile  the  fortune. 
And  lefte  of  prince  thilke  office 
Onely  for  loue  and  for  iustice. 
Through  which  he  thought,  if  that  he  might 
For  euer  after  his  deth,  to  right 
The  citee,  whiche  was  him  betake, 
Wherof  men  ought  eiisample  take, 
The  good  lawes  to  auance. 
With  hem  whiche  vnder  gouernanea 
The  lawes  haue  for  to  kepe. 
For  who  that  wolde  take  kepe 
Of  hem  that  first  lawes  founde, 
AU  ferre  as  lasteth  any  bouode 
Of  londe,  her  names  yet  ben  knowe. 
And  if  it  like  the  to  knowe 
Some  of  her  names,  howe  they  stonde, 
Nowe  herkeo,  and  thou  shalte  Tnderstonde. 

Hie  ad  eorum  laadem,  qui  Insticie  causa  leges  tta- 
turrunt  aliqaorum  nomina  specialius  coouDe- 
morat. 

Of  euery  benefite  the  racrite 
The  god  hym  selfe  it  wol  acquite. 
And  ek^  full  ofte  it  falleth  so. 
The  worlde  it  woll  acquite  also. 
But  thar  maie  not  b<»n  cuenjichc. 
The  god  he  yeueth  the  heuen  riche. 
The  worlde  yefth  onely  but  a  name, 
Whiche  stont  vpon  the  good  fame 
Of  hem,  that  done  the  good  dede. 
And  in  this  wIm.  double  mede 


Receiuen  tbei,  that  done  wdl  htre^ 
Wlierof  if  that  the  lyst  to  here. 
After  the  fisme  as  it  is  blowe. 
There  might  thou  well  the  soth  knowe, 
Howe  thilke  honest  besyuesse 
Of  hem,  that  first  for  rightwisenesse 
Amonge  the  men  the  lawes  made, 
Maie  neuer  vpon  this  eartbe  fade. 
For  euer  while  there  is  a  tonge, 
Her  pame  shall  be  redde  and  sunge. 
And  holde  in  the  cronike  write: 
So  that  the  men  it  shalden  wite 
To  speaken  good,  as  thei  well  ougbten 
Of  hem,  that  firste  the  lawes  soughteu. 
In  fordrynge  of  the  worldes  pees. 
Unto  the  Hebrewes  was  Moyses 
The  fyrste:  and  to  the  Aegypcient 
Mercurtus:  and  to  Troiens 
Fyrst  was  Numa  Pompilius: 
To  Atbenes  Lycurgus 
Yane  fyrst  the  lawe,  vnto  gregoya 
Foroncus  hath  thilke  voyce, 
,  And  Rumulus  of  romayns: 
For  suche  men  that  ben  vilayns 
The  lawe  in  sucbe  a  wise  ordeineth. 
That  what  man  to  the  lawe  pleynetli. 
Be  so  the  iudge  stande  vpright. 
He  shall  be  serued  of  his  right. 
And  so  feiforth  it  is  befall, 
That  lawe  is  come  amonge  vs  all. 
God  leuc  it  mote  well  bene  holde, 
Ai  euery  kynge  therto  is  holde. 

For  thynge,  whiche  is  of  kynges  sette. 
With  kynges  ought  it  not  be  lette. 
What  kynge  of  jawe  taketb  no  kepe. 
By  lawe  he  maie  no  royalme  kepe. 
Do  lawe  awaie,  what  is  a  kyn^e^ 
Where  is  the  right  of  any  thynge 
If  that  there  be  no  lawe  in  londe? 
This  ought  a  kynge  well  vndentonde. 
As  be  whiche  is  to  lawe  swore» 
That  if  the  lawe  be  forlore 
Withouten  execucion. 
It  makth  a  londe  tume  vp  so  doun, 
Whiche  is  vnto  the  kynge  a  sclaundre. 
For  thy  vnto  kynge  AlUaudce 
The  wise  pbilusophre  badde. 
That  be  hym  selfe  fyrate  be  ladde 
Of  lawe,  and  forth  than  ouer  all 
To  do  iustice  in  general  1 : 
That  all  the  wyde  londe  aboute: 
The  iustice  of  his  lawe  doubte: 
And  than  shall  he  stoade  in  rest. 
For  tberto  lawe  is  one  the  best 
Aboue  all  other  erthly  thynge 
To  make  a  liege  drede  bis,  kynge. 

But  bowe  a  kynge  shall  gete  hym  loue 
Towarde  the  haghe  god  aboue. 
And  eke  amonge  the  men  in  erthe. 
This  nexte  poynt,  whiche  is  the  fertbe 
Of  Ariftotlet  lore,  it  tecbeth, 
Wherof  who  that  tbe  tchole  secbath 
What  poUcie  that  it  is. 
The  boke  rebenetb  after  this. 


Nil  rationlt  habens,  vbi  Telle  tyranirica  rcgna 
Striogit  amor  populi,  transiet  exul  ibi ; 

Sed  pietas,  regnum  qiue  conseruabit  in  Baoia 
NoQ  UaUttD  populo,  sed  placet  ilia  dao. 
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Hie  trartftt  de  quarta  princlpam  regiminis  policia, 
que  pietas  dicta  est,  per  quam  principes  erjfa 
popuJum  misericordes  efTecti,  miserict^rdiam  al- 
tissimi  gracios  consequuntur. 

It  nedeth  not,  that  I  delate 
The  price,  wbiche  preised  is  algat«. 
And  hath  bene  ever,  and  euer  shail, 
Wherof  to  Rpeake  in  special!. 
It  is  the  vertne  of  Pitee, 
Thruiighe  wbiche  the  hie  maiestee 
Was  steivd,  whan  his  Sonne  alight^ 
And  in  pitee  the  worlde  to  right, 
Toke  of  the  inasrde  flessbe  and  blood: 
Phee  was  cause  of  thiike  good, 
WheroF  that  we  ben  all  saue. 
Well  ought  a  man  pitee  to  haue. 
And  the  yertue  to  set  in  price 
Whaa  be  hym  aelfe,  whiche  is  all  vise 
Hath  shewed,  why  it  shall  be  preised. 
Pitee  oaie  not  he  counterpeised 
Of  tyrannic  with  no  peise. 
For  pitee  makth  a  kynge  curteise 
Both  in  his  worde  and  in  his  dede. 

It  sit  well  euery  liege  drede 
His  kinge,  and  to  hu  best  obeye, 
And  right  so  by  the  same  weie 
It  sit  a  kynge  to  be  pitous 
Towarde  his  prople  and  gracious 
Upon  the  reule  of  gouernance. 
So  that  be  worche  no  vengeance, 
Whicbe  maie  be  cleped  crueltee. 

lustice  whiche  doth  equitee, 
Is  dredfiill,  for  he  no  man  spareth. 
But  in  the  loode  where  pitee  faretb. 
The  kynge  maie  neuer  fayle  of  loue. 
For  pitee  through  the  grace  aboue, 
80  as  the  holy  buke  afferroed. 
His  reigoe  in  good  estate  confermed, 

Thapostcll  lamps  in  this  wise 
Seyth,  what  man  shuldcdoluise. 
And  hath  no  piiee  forth  with  all. 
The  dome  of  hym,  whiche  demeth  all. 
He  maie  him  selfe  lull  sore  drede, 
That  him  shall  lacke  vpon  the  nede 
To  Fynde  pitee,  whan  he  wolde. 
For  who  that  pitee  woll  beholde. 
It  is  a  poynte  of  Christes  lore. 
And  for  to  loken  ouermore 
It  is  behouely,  as  we  fynde. 
To  reason  and  to  lawe  of  kinde. 

Cassodore  in  his  apprise  telleth. 
The  reigne  is  saofe,  where  pitee  dwelleth. 

And  Tullius  his  tale  auoweth. 
And  saytb,  what  kinge  to  pitee  boweth. 
And  with  pitee  stont  ooercome. 
He  bath  that  shelde  of  grace  nome, 
Wbiche  the  kynges  yeueth  Tictoyre. 

Of  Alisandre  in  his  histoyre 
I  rede,  howe  he  a  worthy  knight. 
Of  sodeyn  wrath,  and  not  of  right, 
Foriudged  hath:  and  he  appeleth. 
And  with  that  wordc  the  kynge  quareletb. 
And  saith.  None  is  aboue  me. 

That  wote  I  well  my  lorde  (quod  he) 
Fro  thy  lordship  appele  I  nought. 
But  fro  thy  wrath  in  all  my  thought 
To  thy  pitee  stant  myn  appele. 

The  kynge,.which  voderstode  him  wele, 
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Of  pore  pitee  yaue  him  grace. 

And  eke  1  rede  in  other  place. 
Thus  saide  whilome  Constantincj 
What  empeiour  that  is  enclino 
To  pitee  for  to  be  seruant. 
Of  all  the  worldes  remenant 
He  is  worthy  to  ben  a  loi;dd. 

In  olde  bokes  of  recorde 
Thus  finde  I  write  of  ensamplaire, 
Treian  the  worthy  debonaire. 
By  whome  that  Rome  stinle  gouemed: 
Upon  a  tyme,  as  he  was  lerned 
Of  that  he  was  to  familier. 
He  sayde  vnto  that  counceller. 
That  for  to  be  an  emperour 
His  will  was  not  for  vaine  honoore, 
Ne  yet  for  reddour  of  iustice. 
But  if  be  might  in  bis  ofBce 
His  lordes  and  his  people  please. 
Him  thought  it  were  a  greatter  ease 
With  loue  her  hartes  to  him  dmire. 
Than  with  the  drede  of  any  lawe. 
For  whan  a  thynge  is  done  for  doubte. 
Full  ofte  it  comth  the  wers  aboute. 
But  where  a  kynge  is  pitous. 
He  is  the  more  gracious  : 
That  mocheli  thrifte  him  shall  betide, 
Whiche  els  shulde  tome  a  side. 

Sualiter  lodens  pedester  cum  pagano  equitan^ 
itinerauit  per  desertum,  et  ipsum  de  fide  toa  iB<- 
terrogauit^ 


To  do  pitee,  snpporte,  and  grace 
The  philcsophre  vpon  a  place 
In  his  writynge  of  daies  olde, 
A  tale  of  great  cnsample  tolde 
Unto  the  kynge  of  Macedoyne, 
Howe  betwene  Cair  and  Babyloyntf^ 
Whan  comen  is  the  somer  bete. 
It  hapneth  two  men  for  to  mete. 
As  thei  shulde  entre  in  a  paas. 
Where  that  the  wildemesse  was. 
And  as  thei  went  forth  spekenda 
Under  the  large 'wodes  ende. 
That  o  man  asketh  of  that  other. 
What  man  arte  thou  my  liefe  brother? 
Thiche  is  thy  creance  and  thy  feyth  } 

I  am  painim,  that  other  sayth : 
And  by  the  lawe,  whiche  I  vse, 
I  shall  not  in  my  feyth  reftise 
To  louen  all  men  yliche. 
The  poore  bothe  and  eke  the  riche^ 
Whan  thei  be  gUd  I  shall  be  glad. 
And  sorie  whan  thei  ben  bettad. 
So  shall  1  Hue  iu  vnitee 
With  euery  man  in  his  degree. 
For  right  as  to  my  selfe  I  wolde. 
Right  so  towarde  all  other  sholdo 
Be  gracious  and  debonaire. 
Thus  haue  I  tolde  the  softe  and  fiiire 
My  faith,  my  lawe,  and  my  creance. 
And  if  the  list  for  acqueintance 
Nowe  telle  what  maner  man  thou  art 
And  he  answerde  vpon  his  parte, 
I  am  a  iewe,  and  by  my  lawe 
I  shall  to  no  man  be  felawe 
To  kepe  hym  trooth  in  worde  ne  dedet 
But  if  be  be  without  drede 
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A  very  iei^e  right  u  am  1 

For  els  I  may  trewly 

Bereue  hym  both  life  and  good. 
The  puinyro  herde,  and  vnderstoode. 

And  thought  it  was  a  wonder  lawe. 
And  thus  vpon  their  sondrie  sawe 

Taikende  both  forth  tbei  went. 

The  daie  was  hote,  the  sanne  brent. 

The  paynim  rode  vpon  an  asse, 

And  of  his  catell  more  and  lasse 

With  hym  a  ricbe  trusse  he  lad. 
The  iewe,  whiche  all  vntrouth  bad. 

And  went  vpon  his  fete  beside, 

Bethought  hym  howe  he  might  ride. 

And  with  his  wordes  slie  and  wise 

Unto  the  paynim  in  this  wise 

He  sayde:  O  nowe  it  shall  be  sede 

What  thynge  it  is,  thou  woldest  mene. 

For  if  thy  lawe  be  certcyne. 

As  thou  hast  tolde,  I  dare  well  seyne. 

Thou  wolt  behoide  my  distresse, 

Whiche  am  so  full  of  werinesse. 

That  I  ne  maie  vueth  go. 

And  let  me  ride  a  myle  or  two* 

So  that  I  maie  my  body  ease. 
The  paynim  wold  hym  not  displease 

Of  that  he  spakf ,  but  m  pitee 

It  list  him  for  to  knowc  and  see 

The  pleynt,  whiche  that  other  made : 

And  for  be  wolde  his  herte  glade 

He  light,  and  made  hym  oothyng  strannge. 

Thus  was  there  made  a  newe  chaunge. 

The  paynim  goth,  the  iewe  alofte 

iVas  sette,  %7)<)n  his  asse  softe. 

So  gone  thei  forth  carpende  fttste, 

On  this,  on  that,  till  at  laste 

The  paynim  might  go  no  more, 

And  prayed  vuto  the  iewe  therfbre 

To  suifre  hym  ride  a  Utell  while. 

The  iewe,  whiche  thought  him  to  bcgyle, 

A  none  rode  forthe  a  great  pase. 

And  to  the  paynim  in  this  case 

He  sayde:  Thou  hast  do  thy  right 

Of  that  thou  hadst  me  behight 

To  du  succour  vpon  my  nede. 

And  that  accordeth  to  the  dede. 

As  thou  art  to  the  lawe  faolde. 

And  in  sucfae  wise,  as  I  the  tolde, 
I  thynke  also  for  my  partie 
Upon  the  lawe  of  lewrie 
To  worche  and  do  my  duetee. 
Thin  asse  shall  go  forth  with  mee, 
With  all  thy  good,  whiche  I  haue  tesed. 
And  that  I  wote  thou  art  disesed, 
I  am  right  glad,  and  not  mispaide. 
And  whan  he  bath  these  irordes  saide. 
In  all  haste  he  rode  awaie. 

This  paynim  wote  none  other  waie. 
Bat  on  the  grounde  he  kneleth  eaen. 
His  handes  vp  to  the  heuen. 
And  saide:  O  highe  sothfiutnes. 
That  Inuest  all  rightwisenesse. 
Unto  thy  dome  lorde  I  appele, 
Behoide  and  deme  my  quaTele, 
With  vmble  herte  I  the  besechc. 
The  mercy  -bothe  and  eke  the  wrecbe 
I  set  all  in  thy  iudgement. 
And  thus  vpon  his  matrement 
This  paynim  hath  made  his  preiere. 

^Uid  than  he  rose  with  drery  chere^ 


And  goth  hjm  forth,  and  in  bis  gattj  , 

He  caste  his  eie  aboute  algate. 

The  iewe  if  that  he  might  see. 

But  for  a  tyme  it  might  not  bee. 

Till  at  last  ayene  the  night. 

So  as  god  wolde  he  went  aright; 

As  he,  whiche  helde  the  bighe  weyei 

And  than  be  sighe  in  a  valeye. 

Where  that  the  iewe  liggendc  waa 

All  bloody  dead  vpon  the  gras, 

Whiche  strangled  was  of  a  lioo. 

And  as  he  loked  vp  and  down. 

He  fonde  his  asse  fisst  by, 

Forthe  with  his  hameis  redily 

All  hole  and  sounde  as  be  it  lefte. 

Whan  that  the  iewe  it  bym  berefia. 

Wherof  he  thanked  god  knelende. 
Lo  thus  a  man  maie  knowe  ftt  eade, 

Howe  the  pitous,  pitee  deseruetb. 

For  what  man  that  to  pitee  senietfa* 

As  Aristotle  it  bereth  witnesse, 

God  shall  his  fomen  so  redresse. 

That  thei  shall  aie  stonde  vnder  fote. 

Pitee  men  seyne  is  thilke  roote, 

Wherof  the  vertues  springen  all. 

What  infortune  that  be&ll 

In  any  londe,  lacke  of  pitee 

Is  cause  of  thilke  aduersitee. 

And  that  aldaie  maie  shewe  at  eie,    , 

Who  that  the  worlde  discretely  tie- 
Good  is  that  eaery  man  tberforo 

Take  hede  of  that  is  saide  tofore. 

For  of  this  tale,  and  other  eoowe 

These  noble  princes  whylom  drowe 

Her  euidence  and  her  apprise. 

As  men  maie  fynde  in  many  wise. 

Who  that  these  olde  bokes  rede. 

And  though  thei  ben  in  erthe  dead. 

Her  good  name  maie  not  dele. 

For  pitee,  whjche  thei  wold  obeie 

To  do  the  dedes  of  mercy. 

And  who  this  tale  redily 

Remembrcth,  as  Aristotle  it  tolde, 

He  maie  the  wille  of  god  behoide 

Upon  the  poynt  as  it  was  ended, 

Wherof  that  pitee  stode  commended, 

Whiche  is  to  charitee  felawe, 

As  thei  that  kepen  bothe  o  lawe. 

Nota  hie  de  principis  pietate  erga  populom,  vbi 
narrat,  quod  cum  Codrus  rex  Athenis  contra 
Dorences  helium  geiere  deberet,  consulto  prius 
Apoline  responsum  accepit,  quod  vnum  de  duo- 
bus,  videlicet  aut  seipsum  in  prelio  interfici,  et 
populum  suum  saluare,  aut  seipsum  saluum 
fieri,  et  populum  interfici  eligere  oporteret. 
Super  quo  rex  pietate  motua  plebisque  sue 
roagis  quam  proprii  corporis  salutem  affectans, 
mortem  sibi  preelegit,  Rt  sic  helium  aggrediess 
pro  vita  multorum  solus  interiiU 

Of  pitee  for  to  speake  pleyne, 

Whiche  is  with  mercie  wei  beseyne. 

Full  ofte  he  woll  hym  selfe  peyue 

To  kepe  an  other  fro  the  peyne. 

For  Charite^  the  mother  is 

Of  pitee,  whiche  nothynge  amis 

Can  snffVe,  if  she  it  maie  amende. 

It  sit  to  euery  man  liuende 

To  be  pitous,  but  none  so  wele 

As  to  a  kynge^  whiche  on  the  wbele 
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Fortune  hatli  tet  abotien  all. 

For  in  a  kynge,  if  so  befalle 
That  bis  pitce  be  ferme  aod  stable. 
To  all  the  londe  it  is  vaillable 
Onely  through  grace  of  his  persone. 
For  the  pitee  of  hym  alone 
Maie  all  the  large  royalme  saue. 
So  sit  it  well  a  kynge  to  haae 
Pitee.    For  this  Valerie  tolde, 
And  sayd :  howe  that  by  daies  olde 
Codrus,  whiche  was  in  all  his  degree 
Kynge  of  Athenes  the  citee, 
A  werre  he  had  ayenst  Doreoce, 
And  for  to  take  his  euidence. 
What  shall  befalle  of  the  bataile, 
He  thought  he  woklv  hioi  first  counsaile 
AVith  Apollo,  in  vfaom  he  triste. 
Through  whose  answere  thus  he  wiste. 
Of  two  poyntes,  that  he  might  cbese, 
Or  that  be  woMe  his  body  lese. 
And  in  bataile  him-selfe  deye: 
Qr  els  the  seconde  weie 
To  seen  his  people  discomfite. 

But  he,  whiche  pitee  hath  perfite. 
Upon  the  pojrnte  of  his  beleue, 
The  people  thought  to  releue, 
And  chese  hym  selfe  to  be  dead. 

Where  is  nowe  suche  an  other  head 
Whiche  wolde  for  the  lymmes  die? 

And  netheks  in  some  partie 
It  ought  a  kyngep  herte  stere. 
That  he  his  liege  men  forbere. 
And  eke  towarde  his  enemies 
Fall  ofte  he  maie  deserue  prise 
To  take  of  pitee  remembrance. 
Where  that  be  migbt  do  vengeance. 
For  whan  b  kinge  hath  the  victoire. 
And  than  he  dnmre  in  to  memoire 
To  do  pitee  in  stede  of  wreche. 
He  maie  not  foile  of  thilke  speche, 
Wherof  ariste  the  worldes  fame 
To  yeue  a  prince  a  worthie  name. 

Hie  ponit  exemplvm  de  yictoriosi  principis  pietate 
erga  aduersarios  suos,  £t  narrat,  quod  cum  Pom- 
peius  Romanorum  Imperator  regem  Armenie 
aduersarium  suum  in  hello  victum  cepisset,  cap- 
tnm  que  vinculis  alligatum  Rome  tenuisset, 
tyrannidis  irecundiestimulo  postponens,  pietatis 
maosuetudinem  operatus  est:  dixit  enim,  quod 
nobilius  est  regem  fiicere  quam  deponere.  super 
quo  dictum  regem  absque  vlla  redemptione  non 
solum  a  yincnlis  absoluit,  sed  ad  sui  regni  cul- 
men  gratuita  yoluntate  coronatnm  restituit 

1  RBDB  howe  whilome  that  Pompeie 
To  whom  that  Rome  must  obeiet 
A  warre  bad  in  lupartie 
Ayenst  the  kynge  of  Armenie, 
Whiche  of  longe  tyme  had  hym  greued. 
But  at  last  it  was  acheued : 
That  he  this  kynge  discomfite  hadde,^ 
And  forthe  with  hym  to  Rome  ladde 
A»  prisoner,  where  many  a  daie 
In  sorie  plite  and  poore  he  laie. 
The  corone  on  his  head  deposed. 
Within  watlei  fast  enclosed. 
^  And  with  full  great  humilitee 
He  suflreth  his  aduersitee. 

Pompeie  sigh  his  pacience. 
And  toke  pitee  with  coDSCience, 


To  that  ypon  his  high  deys 

So  fore  all  Rome  in  his  paleys. 

As  he  that  wolde  Vpon  hym  rewe, 

Lette  yeue  hym  his  corone  newe, 

'And  his  astate  all  full  and  playne, 

Restoreth  of  his  reigne  againe. 

And  saide :  it  was  more  goodly  tbynge 

To  make  than  vndone  a  kynge 

To  hym,  whiche  power  had  of  botbe* 

Thus  thai  that  weren  botbe  wrothe, 
Accorden  hem  to  finall  pees. 
And  yet  iustioe  netbeles 
Was  kepte,  and  in  nothinge  offended. 
Wherof  Pompeie  is  yet  commended. 
There  maie  no  kynge  hym  selfo  excuse. 
But  if  iusttce  he  kepe  and  vse, 
Whiche  for  to  eschewc  crueltee 
He  mote  attempre  with  pitee. 

Of  crueltee  the  felonie 
Engendred  is  of  tyrannie, 
Ayene  the  whose  condicion 
God  is  hym  selfo  the  champion. 
Whose  strength  Ao  man  maie  withstonde. 
For  euer  yet  it  hath  so  stonde. 
That  god  a  tyranne  ouer  ladde. 
But  where  pitee  the  raigne  ladde. 
There  might  no  fortune  last. 
Which  was  j^reuous,  but  at  last 
The  god  hym  selfe  it  hath  redressed. 
Pitee  is  thilke  vertue  blessed, 
Whiche  neuer  let  his  maister  iaU. 
But  crueltee  thooghe  it  so  fall. 
That  it  maie  reigne  for  a  throwe, 
God  woH  it  shall  be  puerthrowe 
Wherof  ensamples  ben  enowe 
Of  hem,  that  thilke  mercll  drowe. 

Hie  loquitur  contra  iilos,  qui  tyranmea  potestata 
principatum  optinentes,  iniquitatis  sue  malieia 
gloriantur,  Bt  narrat  in  exemplum  qualiter'Le- 
ontius  tyrannus  pinm  Instinianum  non  solum  a 
solio  imperatorie  maiestatis  fraudulenter  expal- 
sit,  sed  yt  ipse  inbabiKs  ad  regnum  in  aspecta 
plebts  efficeretur  naso  et  labria  abscisis,  tpsum 
tyrannice  mutilauit :  deus  tamen,  qui  super  om- 
nia pius  est,  Tyberio  supcrueniente  vna  cum 
adiutorio  Therhellis  Bulgarie  regis  lustinianum 
interfecto  Leoncio,  ad  imperium  restitui  miserir 
corditer  procurauit. 

Of  crueltee  I  rede  thus. 
Whan  the  tyranne  Leoncios 
Was  to  tbempire  of  Rome  arrjued, 
Fro  whiche  he  hath  with  strength  prlued 
The  pictous  lustiuian* 
As  he  whiche  was  a  cruell  man. 
His  nose  of  and  his  lyppes  both 
He  cutte,  for  he  wolde  him  lothe 
Unto  the  people,  and  make  vnable. 
But  he  whiche  all  is  merciable, 
The  high  god  ordeineth  so. 
That  he  within  a  tyme  also, 
Whan  he  was  strangest  in  his  yre^ 
Was  shouen  oute  of  his  empyre. 
Tiberius  the  power  hadde« 
And  Rome  after  his  will  he  ladde. 
And  for  Leonce  in  suche  a  wise 
Ordeineth  that  he  toke  luise 
Of  nose  and  lippcs  both  two: 
For  that  he  did  another  so. 
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Which  more  worthy  was  than  bee 
Lo  whicbe  a  falle  hath  crueltee. 
And  pitee  was  sette  vp  ageyne. 
For  after  that  the  bokes  scyne, 
Thcrfoellis  kynge  of  Bulgarie, 
With  helpe  of  his  chiualrie, 
lastiniao  hath  Tnprisonned, 
And  to  tbempire  ageyne  coroned. 


Hie  loquitur  vlterius  de  crude! itate  Siculi  tyranni, 
necnonetde  Berillo  eiusdemconsiliario:  qui  ad 
tormentum  populi  quendam  taurum  eneum  ty- 
rannica  coniectura  fabricari  constitoit,  in  quo 
tameu  ipse  prior  proprio  crimine  illud  exigeute 
Tsque  ad  sui  interitus  expirationem  iudieialiter 
torquebatur. 

In  a  cronike  I  6nde  also 

Of  Siculus,  whiche  was  eke  so 

A  cruell  kynge  like  the  tempest,  ^ 

'The  whom  no  pttce  might  arest. 

He  was  the  firste,  as  bokes  seie. 

Upon  the  sea  whiche  fuuode  galeie. 

And  let  hem  make  for  the  werre. 

As  he,  whiche  411  was  out  of  herre 

Fro  pitee  and  misericorde. 

For  therto  couthe  he  not  accorde. 

But  whom  he  might  sleyne,  he  sloughy 

And  therof  was  he  glad  enough. 

l^c  bad  of  counce]i  many  one, 

Amonge  the  whiche  there  was  one, 

By  name  whiche  Berillus  bight. 

And  he  bethought  hym,  how  he  might 

Unto  this  tyranne  do  likynge. 

And  of  his  owne  imaginynge 

Lete  forge  and  make  a  bulle  of  bras. 

And  on  the  syde  cast  there  was 

A  dorc,  where  a  man  maie  in, 

Whan  he  his  payne  shall  begin 

Through  fire,  which  that  men  put  vnder* 

And  ail  this  did  he  for  a  wonder. 

Tbat  whan  a  man  for  peyne  cride. 

The  bull  of  bras,  whiche  gapeth  wyde, 

Jt  shulde  seme,  as  though  it  were 

A  belowinge  io  a  mans  ere, 

And  not  the  crienge  of  a  man. 

But  be,  whiche  ail  sleigh tes  can. 

The  diuell,  tbat  lieth  in  hell  fast, 

Hym'that  it  cast  bathe  ouercast, 

That  for  a  trespas,  whiche  he  dede. 

He  was  put  in  the  same  stede. 

And  was  hym  selfe  the  first  of  all, 

Whiche  was  in  to  that  peyne  fall. 

That  he  for  other  men  ordeydeth. 

There  was  no  man  that  hym  compleineth. 

Of  tyrannic  and  crneltce 

By  this  ensample  a  kynge  maie  see 

Hym  selfe,  and  ek<*  his  councell  bothe, 

Howe  they  beii  to  mankynde  lothe. 

And  to  the  god  abhofaainable. 

Ensamples  that  ben  concordable 

I  fynde  of  other  princes  mo,  ' 

As  thou  shalte  here  of  tyme  ago. 

Kota  hie  de  Dionysio  tyranno,  qui  mire  crudili- 
tatis  seueritate  etiam  hospites  Suos  ad  dcuoran- 
dum  equis  suis  tribuit,  cui  Hercules  tandem  su- 
perucuiens  victum  impium  impietate  sua  pari 
morte  conclusit. 
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The  greate  tyranne  Dionyse, 
Whiche  mans  life  set  of  no  prise. 
Unto  his  horse  full  ofte  be  yafe 
The  men,  in  stedc  of  corne  and  chafe. 
So  that  the  hors  of  thiike  stode 
Deuouredcii  the  mannes  bloode. 
Till  fortuue  at  laste  came. 
That  Hercules  hym  ouercame. 
And  he  right  in  the  same  wise. 
Of  this  tyranne  tooke  the  luise. 
As  be  tyll  other  men  hath  do. 
The  same  deth  he  died  also. 
That  no  pitee  hym  hath  soooorde, 
Tyirbe  was  of  bis  bors  deuourde. 

Nota  hie  de  consimili  Lychaontis  tyraonia  qui 
carnes  homnium  hominibus  in  suo  bospicio  ad 
yescendum  dedit,  cuius  formam  condicioni  si* 
milem  coequans  ipsum  in  iupum  transformauit. 

Of  Lychaon  also  I  fynde. 
How  he  ayene  the  lawe  of  kynde 
His  hoste  slough,  and  in  to  meate 
He  made  hir  bodies  to  ben  eate 
With  other  men  within  his  bows. 

But  lupiter  the  glorious, 
Whiche  was  commeued  of  this  thynge. 
Vengeance  vpon  this  cruel  kynge 
So  toke,  that  he  fro  mannes  forme 
In  to  a  wolfe  he  let  transforme. 
And  thus  the  crueltee  was  kid, 
Whiche  of  longe  tyme  he  had  hid. 

A  wolfe  he  was  then  openly. 
The  whose  nature  priuely 
He  had  in  his  condicion. 
And  vnto  this  conclusion 
That  tyrannic  is  to  despise 
I  fynde  ensample  io  sondrie  wise, 
And  nameliche  of  hem  full  ofte. 
The  whom  fortune  hath  set  alofte 
Upon  the  werres  for  to  wynne. 
But  howe  so  that  the  tvronge  bcgynne 
Of  tyrannic  it  maie  not  laste, 
But  suche  as  thei  done  at  laste 
To  other  men,  ^uche  on  hem  falleth. 
For  ayene  suche,  pitee  calleth 
Vengeance  to  the  god  aboue. 
For  who  that  hath  no  tender  loue 
In  sauynge  of  a  mans  life. 
He  shall  be  founde  so  giltife. 
That  whan  he  wolde  mercie  craue 
In  tyme  of  node  he  shall  none  baue. 

Nota  qualiter  leo  hominibus  stratis  percit 

Of  the  nature  this  I  fynde 
The  fiers  lion  in  his  kynde, 
Whiche  goth  rampende  after  his  praie. 
If  he  a  man  fynde  in  his  waie. 
He  will  hym  sleyen,  if  he  withstonde. 
But  if  the  man  couthe  vnderstonde 
To  fail  anone  tofore  his  face, 
lu  signe  of  mercie  and  of  grace, 
The  lion  shall  of  his  nature 
Restreigne  his  Ire  in  suche  measure. 
As  though  it  wAc  a  bcste  tamed. 
And  tome  aweie  halfyng  ashamed, 
Tliat  he  the  man  shall  nothyng  greue. 
Howe  sholde  than  a  prince  acheus 
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The  worldes  grace,  yf  that  be  wolde 
I>estroie  a  man,  whan  he  ii  yolde. 
And  stante  vpon  bis  mercy  alie? 
But  for  to  tpeake  in  specialle, 
There  haue  be  suche,  and  socbe  there  bee^ 
Tyrannea,  whose  hertes  no  pitee 
Male  to  no  poynt  of  mercie  pile, 
That  thei  ?pon  her  tyrannic 
Me  gladen  hem  the  men  to  slea. 
And  as  the  rages  of  the  sea 
Ben  vnpitous  in  the  tempeste: 
Right  so  maie  no  pitee  areste 
Of  crueltee  the  great  vltnige, 
Whiche  the  tyranne  in  his  corage 
Engendred  hath,  wherof  I  fynde 
A  tale  whiche  comth  now  to  mynde. 

Hie  loquitur  precipue  contra  tyrannos  iUot,  qui 
cum  in  bello  sincere  possunt,  humani  sanguinis 
effusionem  saturari  nequeunt:  et  narrat  in  ex- 
emplum  de  quodam  Persarum  rege»  cuius  nomen 
Spartachus  erat,  qui  pre  ceteris  tunc  in  oriente 
bellicosuset  victoriosus,  quoscumque  gladiu  vin- 
cere  poterat,  absque  pietate  interfici  constituit. 
8ed  tandem  sub  manu  Tomiris  Masagetorum 
regine  in  bello  captus,  quam  diu  quesiuit 
seueritatem  pro  seueritate  finaliter  inuenit 
Mam  et  ipsa  quoddam  vas  de  sanguine  Per^ 
sarum  plenum  ante  se  afTerre  decreuit,  in  quo 
caput  tyranui  Tsque  ad  mortem  mergens  dixit: 
O  tyrannorum  crudelissime  semper  esui  tens  san- 
guinem  sitisti,  ecce  iam  ad  saturitatcm  Bangui- 
nem  hibe. 

I  RBDB  in  olde  bokes  thus, 
There  was  a  duke,  whicbe  Spartacus 
^  Men  clepe,  and  was  a  warriour, 
A  cruell  man  a  conqueronr 
With  stronge  power,  the  whiche  he  lad* 
For  this  condicion  he  had. 
That  where  hym  hapneth  the  victoire. 
His  lust  and  all  his  most  gloire 
Was  for  to  slee,  and  not  to  saue. 
Of  raunsome  wolde  he  no  good  haue 
For  sauynge  of  a  mans  life, 
But  all  gothe  to  the  swerde  and  knife. 
So  leefe  hym  was  the  mans  bloode. 
And  netheles  yet  thus  it  stoode, 
So  as  fortune  aboute  went, 
He  fell  right  heire,  as  by  discent 
To  Pers,  and  was  coroned  kyiige. 
And  whan  the  worship  of  this  thyoge 
Was  fall:  and  he  was  kynge  of  Pcrs, 
If  that  thei  weren  fyrst  diuers 
The  tyrannies,  whiche  he  wrought, 
A  thousand  folde  well  more  he  sought 
Than  afterwarde  to  do  malice. 
Till  god  vengeance  ayene  the  vice 
Hath  shape :  For  ypon  a  tide. 
Whan  he  was  hieste  in  bis  pride. 
In  his  rancour,  and  in  his  hete, 
Ayene  the  queue  of  Masagete, 
Whiche  Tomiils  that  tyme  hight 
He  made  warre  all  that  he  might. 
And  she  whiche  wolde  hir  loade  defende, 
Hir  owne  sonne  ayene  him  sende, 
Whiche  tlie  defence  hath  rndertake : 
Bat  he  discomlite  was  and  take. 
And  whan  this  kinge  hym  had  in  honde^* 
He  woll  no  mercy  Toderstonde, 


But  dyd  hym  slea  in  his.presence* 

The  tidynge  of  this  violence 
Whan  it  cam  to  the  mothers  eare. 
She  sende  anone  aie  wide  where 
To  suche  frendes  as  she  had, 
A  great  power  till  that  she  lad. 
In  sondrie  wise  and  tho  she  cast, 
Howe  she  this  kynge  maie  ouercast. 

And  at  last  accorded  was. 
That  in  the  daunger  of  a  pas. 
Through  whiche  this  tyranne  shuld  pas^ 
She  shope  his  power  to  compas 
With  strength  of  men,  by  suche  a  wey. 
That  he  shall  not  escape  awey. 

And  when  she  had  thus  ordeined. 
She  hath  hir  owne  body  feigned 
For  feare  as  though  she  wolde  flee 
Out  of  hir  londe:  And  whan  that  hee 
Hath  berde,  howe  that  this  ladie  fledde^ 
So  iast  after  the  ehase  be  spedde. 
That  he  was  founde  out  of  araye* 
For  it  betid  vpon  a  daie. 
In  to  the  paas  whan  he  was  fiall, 
The  embussbementes  to  breaken  all. 
And  h5rm  beclipte  on  euery  side, 
That  (lee  ne  might  he  not  aside. 
So  that  there  weren  dead  and  take 
Two  hundred  thousande  for  his  sake. 
That  weren  with  hym  of  his  hoste. 
And  thus  was  leyed  the  great  boste 
Of  hym,  and  of  his  tyrannic* 
It  halpe  no  mercy  for  to  crie 
To  hym,  whiche  whilome  did  none. 
For  he  vnto  the  queue  anone 
Was  broughte :  and  whan  that  she  hym  sie. 
This  worde  she  spake,  and  said  on  hie: 

O  man,  whiche  out  of  mans  kynde. 
Reason  of  man  hast  lefle  bebyude. 
And  liued  worse  than  a  beste. 
Whom  pitee  might  none  areste 
The  mannes  blode  to  sbede  and  spille: 
Thou  hadst  neuer  yet  thy  iille. 
But  nowe  the  laste  tyme  is  come 
That  thy  malice  is  ouercome. 
As  thou  till  other  men  hast  do, 
Nowe  shall  be  do  to  the  right  so. 

Tho  bad  this  lady  that  men  shulde 
A  vessell  brynge,  in  whiche  she  wolde 
Se  the  veng.^ance  of  his  luise, 
Whiche  she  began  anone  deaise. 
And  toke  the  princis,  whicbe  he  ladde. 
By  whom  his  chiefe  councell  he  hadde. 
And  while  hem  lasteth  any  breth 
She  made  hem  blede  to  the  dcth 
Into  the  vessell  where  it  stoode. 
And  whan  it  was  fulfild  of  bloode. 
She  cast  this  tyranne  therin. 
And  sayde  biro  :  Lo  thus  night  thou  winne 
The  lustes  of  thine  appetite. 
In  bloode  was  whilom  thy  delite, 
Nowe  shalte  thou  drinken  all  thy  fille 
And  thus  onelicbe  of  goddes  wille 
He  whiche  that  wolde  hym  selfe  straunge 
To  pitee,  fonde  mercy  so  straunge. 
That  be  without  grace  is  lore. 

5hi  maie  it  well  sbewe  the  more. 
That  crueltee  hath  no  good  ende. 
But  pitee  howe  so  that  it  wende, 
Makth  that  god  is  merciable, 
If  there  be  cause  reasonable, 
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Why  tbat  a  kyngpe  shall  be  pilous, 

But  els  if  he  be  doubtous 

To  Ble«n  in  cause  of  rightwisenesse, 

It  male  be  saide  no  pltousnesse. 

But  it  is  pusillanimitee, 

Whiche  euery  prince  shulde  flee. 

For  if  pitee  measure  excede, 

Knighthode  maie  not  alwey  procedc 

To  do  iustice  ypon  the  right.  , 

For  it  belong^tb  to  a  knight. 

As  gladly  for  to  fight  as  reste. 

To  set  bis  liege  people  in  reste. 

Whan  tbat  the  warre  rpon  hem  (alleUi. 

For  hem  he  mote,  as  it  befolletb. 

Of  his  knighthode,  as  a  lion 

Be  to  the  people  a  champion 

Without  any  pitee  feigned. 

For  if  manhode  be  restreigned^ 

Or  be  it  pees,  or  be  it  warre, 

lostice  goth  all  out  of  herre, 

80  tbat  knighthode  is  set  behynde. 

Of  Aristotles  lore  I  fynde, 
A  kyage  shall  make  good  visage, 
Tbat  no  man  kuowe  of  his  courage 
But  all  honour  and  worthinesse. 
For  if  a  kynge  shall  vpon  gesse, 
Without  veray  cause  drede. 
He  maie  be  liche  to  that  I  rede. 
And  though  that  be  like  a  fable,  . 
Theiisample  is  good  and  reasonable. 


Hie  loquitur  secundum  philosophUm  dicens,  quod 
sicut  non  decet  principes  tyrannica  impetuosi- 
tate  esse  cnideles,  ita  nee  decet  timorosa  pusil- 
lan imitate  esse  vecordes. 

Ab  it  by  olde  daies  flUe 
I  r^e  whilome  that  an  hiUe 
Up  in  the  londes  of  Archade 
A  wonder  dredfull  noyse  it  made. 
For  so  it  fll  that  ylke  daie 
This  hille  on  his  child inge  laie. 
And  whan  the  throwes  on  him  come* 
His  noyse  liche  the  daie  of  dome 
Was  ferefull  in  a  mannes  thought 
Of  thinges,  which  that  thei  se  nought: 
But  well  thei  berden  all  aboute 
The  noise,  of  whiche  thei  were  in  doubte, 
As  thei  that  wenden  to  be  Idre 
Of  thinge,  whiche  than  was  vubore. 
The  nere  this  bit  was  vpon  chance 
To  take  his  deliuerance, 
The  more  vnboxomly  he  cride: 
And  euery  man  was  fledde  aside 
For  drede,  and  tefte  his  owne  hows^ 
And  at  last  it  was  a  mows, 
The  whiche  was  bore,  and  to  norice 
Betake:  and  tho  thei  helde  hem  nice. 
For  they  withouten  cause  dradde. 
Thus  if  a  kynge  his  herte  ladde 
With  euery  thinge  that  be  shall  here. 
Full  ofte  he  shulde  change  bis  chere. 
And  vpon  iantasie  drede. 
Whan  that  there  is  no  cause  of  drede. 

Nota  hie  secundum  Horacium  de  magnanimo  la- 
cide,  et  puBillanimo  Thersite. 

HoRACB  to  bis  prince  tolde, 
Tbat  bim  were  leaer,  that  be  wolde 
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Upon  knighthode  Achilles  scwe 
In  tymc  of  warre,  than  eschewu 
So  as  Thersites  did  at  Troie. 

Achilles  all  his  hole  ioye 
Set  vpon  armes  for  to  fight. 
Thersites  sought  all  that  he  might 
Unarmed  for  to  stonde  in  reste. 
But  of  the  two  it  was  the  beste. 
That  Achilles  vpon  the  nede 
Hath  do,  wherof  his.knightlyhede 
Is  yet  commended  oueralle. 
Kynge  Salomon  in  speciall 
Saith,  As  there  is  a  tyme  of  pees. 
So  is  a  tyme  netheles 
Of  warre,  in  whiche  a  prince  algate 
Shall  for  the  common  right  debate. 
And  for  his  owne  worship  eke. 
But  it  behouetb  not  to  seke 
Onely  the  warre  for  worship : 
But  to  the  right  of  his  lordship, 
Whiche  he  is  bolde  to  defende : 
Mote  euery  worthye  prince  entende 
Betwene  the  simplesse  of  pitee, 
And  the  foole  hast  of  crueltee. 
Where  stonte  the  very  hardinease. 
There  mote  a  kynge  bis  herte  adresse. 
Whan  it  is  tyme,  to  forsake. 
And  whan  tyme  is,  also  to  take 
The  deadly  warres  >'pon  bonde, 
Tbat  he  shall  for  no  drede  wonde^ 
If  rightwisenes  be  withall. 
For  god  is  mighty  ouer  all 
To  forther  euery  mans  trouthe. 
But  it  be  through  his  owne  slouthej 
And  namely  the  kinges  nede 
It  maie  not  fayle  for  to  spede. 
For  he  stante  one  for  hem  all. 
So  mote  it  well  the  better  fall. 
And  well  the  more  god  6suouretb, 
Whan  he  the  commune  righte  socoureth. 
And  for  to  see  the  soth  in  dede 
Beholde  the  bible,  and  thou  might  rede 
Of  great  ensamples  many  one, 
Wherof  tbat  I  will  telten  one.- 

Hic  dicit,  quod  princeps  iusticie  causa  b«llum  nullo 
modo  timeic  debet.  Et  narrat  qualiter  dux  Ge« 
deon  cum  solis  trecentis  viris  quinque  regea 
scilicet  Madianitarum,  Amalechitarum,  Amoi- 
tanorum,  Amoreorum  et  lebuieorum,  cumeonira 
excercitu,  qui  ad  nonaginta  milia  numeratus 
est,  gracia  coop^raute  diuina,  victoriose  in  fu>- 
gam  conuertit. 

Upon  a  tyme  as  it  befelle 

Ayenst  lude  and  Israeli, 

Whan  sondry  kynges  come  were 

In  purpos  to  dostroie  there 

The  people,  whiche  god  kepte  tho. 

And  stoode  in  Ihilkc  daies  so. 

That  Gedeon,  whiche  shulde  lede 

Tbe  goddes  foike,  toke  him  to  rede. 

And  sende  in  all  the  ionde  aboute, 

Tyt  he  assembled  hath  a  route 

With .  XXX.  thousande  of  defence 

To  fight  and  make  resisteiice, 

Ageyne  the  whiche  hem  wolde  assay k. 

And  netbeles  that  one  bataile 

Of  thre,  that  weren  enemis. 

Was  double  more  tkaa  was  all  his. 
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Wherof  that  Gcdeon  bim  drad/ 

That  he  to  litell  people  bad. 

Bat  he  whtche  alJ  tbinge  maie  belpe» 

Where  that  there  lacketh  maonea  helpe. 

To  Oedeon  hit  aogeil  aeote. 

And  bad,  er  that  he  forther  wente. 

All  opeoJy  that  he  do  crie 

That  euery  man  in  his  partie, 

Whiche  wolde  after  his  owne  wille 

In  his  delite  abide  atille 

At  home  in  any  maner  wise. 

For  parchace,  or  for  couetise. 

For  hist^of  lone,  or  lacke  of  herte. 

He  shuld  noaght  aboate  sterte, 

Bat  holde  him  stiUe  at  home  in  pees. 

Wherof  ?pon  the  morowe  be  lees 

"Well ,  XX.  ihoasande  men  and  mo. 

The  whiche  after  the  crie  ben  go. 

Thas  was  with  him  but  onely  lefte 
The  thride  parte,  and  yet  god  efte 
His  angel  sende  a^nd  saide  this 
ToGedeon:  If  it  so  is,   • 
That  I  thyn  helpe  shall  undertake. 
Thou  shait  yet  lease  people  take. 
By  whom  my  wil  is  that  thou  spede. 
For  thy  to  morowe  take  good  hede. 
Unto  the  flood  whan  ye  be  come. 
What  man  that  hath  the  water  nome 
Up  in  his  hande,  and  lappeth  so. 
To  thy  parte  chese  onte  all  tbo 
And  bim'whichi)  wery  is  to  swinke. 
Upon  his  wombe  and  lieth  to  drynke. 
Forsake  and  put  hem  al  aweye. 
For  I  am  migbtie  all  weye, 
Where  as  me  list  my  belpe  to  shewa 
In  good  men,  though  thei  be  fewe. 
This  Gedeon  awaiteth  wele 
Upon  the  morowe,  and  eoery  dele. 
As  god  him  bad,  right  so  he  dede. 
And  thus  there  lefte  in  that  stede 
With  him  thre  hondred,  and  no  mOy 
The  remenant  was  all  ago. 
Wherof  that  Gedeon  meraeileth, 
And  tberon  with  god  coonceilelh 
Pleinynge,  as  ferforib  as  be  dare. 

And  god,  whiche  wolde  he  were  ware 
That  he  shalde  spede  vpon  his  right, 
Hath  hede  hem  go  the  same  night. 
And  take  a  roan  with  him  to  here 
What  shall  be  spoke  in  this  matere 
Amonge  the  hethen  enemis, 
So  may  he  be  the  more  wise, 
What  afterwarde  him  shall  befalle. 

This  Gedeon  amonges  alle 
Phara,  to  whom  he  trist  moste, 
By  night  toke  towarde  tbilke  boste^ 
Whiche  lodged  was  in  a  valeie. 
To  here  what  thei  wolden  seie* 
Upon  his  foote  and  as  he  ferdcy 
Two  sarasines  spekende  he  herdc: 
Quod  one,  arede  my  sweuen  aright, 
Whiche  I  met  in  my  slepe  to  night. 

Me  thought  I  sigh  a  barly  cakc» 
Whiche  fro  the  hille  his  wey  hath  take. 
And  com  rollende  downo  at  ones. 
And  as  it  were  for  the  nones. 
Forth  in  his  court  so  as  it  ran. 
The  kynges  tente  of  Madian^ 
Of  Amaleche,  of  Amorie 
Of  Amoo,  and  of  lebusie 


And  many  another  tente  mo. 
With  great  ioye  as  me  thought  tbo. 
It  threwe  ,to  groudde  and  ouer  cast. 
And  all  his  host  so  sore  agaste. 
That  I  awoke  for  pure  drede. 

This  sweuen  can  I  well  arede. 
Quod  the  other  sarasine  anone. 

The  barly  cake  is  Gedeon, 
Whiche  fro  the  hille  downe  sodenlia 
Shall  come,  and  set  sucbe  a  skrie 
Upon  the  kinges,  and  ts  both. 
That  it  shall  to  ts  alt  lothe. 
For  in  suche  drede  he  shall  ts  brynge. 
That  if  we  haden  flight  of  wyoge. 
The  wcye  one  foote  in  dispaire 
We  shull  leue,  and  slee  in  the  ayre. 
For  there  sbal  nothing  him  withstond^ 

Whan  Gedeon  hath  vnderstonda 
This  tale,  he  tbonketb  god  of  all. 
And  priueliche  ageyne  he  stalle. 
So  that  no  life  him  hath  perceiaed. 
And  than  he  hath  fully  conceiaed. 
That  he  shall  spede:  and  thenrpon 
The  night  sewend  he  shope  to  gone 
This  multitude  to  assaile. 

Nowe  shalt  thou  here  a  great  meniaile. 
With  what  wisdome  that  he  wrought. 
The  litell  people,  whiche  he  brought, 
Was  none  of  hem  that  he  ne  bath 
A  potte  of  erthe,  in  whiche  he  tath 
A  licrht  breuoyng  in  a  cresset. 
And  eche  of  hem  eke  a  trompet 
Bare  in  his  other  honde  beside. 

And  thus  vpon  the.  nightes  tide 
Duke  Gedeon  whan  it  i^as  derke, 
Ordeineth  hym  vnto  his  werke. 
And  parted  than  his  folke  in  thre. 
And  chargeth  hem,  that  thei  ne  flee. 
And  taught  hem  how  thei  shulde  askrie 
All  in  o  voice  par  companie. 
And  what  worde  thei  shulde  eke  speke. 
And  hoxre  thei  shulde  her  pottes  brekjs 
Echeone  with  other,  whan  thei  herds 
That  he  hym  selfe  fyrst  so  ferde. 
For  whan  thei  cam  into  the  stede. 
He  bad  hem  do  right  aa  he  dede* 

And  thus  stalkende  forth  a  paaa 
This  noble  duke  whan  tyme  was 
His  potte  to  brake,  and  loude  ascrlde. 
And  tho  thei  broke  on  enery  side. 
The  trompe  was  nought  for  to  seke. 
He  blewe,  and  lo  thei  blewen  eke 
With  suche  a  noyse  amonge  hem  all, 
As  though  the  heuen  shulde  fall. 

The  hill  vnto  her  voyce  answerde. 
This  hoste  in  the  valey  it  herde. 
And  sighe  how  that  the  hill  a  light,  ' 
So  what  of  berynge  and  of  sight, 
Thei  caught  suche  a  sodeine  fere. 
That  none  of  hem  be  lefte  there. 
The  tentes  holly  thei  forsoke. 
That  thei  none  other  good  ne  toke. 
But  onely  with  her  body  bare 
Thei  fledde,  as  doth  the  wilde  hare.    • 
And  euer  vpon  the  hille  thei  blewe. 
Till  that  thei  sigh  tyme  and  knewe. 
That  thei  be  fled  vpon  the  rage. 

And  whan  thei  wiste  their  auantage. 
Tirei  fill  anone  vpon  the  chace. 
Thus  might  thou  se,  how  gods  grace* 
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Unto  the  good  men  anaileth 

But  els  ofl  tviue  it  ftiileth 

To  suche  as  be  not  well  dispoted. 

This  tale  oedcth  not  to  be  gloaed. 

For  it  is  openly  shewed, 

That  god  to  hem  that  ben  well  thewed. 

Hath  ypue  and  graunted  the  victoire. 

So  that  thensample  of  this  bistoire 

Is  f?uo(l  for  euery  kynge  to  holde. 

First  in  hym  selfe  that  he  beholde, 
Yf  he  be  good  of  his  tiuynge : 
And  that  the  folke,  whiche  he  shall  biynge, 
Be  good  also,  fur  than  he  male 
Be  glad  of  many  a  merydaie, 
In  what  that  euer  he  hath  to  doone. 
For  he  whiche  sitte  aboue  the  moone» 
And  all  thynge  maie  spille  and  spede, 
III  eueiy  cas,  and  enery  necle, 
His  good  kynge  so  well  adi-essetb, 
That  all  his  fo  mon  he  represseth: 
So  that  there  male  no  man  hym  dere. 
An*i  also  well  he  can  forbere. 
And  suifre  a  wicked  kynge  to  falle 
la  handes  of  his  fomeu  aU. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  vbi  et  qoaudo  caoia  et  tempus  re* 
quirunt,  princeps  illos  sob  potestate  sua,  quos 
iusticie  aduersarios  agnouerit  occidere  de  iure 
tenetur.  Et  narrat  in  excmplum,  qualiter  pro 
eof  quod  Saul  regem  Agag  in  bcUo  deuictum 
iaxta  Samuelis  consilium  occidere  noluit,  ipse 
diuiuo  iudicio  non  solum  a  rc^no  Israel  pri- 
uatus,  sed  et  htredes  sui  pro  perpetuo  exbere- 
dati  sunt 

Move  ferthermore  if  I  shall  seyn 
Of  my  matere,  and  tourne  ageyn 
To  f peke  of  lustice  and  Pitee, 
After  the  rule  of  rialtee. 

This  ma'ie  a  kynge  well  rnderstonde, 
Knightbode  mote  be  take  on  honde 
Whan  that  it  stont  Tp<in  the  nede. 
He  shall  no  ri};htfull  cause  drede, 
Ko  more  of  warre  than  of  pees, 
If  he  wyll  stoode  blameles. 
For  suche  a  cause  a  kynge  maie  bane, 
Better  it  is  to  t*\ee  than  saue. 
Wherof  thou  might  ensample  fynde, 
The  hl^h  maker  of  mankynde 
By  Samuel  to  Saul  badde. 
That  he  shall  nothynge  ben  adrad 
Agayne  kynge  Atrag  for  to  fight. 
For  this  the  godhede  hym  behight* 
That  Agag  shall  be  ouercome. 

And  wban  it  is  so  feiforth  come^ 
That  Saul  hath  hym  discomfite. 
The  god  bad  make  no  respite. 
That  he  iie  shulde  hym  slea  anone. 
But  Saul  let  it  ouergone, 
And  did  not  the  gods  heste. 

F'T  Agag  made  a  ereat  beheste 
Of  raunsoroe,  whiche  he  wold  giue, 
Kyn^e  Saul  suffreth  hym  to  Hue, 
And  feigneth  pitee  forth  withall. 
But  he,  whiche  seetb  and  knoweth  all, 
Th«  hie  god,  of  that  he  feigneth, 
To  Samuel  vpon  hym  pleyncth, 
Aud  nendc  hym  worde:  for  that  he  lefte 
Of  Agag  that  he  ne  berefle 
The  lyfe,  he  shall  not  onely  die 
Hym  selfei  but  fro  his  regalie 


He  shall  be  put  for  enemiOy 
Nought  he,  but  eke  bis  beyre  alto. 
That  it  shall  neuer  come  ageyn. 

Hie  narrat  vlteriuf  super  aodem,  qualiter  Daaid 
in  extremis  iusticie  causa  vt  loab  occideretur, 
absque  vlla  reaussione  filio  suo  Salomoni  in- 
iunxit. 

Thus  might  thou  see  the  soth  plejrne. 
That  of  to  muche,  and  of  to  lite. 
Upon  the  princes  stant  the  wite. 
But  eaer  it  was  a  kynget  right 
To  do  the  dedes  of  a  knight 
For  in  the  hondes  of  a  kynge 
The  dethe  and  life  is  all  o  thynge. 
After  the  lawes  of  Justice. 

To  sleen  it  is  a  deedly  vice, 
But  if  a  man  tbe  dethe  deserue. 

And  if  a  kynge  the  life  preaerue 
Of  hym,  whiche  ought  for  to  die. 
He  seweth  not  the  ensamplarie^ 
Whiche  in  the  bible  )s  euident, 
Howe  Daaid  in  bis  testament, 
Wban  he  no  lenger  might  lene. 
Unto  his  Sonne  in  charge  hath  geue. 
That  be  loab  shall  slea  algate. 

And  whan  Dauid  was  gone  bit  gate. 
The  yonge  wise  Salomone 
His  fathers  heste  did  anone. 
And  slewe  loab'  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  thei  that  berden  the  iuise, 
Euer  after  dredde  hym  the  more. 
And  god  was  eke  well  payd  therfore. 

That  he  so  wolde  his  herte  plie. 

The  lawes  for  to  iustifie. 

And  yet  he  kepte  forth  withall 

Pitee,  so  as  a  prince  shall. 

That  he  no  tyrannie  wrought 

He  fonde  the  wisdom,  whiche  be  fooght. 

And  was  so  rightfiiU  netbeles. 

That  all  bis  life  he  stode  in  peei. 

That  he  no  deadly  warrea  bad. 

For  euery  man  his  wisdom  drad. 

And  as  he  was  hym  selfe  wise, 

Rygbt  so  fbe  worthy  men  of  priae 

He  hath  of  bis  counseyle  withholde. 

For  that  is  euery  prince  holde 

To  make  of  suche  bis  retinue, 

Whicbe  wise  ben  :  and  remue 

The  fboles.  for  there  is  nothynge, 

Whiche  maie  be  better  about  a  kynge 

Than  counseyle,  which  is  the  •ubstance 

Of  all  a  kynges  gouernanoa. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  populam  sibi  commissum  bene 
regere  super  omnia  principi  laudabilius  est  Et 
narrat  in  exemplum,  qualiter  pro  eo  quod  Salo- 
mon, vt  populum  bene  regeret,  ab  altissimo  sa- 
pientiam  specialius  postulauit,  omnia  bona  pa- 
riter  cum  ilia  tibi  habundancius  aduenenmt. 

In  Salomon  a  man  maie  see. 
What  thynge  of  most  necessitee 
Unto  a  worthy  kynge  belongeth. 

Whan  he  his  kyngdome  ▼nderfongeth, 
God  bad  hym  chese  what  be  wolde. 
And  sayde  hym,  that  he  haue  sholde. 
What  he  wolde  aske,  as  of  o  thynge. 

And  he  whicbe  was  a  newe  kynge 


CONFESSIO  AMANTIS.    BOOK  Vll. 


.*237 


I>brfh  tberrpon  his  boonQ  prayde 
To  god,  and  in  this  wise  sayde : 
O  kynge,  by  whom  that  1  shall  nsigae, 
Yeue  me  wisdome,  that  1  my  reigne, 
Forth  with  the  people,  whiche  I  haue 
To  thyn  honour  njaie*kepe  and  saae. 

Whan  Salomon  his  boone  hath  taxed, 
The  god  of  ihnt  whiche  be  hath  axed. 
Was  right  well  payde,  and  granteth  toone, 
Not  all  onely,  that  he  bis  boone 
Shall  bane  of  that,  but  of  ricbesse, 
Of  hele,  of  pecs,  of  hie  noblesse, 
For  with  wysidome  at  bis  askynges, 
Whiche  stant  aboue  all  other  thynges; 

Hie  dicit  secundum  Salomonem,  quod  regie  mage- 
statis  imperium  ante  omnia  sauo  consilio  diri- 
gendum  est. 

But  what  kyng  will  his  reigne  saue. 
First  hym  behoueth  for  to  haue, 
After  the  god  and  his  beleue, 
Suche  eounceile,  whiche  is  to  beleue, 
Fulfildeof  troutb,  and  rightwisenes: 
But  a  bone  all  in  his  noblesse, 
Betwene  the  reddour  and  Pi  tee, 
A  kynge  shall  do  suche  eqaitee. 
And  set  the  balance  in  eueu. 
So  that  the  high  god  of  heuen. 
And  all  the  people  of  his  nobleie, 
jLowenge  vnto  bis  name  seie. 
For  most  aboue  alt  erthly  good. 
Where  that  a  kynge  hym  selfe  is  good 
It  helpeth,  for  in  other  weye 
If  so  be  that  a  kynge  forsweye, 

Qnidquid  delirant  regcs,  plectuntor  Achiui. 

Full  ofte  er  this  it  hath  be  seine 
The  comen  people  is  ouerleyne. 
And  hath  the  kynges  synne  abought. 
All  though  the  people  agilte  nought. 
Of  that  the  kynge  his  god  missenietb, 
The  people  takth  that  he  deserueth 
Here  in  this  worlde,  but  elles  where 
I  not  bowe  it  shall  stoode  there. 
For  thy  good  is  a  kynge  to  triste, 
Fyrst  to  hym  selfe,  as  he  ne  wist 
Kone  other  belpe  bnt  god  allone. 
So  shall  the  rate  of  his  persone. 
Within  him  selfe  through  prouidence, 
Ben  of  the  better  conscience. 
And  for  to  finde  ensample  of  this, 
A  tale  I  rede,  and  sotb  it  is. 

Hie  de  Lucio  imperatore  exemplnm  ponit,  qualiter 
princeps  sni  nominis  famam  a  secretis  coosili- 
ariis  sapienter  inuestigare  debet,  et  ,si  quid  In  ea 
sinistrum  inuenerit,  prouisa  discretioBe  ad 
dexteram  conuertat. 

Iw  a  cronike  it  telleth  thns. 
The  kyn$;e  of  Rome  Lucins 
Within  his  ohambre  Tpon  a  night 
The  stewarde  of  his  hous  a  knight| 
Forth  with  his  chamberleine  also 
To  eounceile  bad  both  two. 
And  stoden  by  thy  chymne^ 
To  gether  spekenida  all  ibre* 


And  hapneth  that  the  kynges  foola 
Sat  by  the  fire  vpon  a  stole. 
As  be  that  witli  his  bable  plaide, 
But  yet  he  herde  all  that  thei  saide, 
And  therof  toke  thei  no  hede. 
The  kynge  hem  axctb  what  to  rede. 
Of  suche  matere  as  cam  to  mouth. 

And  thei  him  toide,  as  thei  couth. 
Whan  all  was  spoke,  of  that  thei  ment: 
The  kynge  with  all  his  hole  entent 
Then  at  lasteth  hem  axeth  thi8,« 
What  kynge  men  tellen  that  he  is: 
Emonge  the  folke  toucbinge  his  nameiy 
Or  it  be  price  or  it  be  blame. 
Right  after  that  thei  herden  sayne. 
He  bad  hem  for  to  telle  it  playne. 
That  they  no  poynt  of  sotb  foibeare 
By  thilke  feyth,  that  they  hym  beare. 

The  stewarde  first  vpon  this  thing 
Gafe  his  answere  vnto  the  kynge : 
And  thought  glose  in  this  matere. 
And  saide,  als  ferre  as  he  can  here. 
His  name  is  good,  and  honorable. 
Ttius  was  the  stewarde^fauourable. 
That  he  the  trouth  playne  ne  tolde. 

The  kynge  than  axeth,  as  he  sholde. 
The  chamberleine  of  his  anise. 

And  he  that  was  subtile  and  wise. 
And  somdele  thought  vpon  bis  feyth, 
Hym  tolde,  bowe  all  the  people  seytb. 
That  if  his  oouuseyle  were  trewe, 
Thei  wist  than  well  and  knewe. 
That  of  hym  selfe  he  shulde  bee 
A  worthy  kynge  in  his  degree. 
And  thus  the  counseyle  he  acctiseth 
In  party  and  the  kynge  excuseth. 

The  foole,  whiche  herde  of  all  this  cas. 
What  tyme  as  gods  will  was 
Sigb,  that  thei  sayden  not  enough. 
And  hem  to  scorne  both  lough. 
And  to  the  kynge  he  sayd  tho : 
Syr  kynge  if  that  it  were  «o. 
Of  wisdome  in  thyn  owne  mode 
That  thou  thy  selfe  were  good. 
Thy  counceil  shuld  not  be  bad. 
The  kynge  theraf  meruayle  had, 
Whan  that  a  foole  so  wisely  spake. 
And  of  bym  selfe  fonde  oute  the  lacke 
Within  his  owne  conscience. 
And  thus  the  fboles  euidence. 
Which  was  of  gods  j^race  ensptred 
Makth  good  eounceile  was  desired. 

He  put  awaie  the  vicious, 
.\nd  toke  to  hym  the  vertuous. 

The  wrongldil  lawes  ben  amended. 
The  londes  good  u  well  dispended. 
The  people  was  no  more  oppressed: 
And  thus  stoode  etiery  thinge  redressed. 
For  where  a  kynge  is  propre  wise. 
And  hath  suche  as  him  selfe  is. 
Of  his  counceil,  it  male  not  faile. 
That  every  thinge  ne  shall  auaile. 
The  vices  than  gon  awey. 
And  euery  vertuc  holte  his  wey: 
Wherof  the  hie  god  is  pleased, 
Ai>d  all  the  londes  folke  eased. 

For  if  the  common  people  crie. 
And  than  a  kynge  list^  not  to  pUe 
To  here,  what  the  clamore  wolde. 
And  otherwise  than  he.ibol<le. 
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Disdei^eth  for  to  done  hem  gnce. 
It  hath  be  seeue  io  many  place« 
There  hath  be  fiUl  great  contrairey 
And  that  I  finde  of  eiuaiDplaire. 


Hie  dicity  quod  tenioret  magis  expert!  ad  prin- 
cipis  consilium  admittendi  potins  exiitunt,  £t 
narrat,  qualiter  pro  eo  qood  Roboas  Salomo- 
nis  filiua  et  heres,  senium  sermon ibos  renun- 
cians,  dicta  iuuenum  preelegit,  de  duodecim 
tribibus  Israel  a  domiuo  suo  decern  penitus 
amisit,  et  sic  cum  duabus  tantummodo  illusus 
postea  regmiuit. 

Aftkr  the  deth  of  Salomone, 

Whan  thiike  wise  kyoge  was  gone, 

And  Roboas  in  his  persone 

Receiue  shulde  the  corone. 

The  people  vpon  a  parlement 

Auised  were  of  one  assent, 

And  all  vnto  the  kynge  thei  preide 

With  commune  voys  and  thus  thei  saydea 

Our  liege  lorde  we  the  beseche. 
That  thou  receiue  our  humble  speche, 
And  graont  vs,  whiche  that  reason  wil. 
Or  of  thy  gracei  or  of  thy  skil, ' 
Thy  fader  while  he  was  aliue. 
And  might  both  graunte  and  priue 
Upon  the  werkes  whiche  he  had. 
The  common  people  streicte  lad. 
Whan  he  the  temple  made  newe. 
Thinge  whiche  men  neuer  afore  knewe, 
Ha  brought  vp  than  of  his  tallage, 
And  all  was  vnder  the  visage 
Of  werkes,  whiche  he  made  tho. 
But  nowe  it  is  befiill  so, 
That  all  is  made  right  as  he  seide. 
And  he  was  richc  whan  he  dpid. 
So  that  it  is  no  mauer  nedc, 
If  thou  therof  wilt  taken  hede. 
To  pillen  of  the  people  more, 
Whiche  longe  tyme  hath  be  greued  sora 

And  in  this  wise  as  we  the  seie. 
With  tender  herte  we  the  preie. 
That  thou  relesse  thiike  dette, 
Whiche  vpon  vs  tby  fsther  sette. 
And  if  the  like  to  doope  so. 
We  ben  thy  men  for  euermo 
To  gone  and  comon  at  thy  heste. 

The  kinge,  whiche  herde  this  reqoeste, 
Saith,  that  he  will  ben  auised. 
And  hath  therof  a  tyme  assised. 
And  in  the  while,  as  he  him  thought. 
Upon  this  thinge  counseil  he  sought. 
And  firste  the  wise  knightes  olde. 
To  whome  that  he  his  tale  tohie, 
Counseillen  him  in  this  manere. 
That  he  with  loue,  and  with  glad  chere 
Foryeue  and  graunte  all  that  is  aaked^ 
Of  that  his  fader  had  tasked. 
For  so  he  maie  bis  reigue  acheue 
With  thing  which  shall  hem  litell  greue. 

The  kynge  hem  herd,  and  ouer  passeth. 
And  with  thift  other  bis  wit  compassctb. 
That  yonge  were,  and  uothinge  wise. 
And  thei  these  olde  men  despise. 
And  sayden :  Sir  it  shall  be  shame 
For  euer  vnto  thy  worthie  name. 
If  thou  ne  kepe  not  thy  ryght 
(While  thou  arte ia  thy  yooge  might) 
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Whiche  that  tbyne  olde  fether  gates 
But  saie  vnto  the  people  plale» 
That  while  thou  liuest  in  thy  londe. 
The  leste  6nger  of  thine  honde 
It  shall  be  strenger  ouer  all, 
Thau  was  thy  fathers  body  all. 
And  thus  also  shall  be  thy  tale. 
If  he  hem  smote  with  roddes  smale. 
With  scorpions  thou  shalt  hem  smite. 
And  where  thy  father  toke  a  lite. 
Thou  thynkest  take  michell  more: 
Thus  shalte  thou  make  hem  drede  sore. 
The  great  herte  of  thy  coroge. 
So  for  to  holde  hem  in  seruage. 

This  yonge  kynge  hym  hath  conformed 
To  done  as  he  was  last  enformed, 

Whiche  was  to  him  his  vndoynge. 

For  whan  it  came  to  the  spekynge. 

He  hath  the  yonge  counccile  holde. 
That  he  the  same  wordes  tolde 

Of  all  the  people  in  audience. 

And  whan  they  herden  the  sentence 

Of  his  malice,  and  the  manace, 

Anone  tofore  his  owne  face 

Thei  haue  him  vtterly  refiised. 

And  with  full  great  reproue  accused : 

So  they  began  for  to  raue. 

That  he  hym  selfe  was  fayne  to  saue. 

For  as  the  wylde  wode  rage* 

Of  wyndes  maketh  the  sea  sanage, 

And  that  was  caulme  bryngeth  to  wawe. 

So  for  defaut  and  grace  of  lawe 

The  people  is  stered  all  at  ones, 

And  forth  they  gone  ont  of  his  wones. 

So  that  of  the  lignages  twelfe. 

Two  tribes  onely  by  hem  selfo 

With  hym  abiden,  and  no  mo. 

So  were  thei  for  euermo 

Of  no  retume  w  ithout  espeire 

Departed  fro  the  rtghtfull  heire 

Of  Israeli,  with  common  voyce, 

A  kynge  vpon  her  owne  choyce 

Amongc  hem  selfe  anone  thei  make, 

And  haue  her  yonge  lorde  forsake. 

A  powre  knight  leroboas 

They  toke  and  lefte  Roboas 

Whiche  rightfoll  heire  was  by  discent, 

Lo  thus  the  yonge  cause  went. 

For  that  the  counceile  was  not  good. 

The  leigne  fro  the  rightfull  blood 

Euer  afterwarde  deuided  was. 

So  maie  it  prouen  by  this  cas. 

That  yonge  counceile,  which  is  to  warme, 

£r  men  beware  ddth  ofte  harme. 

Olde  age  for  the  counceile  seruetb. 
And  lusty  youth  his  thonke  deseructh 
Upon  the  tfaueile,  whiche  he  dooth. 
And  both  for  to  sey  a  soothe, 
By  sondrie  cause  for  to  haue. 
If  that  he  will  his  reigne  saue» 
A  kynge  behoueth  euery  dale: 
That  one  can,  ^nd  that  other  maia. 
Be  so  the  kynge  hem  bothe  rule, 
Or  elles  all  goth  out  of  rule. 

Nota  questionem  cuiusdam  philosophi,  vtrum 
regno  conuenientius  fiiret  principem  cum  malo 
consilio  optare  sapientem,  quam  com  sano  con- 
silio  ipsum  eligere  instpienttm. 


CONPE8SIO  AMANTIS,    BOOK  VII. 


^259 


And  Tpon  this  matere  IiIro 

A  quesElion  tfetweoe  the  two 

Thus  written  in  boke  I  fundc. 

Where  it  be  better  for  the  ionde 

A  kynge  bym  selfe  to  be  wise. 

And  so  to  beare  bis  owue  prise. 

And  that  his  counceile  be  not  goed: 

Or  otherwise  if  it-so  stoode, 

A  kyoge  if  he  be  vicious. 

And  his  counceile  be  Tertuous. 

It  is  auswerde  in  suche  a  wise. 

That  better  it  is,  that  thei  be  wise, 

By  whom  that  the  counceile  shall  be  gOQC 

For  thei  ben  many,  and  he  is  one. 

And  rather  shall  an  one  man 

With  fals  counscile,  for  ought  he  can. 

From  his  wisedome  be  made  to  fall» 

Than  he  alone  sbulde  hem  all 

Fro  vices  vnto  vertue  changre. 

For  that  is  well  the  more  strange; 

For  thy  the  Ionde  maie  well  be  glad, 

Whose  kynge  with  good  counseile  is  lad 

Whiche  sette  hym  vnto  rightwisnes: 

So  that  his  high  worthinesse 

Betwene  the  reddour  and  pitee. 

Doth  mercie  forth  with  equitee. 

A  kinge  is  holden  ouer  all 

To  pitee,  but  in  speciall 

To  hem,  where  he  is  moste  beholde. 

They  shulde  his  pitee  most  beholde. 

That  t>en  the  lieges  of  the  Ionde. 

For  thei  ben  euer  vnder  his  hunde. 

After  the  gods  ordenance. 

To  stonde  vpon  his  gouernanoe. 

Nota  adhnc  precipue  de  principum  ei^ga  suos  snb- 
ditos  debita  pietate,  legitur  enim  qualiter  An- 
thonins  a  Scipione  exemplificatas,  dixit,  quod 
mallet  vnum  de  populo  sibi  commisso  virum 
saluare,  quam  centum  ex  bostibus  alienigenis  in 
beJlo  perdere. 

Of  themperonr  Anthonius 
I  finde,  howe  that  he  saide  thus : 
Howe  him  were  leuer  for  to  saue 
.One  of  bis  liges,  than  to  haue 
Of  enemies  an  hundred  dede. 
And  thus  he  lemed  aa  I  rede 
Of  Scipio,  whiche  had  bee 
Consuil  of  Rome,  and  thus  to  see 
Diuers  eAsamples  howe  thei  stonde, 
A  kinge  whiche  hath  the  charge  on  honde 
The  common  people  to  goueroc. 
If  that  he  wil,  he  maie  well  leme. 
Is  none  so  good  to  the  plesance 
or  god,  as  is  good  gouernance. 
And  eoery  gouernance  is  due 
To  pitee,  thus  I  maie  argue, 
That  pitee  is  the  foundem^nte 
Of  euery  kynges  regimente. 
If  it  be  medled  with  lustice, 
Thei  two  remeuen  all  vice. 
And  ben  of  vertue  most  vailable 
To  make  a  kinges  roylme  stable. 

Lo  thus  the  foure  poyntes  tofore 
In  gouernance,  as  thei  be  bore 
Of  trouth  first  and  of  largesse. 
Of  pitee,  forth  with  rightwisnesset 
I  haue  hetn  tolde,  and  oner  this 
The  first  poynte,  to  as  it  is 


Set  of  the  rule  of  policie, 
Whcrof  a  kynge  shall  modifie 
The  fleshly  lustes  of  nature, 
Nowe  thinke  I  telle  of  suche  measure. 
That  both  kinde  shall  be  serued, , 
And  eke  the  la  we  of  god  obseru^ 

Corporis  et  mentis  regem  decet  omnis  bonestas, 
Nominis  vt  foroam  nulla  libido  mat. 

Omne  quod  est  hominis  efTceminat  illavoluptas. 
Sit  nisi  magnanimi  cordis  vt  obstat  ei.        ' 

Hie  tractat  secundum  Aristotelem  de  quinta  prin- 
cipum policia,  que  castitatem  concernit,  cuius 
honestas  impudicitie  motos  x>btemperans  taa 
corporis  quam  anime  mundiciam  speciaiius  pre« 
seruat. 

The  male  is  made  for  the  femele. 
But  where  as  one  desireth  fele. 
That  nedeth  nought  by  wey  of  kynde. 
For  wMin  a  man  maie  redy  finde 
His  owne  wife,  what  shulde  hesecbe 
In  strange  places  to  beseche. 
To  borowe  another  mans  plough. 
Whan  be  bath  geare  at  home  enough 
Aifayted  at  his  owne  hcste. 
And  is  to  hym  wel  more  honeste. 
Than  other  thinge,  whiche  is  vnknowe. 
For  thy  shulde  euery  good  man  knowe 
And  thyiike,  howe  that  in  mariage 
His  trouth  plite,  lieth  in  morgagc, 
Whiche  if  he  breke,  it  is  falsehode. 
And  that  discordeth  to  manbode. 
And  namely  towarde  the  great, 
^Wherof  the  bokes  all  trete. 
So  as  the  philosophre  techeth 
To  Alisander,  and  him  betechcth 
The  lore,  howe  that  he  shall  measure 
His  bodie,  so  that  no  measure 
Of  fleshly  lust  he  shulde  exccde. 
And  thus  forth  if  I  shall  procede 
The  fyfte  poynt<>,  as  I  sayd  ere. 
Is  Chastitee,  whiche  selde  where 
Comth  nowe  a  dales  in  to  place. 
And  iiethelesse  hut  it  be  grace 
Aboue  all  other  in  speciall 
Is  none  that  chaste  maie  ben  all. 
But  yet  a  kynges  high  estate, 
Whiche  of  his  order  as  a  prelate. 
Shall  be  anoyiite  and  sanctified: 
He  mote  be  more  magnified 
For  dignitee  of  his  corone, 
Than  shulde  another  lowe  persone, 
Whiche  is  not  of  highe  emprise. 
Therfore  a  prince  hym  shulde  aduise, 
£r  that  he  fell  in  suche  riote, 
A  Ad  namely  that  he  ne  assote 
To  change  for  the  woroanheU 
The  worthinesse  of  his  manbed. 

Nota  de  doctrina  Aristotelis,  qualiter  priceps  vt 
animi  sui  iocunditatem  prouocet,  mulieres  fbr« 
mosas  crebro  aspicere  debet :  caueat  tamen  ne 
mens  voluptuosa  torpesoens  ex  camis  fragilitate 
in  vitium  dilabatur. 

Of  Aristotle  I  haue  well  radde, 
Howe  he  to  Alisander  badde. 
That  for  to  gladden  his  corage 
He  shulde  beholden  the  visage 
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Of  women,  whan  that  thei  ben  faire : 
.But  yet  be  set  an  exatnplaire, 
His  body  so  to  giiide  and  rule, 
That  he  ne  passe  not  the  rale, 
Wherof  that  he  him  selfe  begyle. 
For  in  the  woman  is  no  gyle. 
Of  that  a  man  him  selfe  by  wapetfa, 
Whan  he  is  owne  witte  beiapetb, 
1  can  the  woman  welt  excuse. 
But  what  man  will  vpon  hem  muse 
After  the  folissbe  impression 
Of  his  imagioacion, 

Within  him  selfe  the  fire  he  bloweth, 
Wherof  the  woman  nothyng  knowetb. 

So  may  she  nothinge  be  to  wite, 
For  if  a  man  him  selfe  excite 

To  drenche,  and  will  nought  forbcare. 

The  water  shall  no  blame  beare. 

What  maie  the  golde  though  men  coueit  ? 

If  that  a  man  will  loue  streit. 

The  woman  hath  bym  nothynge  bounde. 

If  he  his  owne  hert  wouude. 

She  maie  not  let  the  fblie, 

And  though  'so  fill  of  companie, 

That  he  might  any  thynge  purchace* 

Yet  maketh  a  man  the  first  chace. 

The  woman  fieetb,  and  be  purse weth. 

So  that  by  wey  of  skill  it  seweth, 

The  man  is  cause  howe  so  befalle. 

That  he  Inll  ofte  sith  is  ialle, 

Where  that  he  maie  not  welt  arise. 
And  netheles  full  many  wise 

Befooled  haue  hem  selfe  er  this : 

As  Dowe  a  dales  yet  it  is 

Amonge  the  men  and  euer  was, 

The  stronge  is  febleste  in  this  taas. 
It  sit  a  man  by  wey  of  kynde 

To  loue,  but  it  is  not  kinde, 

A  man  for  lone  his  wit  to  lese. 

For  if  the  month  of  lule  shall  frese^ 

And  that  December  shall  be  bote. 

The  yere  mistometb  well  I  wote. 
To  sfen  a  man  fh>m  his  estate 

Through  bis  sotie  effeminate. 

And  leue  that  a  man  shall  dooe, 

It  is  as  hose  at>oue  the  shooe 

To  man,  whiche  oughte  not  to  be  vsed. 

But  yet  the  worlde  hath  ofte  accused 

Full  great  princes  of  this  dede, 

Howe  thei  for  loue  hem  selfe  misledei 

Wherof  manhode  stoode  behinde, 

Of  olde  ensamples  as  men  fynde. 

Hie  ponit  exemplum,  qualiter  pro  eo  quod  Sarda^ 
oapallus  Assiriorum  princeps,  muliebri  oblecta- 
meuto  effeminatus  sue  concupiscentie  torporem, 
quasi  ex  consuetudine  adhibebat,  ab  Arbacto 
rege  Medorum  super  hoc  insidinnte  in  sui  fer- 
noris  maiori  voluptate  snbitis  mutationibus  ex- 
tioctus  est. 

These  olde  gestes  tellen  thus 
That  whilome  Sardaoapalus, 
Whiche  helde  ail  hole  in  his  empire 
The  great  kyngdome  of  Assire, 
Was  through  the  slouth  of  bis  corage 
Fall  into  the  ilke  fine  rage 
Of  loue,  whiche  the  men  assoteth, 
Wherof  hym  selfe  he  so  rioteth, 
And  wexeth  so  ferforth  womannisshei 
That  ageyu  kynde,  as  if  a  fisshe 


Abjde  wolde  vpon  the  lond^, 

In  women  suche  a  luste  he  fonde, 

That  he  dwelte  euer  in  chambre  stille. 

And  only  wrought  after  the  wille 

Of  women,  so  as  he  was  bede, 

That  seldom'e  whan  in  other  stede, 

If  that  he  wolde  wendcn  onte, 

To  seen  howe  that  it  stode  aboute. 

But  there  he  kiste,  and  there  he  pl&iedy 

Thei  taughten  hym  a  lace  to  braied. 

And  weue  a  purs,  and  to  enfile 

A  perle  :  And  fell  thiike  while 

One  Arbactus,  the  prince  of  Mede, 

Seetb  the  kynge  in  womanbede. 

Was  falle  fro  chiualrie. 

And  gate  hym  heipe,  and  companie. 

And  wrought  so,  that  at  laste 

This  kynge  out  of  his  reigne  he  caste, 

Whiche  was  vndone  for  euer  mo. 

And  yet  men  speaken  of  hym  so. 

That  it  is  shame  for  to  here, 

For  thy  to  loue  is  in  roanere. 

Nota  qualiter  Dauid  amans  mulieres  propter  hoc 
probitatem  armorum  non  minus  exercuit. 

Ktngb  Dauid  had  many  a  loue  : 
But  netheles  alwaie  aboue 
Knighthode  be  kepte  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  for  no  flesshely  cooetise 
Of  lust  to  ligge  in  ladies  armes, 
He  lefte  not  the  luste  of  armes. 
For  where  a  prince  his  lustes  sueth. 
That  he  the  warre  not  pursueth, 
Whan  it  is  tyme  to  bene  armed : 
His  couutre  etant  full  ofte  harmed. 
Whan  the  enemies  be  ware  bolde. 
That  thei  defence  none  beholde. 
Full  many  a  loode  hath  so  be  lore, 
As  men  maie  rede  ofte  tyme  afore, 
Of  hem  th;it  so  her  eases  sougbten, 
Whiche  after  thei  full  dere  abouten. 


Hie  loquitur  qualiter  regnum  lasciuie  voluptati« 
bos  deditun,  de  fiicili  vincitur:  £t  ponit  exem- 
plum de  Cyro  rege  Persarum,  qui  cum  Lidcis 
mira  probitatis  strenuissimos,  sibique  in  bello 
aduersantes  nullo  modo  vincere  potuit,  cum  ip- 
Bis  tandem  pacis  tractatum  dissimilans,  concor- 
diam  finalem  stabilire  finxit,  super  quo  Lydi 
postea  per  aliquod  tempus  armis  insoluti  sub 
pacis  tempore  voluptatibus  intendebant.  iSuod 
Cyrus  percipiens  in  eos  armatus  subito  irruit, 
ipsosque  inde  sensibiles  vincens  suo  impcrio 
tributarios  subiugauit. 

To  mochell  ease  is  nothynge  worthe. 
For  that  setteth  euery  vice  forthe. 
And  euery  vertue  put  a  backe, 
Wherof  price  tumeth  in  to  lacke. 
As  in  cronike  I  maie  reberse, 
Whiche  telleth,  howe  the  kynge  of  Perse 
That  £yrus  bight,  a  warre  hadde 
Ageinst  the  people,  whiche  be  dradde. 
Of  a  countrey,  whiche  Lydos  bight. 
But  yet  for  ought  that  he  do  might. 
As  in  bataile  vpon  the  warre. 
He  had  of  them  alwaie  the  warre. 
And  whan  he  sighe,  and  wi&t  itwcle^ 
That  he  by  strength  wan  no  deke  ^ 
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Tfaao  si  laste  he  caste  a  wile 
This  worthy  people  to  begyle. 
And  toke  with  hem  a  feigned  peeSf 
'Whiche  shulde  lastea  eodelees. 
So  as  he  sayde  in  wordes  wise. 
But  be  thought  ail  in  other  wise. 
For  it  betid  vpon  the  caas, 
Whan  that  this  people  in  rest  iras, 
Tbei  token  eases  many  folde. 
And  worldes  ease  (as  it  is  tolde) 
By  waie  of  kynde  is  the  norioe 
Of  euery  1aste»  whiche  toucheth  vicew 
Thus  whan  tbei  were  in  lustes  &11, 
The  warres  bene  forgeten  all. 

Was  none,  whiche  wolde  the  worship 

Of  armes,  but  in  idelship, 

The!  putten  bnsinesse  awaie. 

And  toke  hem  to  daunce  and  plaie. 

But  raoBte  aboae  all  other  thynges 

Tbei  token  hem  to  the  likynges 

Of  flessbely  lustes,  thai  chastitee 

Received  was  in  no  degree : 

Bat  enery  man  doth  what  him  liste. 
And  whan  the  kynge  of  Pene  it  wiste. 

That  tbei  ynto  folie  entenden, 

With  his  power,  whan  tbei  lest  wenden. 

More  sodeinly  tiian  doth  the  thunder 

He  came,  for  ener  and  put  hem  vnder. 

And  thus  hath  lecherie  lore 

The  londe,  whiche  had  be  tofore 

The  beste  of  hem,  that  were  tho. 

Nota  qualiter  facta  belHca  Inxus  infortnnat.  Et 
narraty  quod  cum  rex  Aroolech  hebreis  sibi  in- 
sultantibus  resistere  nequit,  consilio  Balaam 
mulieres  regni  sui  pulcherrimas  in  castro  be- 
breoram  misit,  qui  ah  ipsis  contaminati  sunt. 

And  in  the  bible  1  findealso 

A  tale,  like  ynto  this  tbioge, 

Howe  Ameleche  the  painym  kynge, . 

Whan  that  he  might  by  no  weye 

Defende  his  londe,  and  put  aweie 

The  worthie  people  of  Israeli. 

This  sarasin,  as  it  befelle 

Through  the  counceile  of  Balaam^ 

A  root  of  £sire  women  nam. 

That  Instie  were,  and  of  yonge  age, 

And  bad  hem  go  to  the  linage 

Of  these  hebrewes :  and  forth  tbei  went. 

With  eyen  grey,  and  browes  bent, 

And  well  araied  euerichone. 

And  whan  tbei  comen  were  anone 

Amonge  tbebrews,  was  none  in  sight. 

But  catche  whb  that  catche  might. 

And  eche  of  hem  his  lustes  sought, 

Whiche  after  they  fiiU  dere  abought 

For  grace  anone  began  to  faile. 

That  whan  tbei  comen  to  bataile, 

Than  afterwarde  in  sory  pUte 

Tbei  were  take  and  discomfite. 

So  that  within  a  litell  throwe 

The  might  of  hem  was  ouerthrowe. 

That  whilome  were  wont  to  stonde, 

Till  Phinees  the  cause  on  honde 

l^ath'take,  this  Tengeance  last ; 

But  than  it  ceased  at  laste. 

For  god  was  paide,  of  that  he  dede. 

For  where  he  fonde  ypon  a  stede 

A  cbople,  whiche  misferred  so. 

Throughout  b^  smote  hem  both  two, 
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And  let  hem  ligge  in  mens  eie, 
Wherof  all  other,  whiche  hem  sie, 
Ensampled  hem  vpon  the  dede, 
And  prayden  vnto  the  godhede. 
Her  old^  sinnes  to  amende. 
And  he  whiche  wolde  his  mercy  sende, 
Restored  hem  to  newe  grace. 

Thus  maie  it  shewe  in  sondry  place 
Of  chastitee  bowe  the  clennesse 
Accordeth  to  the  worthinesse 
Of  men  of  armes  ouer  all. 
But  moste  of  all  In  speciall 
This  vertue  to  a  kynge  belongetb. 
For  vpon  his  fortune  it  hongeth, 
Of  that  his  londe  shall  spede  or  spille. 
For  thy  but  if  a  kynge  bis  will 
Fro  lustes  of  bis  fleshe  restreyne, 
Ageyne  hym  selfe  he  maketh  a  treyne. 
Into  the  whiche  if  that  he  slide,  . 
Hym  were  better  go  beside. 

For  euery  man  maie  vnderstonde^ 
Howe  for  a  tyme  that  it  stonde, 
It  is  a  sorie  lust  to  like. 
Whose  ende  maketh  a  man  to  sike. 
And  tourneth  ioyes  in  to  sorowe.  ^ 

The  bright  sonne  by  the  morowe 
Bethineth  not  the  derke  night. 
The  lusty  yongth  of  mans  might 
In  age  but  it  stonde  wele, 
Mistonieth  all  the  last  whele. 

Hie  loqnitur  (Jualiter  principnm  irregulata  yolup- 
tas  eos  a  semita  recta  multotiens  deuiare  com- 
pcJlit,  £t  narrat  exemplum  de  Salomone,  qui 
ex  sue  earn  is  concoptscentia  victus,  mulierum 
blandimentis  in  sui  scandalum  deos  alienos  co- 
lere  presumebat. 

That  euery  worthy  prince  is  holde 

Within  hym  selfe  to  beholdcy 

To  see  the  state  of  his  persone. 

And  thynke,  howe  there  be  ioyes  none 

Upon  this  ertbe  made  to  laste : 

And  how  the  fleshe  shall  at  last 

The  lustes  of  his  life  forsake : 

Hym  ought  a  great  ensample  take 

Of  Salomon,  whose  apetite 

Was  holly  sette  rpon  delite      • 

To  take  of  women  the  plasance. 

So  that  ypon  his  ignorance 

The  wyde  worlde  meruaileth  yit. 

That  he,  whiche  all  mens  wit 

In  thilke  tyme  hath  ouerpassed. 

With  fleshly  lustes  was  so  tassed, 

That  he  whiche  ledde  ynder  the  lawe 

The  people  of  god,  hym  selfe  withdrawe 

He  hath  fro  god  in  suche  a  wise^ 

That  he  worship  and  sacrifice 

For  sondrie  loue  in  sondrie  stcde 

Unto  the  fals  goda  dede. 

This  was  the  wise  Ecclesiaste, 

The  fame  of  whom  shall  euer  laste, 

That  be  the  mightie  god  fbrsoke 

Ageyn  the  lawe  whan  bee  toke 

His  wyues  and  the  concubines 

Of  hem  thai  were  sarasines, 

For  whiche  he  did  idolatrie. 

For  this  I  ^e  of  his  sotie. 

She  of  Zidonie  so  him  ladde. 

That  be  kneUnde  his  armes  spiadde 
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To  Asihoreih  with  great  humblexsp, 

Whiche  of  her  lotide  was  the  goddesse. 

And  she  that  was  of  Moabite 

So  fcrfbrth  made  hym  to  delite 

Through  lust,  ^hich  all  his  wit  deuouretb. 

That  he  Chamos  hir  god  hoooreth* 

An  other  Amonite  also 

With  loue  him  hath  assoted  so, 

Hir  god  Molocbe  that  with  eocence 

He  sacreth,  and  doth  reuerence 

In  suche  a  wise  a^i  she  hym  bad. 

Thus  was  the  wyseste  ouerlad 

With  blynde  lustes,  whiche  he  sought. 

IBut  he  it  afterwarde  abought. 

« 

Nota  hie  qualiter  Achias  prophcta  in  signum, 
quod  regnum  post  mortem  Salomon  is  ob  eias 
peccatam  a>  suo  herede  dimineretur,  pallium 
suum  in  duodecim  partes  scidit,  vnde  decern 
partes  leroboe  filio  Nabat,  qui  regnaturus  pos- 
tea  successit,  precepto  dei  tribuit. 

For  Achias  Silonites, 

Whiche  was  prophet  er  his  deces, 

While  he  was  in  his  lastes  all, 

Betokenetli  what  shall  after  falle.  . 

Por  on  a  daic,  whan  that  he  mette 

leroboam  the  knight  he  grette, 

And  bad  hym,  that  he  shukle  abide 

To  here  what  hym  shall  betide. 

And  forth  withall  Achias  cast 

His  maotell  of,  and  also  fast 

lie  cut  it  in  to  peces  twelfe, 

Wherof  two  partes  vnto  hym  selfe 

He  kepte,  and  all  the  remenant, 

Jks  god  hath  set  his  couenant. 

He  toke  vnto  leroboas. 

Of  Nabat  whiche  the  Sonne  was. 

And  of  the  kynges  oourte  a  knight. 

And  saide  hym,  suche  is  gods  might 

As  thou  haste  sens  departed  here 

^y  mantell,  right  in  suche  manere 

After  the  dethe  of  Salomon 

God  hath  ordeined  therv^pon. 

This  reigne  than  he  shall  de,uide, 

Whiche  tyme  eke  thou  shalt  abide. 

And  vpon  that  dioision 

The  reigne  as  in  proporcion. 

As  thou  hast  of  my  mantel!  take. 

Thou  shalt  p  ceiue  I  vndertake. 

And  thus  the  sonne  shall  able 
The  lustes  and  the  lecherie 
Of  hym,  whiche  nowe  his  father  is. 

So  for  to  taken  hede  of  this 
It  sft  a  kynge  well  to  be  chaste : 
For  iels  he  biaie  lightly  waste 
Hym  selfe,  and  eke  his  reigne  bothe. 
And  that  ought  euery  kynge  to  lothe, 
O  whiche  a  sinne  violent, 
Wherof  so  wise  a  k3rnge  was  shent. 
That  he  vengeance  of  his  persone 
Was  not  enough  to  take  alone, 
But  afterwarde,  whan  he  was  passed. 
It  hath  his  heritage  lassed. 
As  I  more  openly  tofore 
The  tale  tolde :  And  thus  therfore 
The  philosopher  v|x>n  this  thinge  ^ 

Writte,  and  counseiled  to  a  kynge, 
That  he  the  forfete  of  hixnre 
^hall  teropre,  and  rule  of  suche  measure. 


Whiche  be  to  k3mde  snffisanti 
Anid  eke  to  reason  accordant.  '' 

So  that  the  luttes  ignorance 
Be  cause  of  no  misgouemance, 
Through  whiche  that  he  be  ouerthrowe 
As  he  that  will  no  rrason  knowe. 
For  but  a  mans  wit  be  sweroed. 
Whan  kynde  is  duliche  serued, 
It  ought  of  reason  to  suffi^ie. 
For  if  it  fall  hym  otherwise, 
He  mate  the  lustes  sore  drede. 
For  of  Anthonie  thus  I  rede, 
Whiche  of  Seuerus  was  the  sonne. 
That  he  his  life  of  cummune  wonne 
Yaue  holly  vnto  thilke  rice, 
And  ofte  tyme  he  was  so  nice, 
Wherof  nature  hir  hath  completned 
Unto  the  god,  whiche  hath  disdeigned 
The  warkes  whiche  Anthonie  wrought 
Of  luste,  whiche  he  fnlle  sore  abonght. 
For  god  his  forfete  hath  so  wroke. 
That  in  cronike  it  is  yet  spoke. 
But  for  to  take  remembrance 
Of  speciall  misgouemance, 
Through  couetise  and  iniustice. 
Forth  with  the  remenant  of  vice, 
And  nameliche  of  lecherie, 
I  fynde  write  a  great  partie 
AVithin  a  tale,  as  thou  shalt  here, 
Whiche  is  thensample  of  this  matere. 

Hie  Joquitnr  de  Tarquinio  Rome  nuper  imp^ra- 
tore,  necuon  et  de  eiusdem  filio  nomine  Arrou^, 
qui  omnium  viciorum  varietate  repleti  tarn  ia 
homines  quam  in  mulieres  innumera  scclera 
p^rpetrarunt. 

So  as  these  olde  gestes  seyiie 
The  proude  tyranuisshe  Romejnie 
Tarquinius,  whiche  was  than  kynge, 
And  wrought  many  a  wrongfall  tbynge. 
Of  sonnes  he  had  many  one, 
Amonge  the  whiche  Arrons  was  one, 
Liche  to  his  father  in  maueres. 
So  that  within  afewe  yeres, 
With  treason  and  with  tyrannie. 
Thei  wonne  of  londe  a  great  partie^ 
And  token  hede  of  no  instice, 
Whiche  dewe  was  to  her  oflice 
Upon  the  rule  of  gouemance. 
But  all  that  euer  was  plesance. 
Unto  the  flesshes  Inst,  thei  toke. 
And  fill  so,  that  thei  vndertoke 
A  werre,  whiche  was  nought  acheued. 
But  often  tyme  it  had  hem  greued,. 
Ageyne  a  folke,  whiche  than  hight 
The  Gabiens,  and  all  by  night 
Thus  Arrous  whan  he  was  at  home 
In  Rome,  a  preuy  place  he  nome 
Within  a  chamber,  and  bete  hym  selfe. 
And  made  hym  woundes .  x.  or  twelfe 
Upon  the  backe,  as  it  was  sene. 
And  so  forth  wKh  his  hurtes  grene 
In  all  the  haste  that  he  male 
He  rode,  and  cam  that  other  daie 
Unto  Gabie  the  citee, 
And  in  he  went:  and  whnn  that  he 
Was  knowe,  anone  the  yates  were  shet, 
The  lordes  all  vpon  hym  set 
With  drawe  swerdes  vpon  hoiide. 
And  Arrous  wolde  hem  not  wistonde. 
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And  saide,  I  am  here  at  yoar  wille. 
As  lefe  it  is  that  ye  me  spille 
As  if  myn  owne  father  dede. 
And  forth  within  that  same  fttede 
4ie  praide  hem  that  thei  wolde  see,  ' 
And  tolde  heii\  in  what  degree 
His  father,  and  his  bretherne  bothe, 
Whiche  as  he  sayd  weren  wrotb^, 
Hym  had  beaten  and  rcuiled. 
And  oQt  of  Borne  for  euer  exiled. 
And  tbiis  he  made  hem  to  beleue^ 
And  aaide :  if  that  he  might  acheue 
His  purpos,  it  shall  well  be  yolde. 
Be  so  that  thei  hym  helpe  woled. 

Whan  that  tbe  lordes  bad  sene, 
Howe  wofully  he  was  besene, 
Thei  toke  pitee  of  his  grene. 
Bat  yet  it  was  hem  wonder  leue, 
That  Rome  hym  had  exiled  so. 

The  Gabiens  by  comiceyte  tho 
Upon  the  g*iAdc»  made  hym  sweare. 
That  he  to  hem  shall  trouth  beare, 
And  strength  hem  with  all  his  might. 

And  thei  also  hym  hath  behight 
To  helpen  hym  in  his  quarele* 
Thei  sbope  than  for  his  hele, 
That  he  iras  bathed  and  anoynt 
Till  that  be  was  in  lusty  poynt. 
And  what  he  wolde  than  he  had, 
That  he  all  holle  the  citee  Jad 
Right  as  he  woIdc  hym  selfe  deuise : 
And  than  be  thought  hym  in  what  wise 
He  might  his  tyrannie  shewe, 
And  toke  to  his  counseile  a  shrewe. 
Whom  to  his  father  forth  he  sent. 
And  in  his  message  he  tho  went. 
And  praied  his  father  for  to  saie 
By  his  anise  and  fynde  a  waie. 
How  thei  the  citee  might  wynne. 
While  he  stoode  so  well  therin. 

And  whan  the  messanger  was  come 
To  Rome,  and  hath  in  counseile  nome 
The  kynge :  it  fell  purcbance  so. 
That  thei  were  in  a  gardeine  tho 
This  messager  forth  with  the  kynge. 
And  whan  he  bad  tolde  the  thynge. 
In  what  maner  that  it  stoode : 
And  that  Tarquinius  ynderstoode : 
By  the  message,  how  that  it  forde,    ' 
Anone  he  toke  in  honde  a  yerde, 
And  in  the  gardeyne  as  thei  gone. 
The  lilly  croppes  one  and  one, 
Where  that  thei  weren  sprongen  out. 
He  smote  of,  as  thei  stoode  about : 
And  saide  '▼mto  the  messengere, 

Lo  this  thyng,  whiche  I  do  nowe  here. 
Shall  be  in  stede  of  thyn  answere. 
And  in  this  wise  as  I  me  here, 
Thon  sbalte  vnto  my  sonne  telle. 

And  he  no  lenger  wolde  dwelle. 
Bat  toke  his  leue,  and  goth  withali 
Unto  his  lorde,  and  tolde  hym  all, 
Howe  that  his  fiither  had  do.  ' 

Whan  Arroiis  herde  hym  tell  so, 
Anone  he  wist  what  it  roent, 
i^nd  therto  set  all  his  entent 
Till  he  through  traude  and  tredierie 
The  princes  heades  of  Gabie 
Hath  sroiten  of,  and  all  was  wonne, 
His  father  cam  tofore  tbe  sonne 


In  to  the  townc  with  the  Romeyns, 
And  toke  and  slewe  the  citezeyna 
Without  reason  or  pitee. 
That  be  ne  spareth  no  degree. 
And  for  the  spede  of  his  conqueste 
He  let  do  make  a  riche  feste, 
With  a  solempne  sacri6ce 
In  Phebus  temple,  And  in  this  wise 
Whan  the  Romaynes  assembled  were 
In  presence  of  hem  all  there. 
Upon  the  auter  when  all  was  digbt. 
And  that  the  fyres  were  a  light. 
From  vnder  the  auter  sodeinly 
An  bidous  serpent  openly 
Cam  out,  and  hath  deuoured  all 
The  sacrifice,  and  eke  withali 
The  fyres  queynt :  and  forth  anone. 
So  as  he  came,  so  is  be  gone 
In  to  the  depe  grounde  ayene. 
And  euery  man  began  to  seyne : 
A  lorde,  what  maie  this  signifie  ? 
And  tbenrpon  thei  praie  and  crie 
To  Phebus,  that  thei  mighten  knowe 
The  cause:  and  he  the  same  throwe 
With  gastli  voyce,  that  all  it  herde. 
The  Romains  in  this  wise  answerde. 
And  sayd,  how  for  the  wickednes 
Of  pride,  and  of  vnrightwiseoes. 
That  Tarquine  and  his  sonne  hath  do. 
The  sacrifice  is  wasted  so 
Whiche  might  not  ben  acceptable 
Upon  sacbe  sinne  abhominable. 
And  ouer  that  yet  he  hem  wissetb* 
And  saitb,  whiche  of  hem  first  kysseth 
His  mother,  he  shall  take  wrecbe 
Upon  the  wronge :  and  of  that  speche 
Thei  ben  within  her  hertes  glade. 
Though  thei  outward  no  semblance  made, 
Ther  was  a  knight,  which  Brutus  bight. 
And  be  with  all  the  haste  he  might 
To  grounde  fill,  and  there  he  kiste : 
But  none  of  hem  the  cause  wiste. 
But  wende  that  he  had  spourned 
Perchance,  and  so  was  ouertoumed. 
But  Brutus  all  an  other  ment. 
For  he  knewe  well  in  his  entent, 
Howe  tberthe  of  euery  mans  kynde 
Is  mother :  but  they  weren  blynde. 
And  sighe  not  so  ferre  as  bee. 
But  when  thei  leften  the  citee, 
And  comen  home  to  Rome  ageyn : 
Than  euery  man,  wbiche  was  Romeine, 
And  moder.hatb,  to  hir  be  bendc. 
And  kist,  and  ecbe  of  hem  thus  wende 
To  be  the  fyrste  vpon  tbe  cbaoce. 
Of  Terquine  for  to  do  vengeance. 
So  as  thei  herden  Pbebus  seyne. 
But  euery  time  hath  his  eerteyne. 
So  must  it  nedes  than  abide. 
Till  afterwarde  vpon  a  tide : 

Hie  narrat,  qaod  cum  Tarquinius  in  obsidione  ci- 
'  uitatis  Ardee,  vt  eam  destrueret,  inteiitus  fuit, 
Arrous  filius  eius  Romam  secreto  adiens  in  do- 
mo  Collatini  bospitatus  est,  vbi  de  nocte  illam 
castissimam  dominam  Lucreciam  imaginata 
fraude  y\  oppressit,  rude  ilia  pre  dolore  mortua, 
ipse  cum  Tarquinio  patre  suo,  tota  clamanta 
Roma,  imperpetuum  exilium  delegati  sunt. 
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Tarqvinids  made  TnikilfuUy 
A  werre,  wbiche  was  fast  by, 
Ageyn  a  towne  with  walles  stronge, 
Whiche  Ardea  was  cleped  longe. 
And  cast  a  sege  there  aboute. 
That  there  maie  no  man  passen  onte. 

So  it  befelle  vpon  a  night 
ArrouSy  whiche  bad  his  souper  dight, 
A  parte  of  the  chiualrie 
With  hym  to  sappe  in  companie 
Hath  bede :  and  whan  thei  comen  were. 
And  sette  at  supper  there, 
Amonge  her  other  wordes  glade 
Arrons  a  great  spekynge  made. 
Who  had  tbo  the  best  wife 
Of  Rome,  and  thus  began  a  strife. 
I'or  Arrous  saith,  he  hath  the  best 
So  ianglen  thei  withouten  rest, 
Till  at  laste  one  Collatine 
A  worthy  knight,  and  was  cosine 
To  Arrons,  saide  him  in  this  wise. 

It  is  (quod  he)  of  none  emprise 
To^  speke  a  worde,  but  of  the  dede, 
Wherof  it  is  to  taken  bede. 
A  none  for  thy  this  same  tyde 
Xcpe  on  thy  hors,  and  let  vs  ride. 
So  maie  we  knowe  both  two 
IJnwarely  what  our  wiues  do. 
And  .that  shall  be  a  trewe  assaie. 

This  Arrous  saith  not  ones  naie. 
On  horsebacke  anone  thei  lepte. 
In  suche  manere  and  nothinge  slepte 
Ridende. forth  till  that  tbd  come 
All  priuelie  within  Rome, 
In  strange  place  and  downe  thei  light. 
And  take'  a  cbambre  oute  of  sight. 

Thei  be  disguised  for  a  tbrowc, 
So  that  no  life  shulde  hem  knowe. 
And  to  the  paleis  first  thei  sought. 
To  se  what  thynge  these  ladies  wrought. 
Of  whiche  Arrous  made  a  vaunt. 
And  thei  hir  sigh  of  glad  semblaunt 
All  full  of  myrthes  and  of  hordes. 
But  amonge  all  other  wordes 
She  spake  not  of  hir  husbonde. 
And  whan  thei  had  all  vnderstonde 
Of  thilke  place  what  hem  listei 
Thei  gone  hem  forth  that  none  it  wist. 

Beside  thilke  yate  of  bras, 
CoUacea  whiche  cleped  was, 
"Where  Collatine  hath  his  dwellynge. 
There  founden  thei  at  home  sittynge 
Lucrece  his  wife  all  enuironcd 
With  women,  whiche  were  abandoned 
To  werche,  and  she  wrought  eke  withall. 
And  bad  hem  haste,  and  said  it  shoU 
Be  for  rayn  husbondes  weare : 
Whiche  with  his  shclde  and  with  his  speare 
Lieth  at  siege  in  great  disease. 
And  if  it  shulde  hym  not  displease, 
Nowe  wolde  god,  I  had  hym  here. 
For  certes  tyll  that  I  maie  here 
Some  good  tidy  nge  of  his  estate. 
My  berte  is  euer  vpon  debate. 
For  so  as  all  men  witnesse. 
He  is  of  suche  an  hardinesse. 
That  he  can  not  hym  selfe  spare. 
And  that  is  all  my  moste  care, 
Whan  thei  the  walles  shulde  assaile. 
But  if  my  wishes  might  auaile. 


1  wolde  it  were  a  groandle«  pif , 
Be  so  the  siege  were  vnknit. 
And  I  my  husbonde  sie. 
With  that  the  water  in  hir  eie 
Arose,  that  she  ne  might  it  stoppe. 
And  as  men  sene  the  dew  bedroppct 
Tlie  leues  and  the  floures  eke: 
Right  so  vpon  hir  white  cheke : 
The  wofuU  salte  terres  felle. 

Whan  Collatine  hath  berde  hir  telle 
7*he  meanynge  of  hir  trewe  herta, 
Anone  with  that  to  hir  he  sterte. 
And  sayd :  Lo  my  good  dere, 
Nowe  is  he  come  to  you  bercy 
That  ye  moste  lonen  as  ye  seyne. 

And  she  with  goodly  chere  ageyne 
Beclipt  him  in  hir  armes  smal& 
And  the  colour^  whiche  erste  was  pale 
To  beautee  than  was  restored. 
So  that  it  might  not  be  noored. 

The  kynges  sonnc,  which  was  nigb. 
And  of  this  lady  heide  and  sigh 
The  thynges,  as  thei  ben  'bcMl, 
The  reason  of  his  wittes  all 
Hath  loste :  for  loue  vpon  his  parte 
Cam  than,  and  of  his  firie  darte  . 
With  such  a  wounda  him  hath  through  tmile^ 
That  he  must  nedes  fele  and  wite 
Of  thilke  blinde  maladie. 
To  whiche  no  cure  of  surgerie 
Can  heipe,  but  yet  nethetes 
At  thilke  tyme  he  belde  his  pes. 
That  he  no  countenance  made, 
Rut  opi^nly  with  wordes  glade. 
So  as  he  coude  in  his  maoere. 
He  spake,  and  made  frendly  chere, 
Tyl  it  was  tyme  for  to  goe.    - 
And  Collatine  with  him  also 
His  leue  toke«  so  that  by  night. 
With  all  the  haste  that  thei  miglit, 
Thei  riden  to  the  si^e  ageyn. 

But  Arrous  was  so  wo  besein 
With  thoughtes,  whidi  vpon  him  ronn^ 
That  he  all  by  the  brode  sonne 
To  bedde  gotb,  not  for  to  reste. 
But  for  to  thinke  vpon  the  beste. 
And  the  fairest  forth  with  alle. 
That  euer  he  sigh,  or  euer  shalle. 
So  as  him  thought  in  hisporage. 
Where  he  portreied  hir  image, 

Fyrst  the  fetures  of  hir  face. 
In  whiche  nature  had  all  graoe 
Of  womanlte  beulee  besette. 
So  that  it  might  not  be  betlt. 
And  howe  hir  yelowe  bears  was  trsissd, 
And  hir  atyre  so  well  adresaed. 
And  howe  she  wepte»  al  this  he  thought. 
And  howe  she  spake,  and  how  she  wrought,' 
That  he  foryeten  bath  no  dele. 
But  all  it  liketh  bim  so  wele. 
That  in  the  worde  nor  in  the  dede 
Hir  lacked  nought  of  womanbede. 

And  thus  this  tyrannisbe  knight 
Was  soupled,  but  not  halfe  aright. 
For  he  none  other  hedetoke. 
But  that  he  might  by  somrae  evoke. 
All  though  it  were  ageyne  hir  wille. 
The  lustes  of  his  flesh  fulffilf , 
Whiche  loue  was  not  reasonable. 
For  where  honour  is  rcmeuabU^ 
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It  ought  well  to  ben  adatsed : 
Bat  he  whicbe  hath  his  lust  assised 
With  medlid  loue  andtyraonie, 
Hath  fbunde  vpon  his  trecherie 
A  weye,  whiche  he  tbinketh  to  holde^ 
And  sayth :  fortmie  vnto  the  bolde 
Is  fiiioorable  for  to  belpe. 

And  tbus  within  him  seKe  to  yelpe. 
As  he  whiche  wu  a  wilde  man 
U|>on  his  treason  he  began. 
And  vp  be  sterte,  and  forth  he  wente 
On  horsbacke,  but  his  entente 
There  knewe  no  wight,  and  he  name 
The  nexte  waie,  till  he  came 
Unto  Collacea  the  gate 
Of  Rome,  and  it  was  somedele  late. 
Right  eoen  vpon  the  sonne  sette. 
And  he  whiche  bad  shape  his  nette 
Hir  innocence  to  betrappc, 
And  as  it  sbulde  tho  mishappe. 
As  prtndy  as  euer  he  might 
He  rode,  and  of  his  bors  alight 
Tofore  Collatines  Inne, 
And  all  frendelicbe  goth  him  in. 
As  he  that  was  cosin  of  house. 

And  she,  whicbe  is  the  good  spouse 
Lucrece,  whan  that  she  hym  sighe, 
With  goodly  chere  drewe  hym  nighe. 
As  she,  whicbe  all  honour  suppoaetb. 
And  hyin,  so  as  she  dare,  opposeth 
Howe  it  stode  of  hir  bnsbonde. 

And  he  tho  did  hir  Ynderstonde 
With  tales  feigned  in  this  wise. 
Right  as  he  wolde  him  selfe  deuise. 
Wherof  he  might  hir  berte  gladde. 
That  she  the  better  chere  made, 
Whan  she  the  gladde  wordes  lierde, 
Howe  that  hir  husbande  ferde. 
And  flios  the  trouthe  was  declined 
With  slie  treason,  whiche  was^ceioed 
To  hir,  whiche  mentc  all  good. 
For  as  the  festes  than  stoode 
His  souper  was  right  wel  arraied : 
But  yet  he  hath  no  worde  assaied 
To  speke  of  loue  in  no  degree. 
But  with  couert  subtilitce 
His  frendly  specbes  he  a0aitetb. 
And  as  the  tigre  his  tyme  awaiteth. 
In  hope  fur  to  catche  his  prate. 

Whan  that  the  hordes  were  awaie. 
And  tbei  baue  souped  in  the  balle. 
He  saith,  that  slepe  is  on  him  iaile. 
And  praith,  lie  mote  go  to  bedde. 
And  she  with  all  haste  spedde, 
So  as  hir  thought  it  was  to  doone. 
That  euery  thioge  was  redie  soone. 
She  brought  him  to  his  chamber  tho. 
And  toke  hir  leue,  and  forth  is  go 
In  to  hir  owne  chambre  by  : 
And  she  that  waode  certeynly 
Haue  had  a  frende,  and  had  a  fo, 
Wherof  fill  after  mochell  wo. 

This  tyraone  though  he  Ke  softe, 
Oute  of  bis  bedde  arose  full  ofte, 
And  goeth  abdute,  aud  leied  his  erb 
To  berken,  till  that  all  were 
Tu  bedde  gone^  and  sleptcn  ikste. 
And  than  vpoa  hym  selfe  he  casta 
A  mantel,  and  his  swerde  all  naked 
He  toke  in  honde^  a&d  she  vnttked 


A  bedde  laie :  but  what  she  mette 
God  wote,  for  he  the  dore  vnshette 
So  priuely,  that  none  it  herde, 
The  softe  pans  and  forth  be  feide 
Into  the  bedde,  where  that  she  slepte. 
All  sodeinly  and  in  be  crepte,  » 

And  hir  in  bothe  his  armes  toke. 
With  that  this  worthy  wyfe  awoke, 
Whicbe  through  tendresse  of  womanhed, 
Hir  voyoe  bath  loste  for  pure  drede, 
That  one  worde  speke  she  ne  dare. 
And  eke  he  bade  hir  to  beware. 
For  if  she  made  noyse  or  crie. 
He  sayd,  his  swerde  laie  fiiste  bie 
To  slee  bir,  and  hir  folke  aboute. 
And  thus  be  brought  hir  berte  in  doute. 
That  like  a  lambe,  whan  it  is  cesed 
In  wolnes  month,  so  was  diseaM 
Lucrece  whicbe  he  naked  fonde, 
Wherof  she  swouned  in  his  bonde. 
And,  as  who  saith,  laie  dede  oppressed* 
And  he  whiche  all  him  had  adressed 
To  luste,  toke  than  what  him  liste. 
And  goth  his  weye,  that  none  it  wiit» 
In  to  his  owne  chambre  ageyn. 
And  cleped  vp  his  chamberleyn. 
And  made  hym  redie  for  to  ride. 
And  thus  this  lecherous  pride 
To  bors  lepte,  and  forth  he  rode. 
And  she  whiche  in  hir  bed  abode. 
Whan  that  she  wist  he  wa$  agone^ 
She  cleped  after  light  anone, 
And  vp  arose  longe  er  the  daie. 
And  cast  aweio  hir  fresshe  arate. 
As  she  whicbe  bath  the  worlde  forsake, 
And  toke  vpon  tbe  clothes  Make. 
And  euer  vpon  continuinge 
Right  as  men  see  a  welle  springe. 
With  eien  full  of  wofull  teares 
Hir  heare  hangynge  aboute  her  eares 
She  wepte,  and  no-  man  wist  whie. 
But  yet  amonge  full  pitouslie 
She  praied,  that  tbei  nolden  dretche 
Hir  husbonde  for  to  fetche, 
Forthwith  hir  fader  eke  also. 
Thus  be  tfaei  comen  bothe  two. 
And  Brutus  came  with  Collatine, 
Whiche  to  Lucrece  was  cosine. 
And  in  thei  weoten  all  three 
To  chambre,  where  thei  might  see 
The  wofnllest  vpon  this  molde, 
Whiche  wepte,  as  she  to  water  sholde. 

The  chambre  dore  anone  was  stoke 
£r  thei  haue  ought  vnto  hir  spoke. 
Thei  see  hir  clothes  all  disgised. 
And  bowe  she  hath  hir  selfe  despised, 
Hir  heare  hangynge  vnkemte  aboute. 

But  netheles  she  gan  to  lowte, 
And  knele  vnto  hir  husbonde. 

And  h*  wolde  fayne  haue  vnderstonde 
The  cause,  why  she  fared  so. 
With  softe  wonles  asjied  tho : 

What  male  you  be  my  god  swete  ? 
And  she,  whiche  thought  hir  selfe  vnmete. 
And  the  lest  worthe  of  women  alle, 
Hir  wofull  chere  lete  downe  fklle 
For  shame,  sftid  coude  vnnetbes  loke, 
And  thei  therof  good  hede  toke, 
And  praiden  bir  in  all  waie, 
That  she  ne  spare  for  to  sai« 
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Unto  hir  frendes,  what  hir  aileih. 
Why  she  so  sore  bir  selfe  bcwaileth. 
And  what  the  soothe  wolde  mene. 

And  she  whicbe  bath  hir  sorowe  grenc, 
Hir  wo  to  tell  then  assaied. 
But  tender ^hame  bir  worde  dtrlaied. 
That  sondry  tymes  as  she  meute 
To  speke,  vpon  the  poynte  she  stente 
And  tbei  hir  bedeu  eucr  in  one 

To  tflle  forth,  and  there  vpon, 
Whan  that  she  sighe  she  must  nede, 
Hir  tale  betwene  shame  and  drede 
She  tolde^  not  without  peyne. 

And  he  whicbe  wolde  bir  wo  restreyne, 
Hir  husbond^a  sory  man, 
Comforteth  hir  all  that  he  can, 
And  swore,  and  eke  hir  fader  bothe. 
That  tbei  with  hir  be  not  wroth. 
Of  that  is  do  ageinst  hir  wille. 
And  praiden  hir  to  be  stille. 
For  tbei  to  hirhaue  all  forycae 

But  she  whicbe  thought  not  to  leue* 
Of  hem  will  no  foryeuenesse, 
.  And  said:  ofthilke  wickednesse, 
Whicbe  was  to  hir  body  wrought, 
AH  were  it  so  she  might  it  nought, 
Neuer  afterwarde  tbe  worlde  ne  shall 
Reproueo  hir :  and  fbrthwithall. 
Or  any  man  therof  be  ware, 
A  naked  swerde  the  whicbe  she  bare 
Within  hir  mantell  priuely, 
Betwene  bir  hondes  sodeinly 
She  toke,  and  through  bir  herte  it  thronge. 
And  fill  to  grounde,  and  euer  amonge. 
Whan  that  sbe  fill,  so  as  she  might, 
Hir  clothes  with  hir  honde  she  right. 
That  no  man  downewarde  fro  the  knee 
Shuld  any  tbynge  of  hir  see. 

Thus  laie  this  wife  honestely. 
All  though  sbe  died  wofully. 

Tho  was  no  sorowe  for  to  scke, 
Hir  husbande  and  hir  father  eke 
A  swonne  vpon  the  body  felle. 
There  male  no  mans  tonge  telle, 
Jn  whicbe  anguisshe  that  tbei  were. 

But  Brutus,  which  was  with  hem  there, 
Towarde  hym  selfe  his  hert  kepte. 
And  to  Lucrece  anoiie  he  lepte, 
The  bloudy  swerde  and  pulletb  out. 
And  8wor«  the  gods  all  aboute. 
That  he  therof  shall  do  vengeance : 
And  she  tho  made  a  countenance, 
Hir  dedly  eie  and  at  laste 
In  thonkynge  as  it  were  vp  cast, 
And  so  bebelde  hym  in  the  wise. 
While  she  to  loke  maie  suffise. 

And  Brutus  with  a  manly  herte 
Hir  busbonde  hath  made  vp  sterte. 
Forth  with  hir  fother  eke  also. 
In  all  haste  and  saide  hem  tho,  ^ 

That  tbei  anone  without  lette 
A  here  for  the  body  fette : 
Lucrece  and  thenipon  bledend 
He  laide,  and  so  forth  out  criend 
He  goth  vnto  the  market  place  \ 

Of  Rome:  and  in  a  litell  space 
Throngh  crie  the,citee  was- assembled^ 
And  ^uery  roans  hcrt  trembled. 
Whan  tbei  the  soth  herde  of  the  cas, 
Aud  there  vpon  tbe  counseyle  was 


Take,  of  tbe  great  and  of  the  smale  t  « 

And  Brutus  tolde  hem  all  the  tale. 

And  thus  cam  in  to  remembrance 

Of  synne  tbe  continuance, 

Whicbe  Arrous  had  do  tofore. 

And  eke  longe  tyme  er  he  was  bore 

Of  that  his  father  had  do 

The  wronge  came  in  to  place  tho. 

So  that  the  common  clamour  tolde 

The  newe  shame  of  synnes  olde. 

And  all  the  towne  began  to  crie : 

Awey  awey  the  tyrannic 

Of  lecherie  and  couetise. 

And  at  laste  in  suche  a  wise 
The  father  in  the  same  while 
Forth  with  the  sonne  tbei  exile. 
And  taken  better  gouernance. 
But  yet  an  other  remembrance, 
That  rightwisenes  and  lecherie 
Accordcn  not  in  companie, 
With  hym  that  bath  the  lawe  on  honde. 
That  may  a  man  well  vnderstonde, 
As  by  a  tale  thou  shalte  witte 
Of  olde  ensample  as  it  is  writte 

Hic  ponit  ezemplum  super  eodem,  qualiter  Lucius 
Virginius  dux  exercitus  Romanorum  vnicam  fi- 
liam  pulcherrimam  habeus,  cum  quodam  nobili 
viro  nomine  Uicio,  vt  ipsam  in  vxorem  duceret 
finaliter  ooncordauit.  Sed  interim  Appius  Ciau- 
dins  Imperator  virginis  formositatem,  vt  earn 
violaret  concupiscens,  occasiones,  quibus  ma- 
trimonii impedire,  ipsam  quod  ad  sui  vsuni  ap- 
prehendere  posset,  subdola  conspiracione  fieri 
coniectauit,  et  cum  propositum  sui  desiderii 
productis  falsis  testibus  in  ludicio,  Imperator 
habere  debuisset :  pater  tunc  ibidem  presena 
extracto  gladio  filie  sue  pectus  roortali  vulnere 
per  medium  transfodit,  dicens,  malo  mibi  d« 
filia  mea  virginem  habere  mortuam,  quam  in 
sui  scandalum  meretricem  seruare  viuentem. 

At  Rome  whan  Appius, 
Whose  other  name  was  Claudius, 
Was  gouemour  of  the  cttce, 
There  fyll  a  wonder  thynge  lo  see, 
Toucbend  a  gentili  m^yde,  as  thus: 
Whome  Lucius  Virginius 
Begeten  had  vpon  his  wife, 
Men  said^n,  that  so  faire  a.  life 
As  she,  was  not  in  all  the  towne. 
This  fame,  whicbe  goth  vp  and  dowue, 
,  To  Claudius  came  in  his  ere, 
Wherof  his  thought  anone  was  there, 
Whicbe  all  his  herte  hath  sette  a  fyre. 
That  he  began  the  floure  desyre, 
Whicbe  longetb  rnto  maidenhede. 
And  sende,  if  that  he  might  spede 
Tbe  biynde  lustes  of  his  wille. 
But  that  thyng  he  might  not  fulfille. 
For  she  stoode  vpon  mariage, 
A  worthy  knight  of  great  lignage 
(Uicius  whicbe  than  bight) 
Accorded  in  hir  laders  sight 
Was,  that  he  sUuid  his  doughter  wed. 
But  er  the  cause  were  fully  spedde 
Hir  fader,  whiche  in  Romante 
The  ledyng  of  tbe  chiualrie 
In  gouisrnance  hath  vndertake 
Spon  a  wcrre,  wbicUe  was  take^ 
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Gothe  out  with  all  the  streDgth  he  had 
Of  men  of  annes  whiche  he  lad. 
So  waii.the  mariage  lefte, 
And  stode  vpon  accorde  till  efte. 

The  kynge,  whiche  herdetell  of  thiS| 
liowe  that  tbia  maide  ordeined  is 
To  mariage»  th6ught  a  nother, 
And  had  thilke  time  a  brother, 
"Whiche,  Marcus  Claudius  was  bote, 
Aod  was  a  man  of  suche  riote, 
Right  as  the  kynge  bym  selfe  was, 
Tbei  two  togider  vpou  this  caas 
In  counceyle  founden  out  the  weye^ 
That  Marcus  Claudius  shall  seye, 
Howe  she  by  weye  of  coueuante 
To  his  seruice  apurtenante 
Was  bolle,  and  to  none  other  man. 
And  there  vpon  he  satth  he  can 
la  euery  poynt  witnesse  take. 
So  that  she  shall  it  not  forsake. 

Whan  that  thei  had  shape  so 
After  the  lawe  whiche  was  tho. 
While  that  bir  fader  was  absente. 
She  was  spmoned  and  assente 
To  come  in  presence  of  the  kynge. 
And  stoode  in  answere  of  this  thynge. 

Hir  frendes.wisten  all  wele« 
That  was  falsbede  euery  dele, 
And  comen  to  the  kynge,  and  saiden 
Upon  the  comune  lawe  and  praiden, 
So  as  this  noble  worthy  knight 
Hir  fader  for  the  common  right 
In  thilke  tyme,  as  was  befall, 
JLaie  for  the  profite  of  tbem  all 
Upon  the  wilde  feldes  anned. 
That  he  ne  shulde  not  ben  harmed 
Ne  shamed,  while  that  he  were  oute. 
And  thus  thei  preiden  all  aboute, 

For  all  the  clamour  that  he  herde. 
The  kinge  vpon  his  luste  answerde. 
And  yaue  hem  ooely  dales  two 
Of  respite:  for  he  wende  tho. 
That  in  so  shorte  a  tyme  appere 
Uir  fader  might  in  no  mauere. 

But  as  therof  he  was  deceiued* 
For  Liuitts  had  all  conceiued 
The  purpos  of  the  kynge  tofore. 
So  that  to  Rome  ayene  therfore 
In  all  haste  he  came  ridende, 
Aod  lefte  vpon  the  felde  liggendo 
His  host,  till  that  he  came  ageyne. 

And  thus  this  worthy  capiteyue 
Appered  redy  at  his  daie. 
Where  all  that  euer  reasone  maie 
By  lawe  in  audience  he  dooth, 
So  that  his  dougbter  vpon  sooth. 
Of  that  Marcus  hir  bad  accused, 
'  He  hath  tofore  the  conrte  excused. 

The  kynge,  which  saw  his  purpose  faile, 
And  that  np  sleight  might  auayle, 
Incombred  of  his  lustes  blynde 
The  lawe  tourneth  out  of  kynde, 
And  balfe  in  wrathe  as  though  it  were. 
In  presence  of  hem  all  there, 
Deceiued  of  concupiscence, 
Yaue  for  his  broder  the  sentence : 
And  bad  hym,  that  he  shulde  cease 
This  mayde,  and  make  hym  well  ftt  ease. 
But  all  within  his  owne  eutent. 
He  wist  bow  that  the  cause  wcot^ 


Of  that  his  brother  hath  the  wite. 
He  was  hym  selfe  for  to  wite. 
But  thus  this  maiden  had  wronge, 
Whiche  was  upon  the  kynge  alooge. 
But  ageyne  hym  was  none  apele. 
And  that  the  father  wist  wele. 
Wherof  vpon  the  tyrannic, 
That  for  the  luste  of  lecherie 
His  dougbter  shuid  be  disceiued. 
And  that  llicius  was  welued 
Untruly  from  the  mariage; 
Right  as  a  lyon  in  his  rage, 
Whiche  of  no  drede  set  account. 
And  not  what  pitee  shulde  amount, 
A  naked  swerde  he  pulled  out, 
The  whiche  amonges  all  the  rout 
He  threst  through  his  doughters  side. 
And  all  aloude  thus  be  cride: 

Lo  take  hir  there  thou  wrongful!  kynge. 
For  me  is  leuer  vpon  this  thynge 
To  be  the  father  of  a  maide, 
Though  she  be  dead,  than  if  men  saide. 
That  in  hir  life  she  were  shamed. 
And  I  therof  were  euill  named. 

Tho  bad  the  kynge  men  shulde  areste 
His  body,  but  of  thilke  heste 
Like  to  the  chased  wilde  bore 
The  houndes  whan  he  feleth  sore 
To  throwe,  and  goth  forth  his  wey : 
In  suche  a  wise  for  to  sey 
This  worthy  knight  with  swerde  in  honde. 
His  wey  made,  and  thei  hym  wonde. 
That  none  of  hem  his  strokes  kepte, 
And  thus  vpon  his  hors  he  lepte. 
And  with  his  swerde  droppyng  all  bloode, 
Whiche  within  his  dougbter  stoode. 
He  came  there  as  the  power  was 
Of  Rome,  and  tolde  hem  all  the  cas: 
And  sayd  hem:  that  thei  might  lere 
Upon  the  wronge  of  this  matere,   ^ 
That  better  it  were  to  redresse 
At  home  the  great  vnrightwisnessey 
Than  for  to  warre  in  strange  place, 
And  lese  at  home  her  owne  grace. 

For  thus  stant  euery  mans  lite 
In  ieopardie  for  his  wife. 
And  for  his  dougbter,  if  thei  bee 
Passyng  an  other  of  beautee. 

Of  this  tneruaile,  whiche  thei  sie 
So  apparent  afore  her  eie 
Of  that  the  kynge  hath  hym  misbore, 
Her  otbes  thei  haue  all  swore, 
That  thei  will  stonde  by  the  right. 
And  thns  of  one  accorde  vpright 
To  Rome  at  ones  home  ageyne 
Thei  torne,  and  shortly  fur  to  seyne. 
This  tyrannic  cam  to  mouth, 
And  euery  man  saith,  what  he  couth. 
So  that  the  preuie  trecherie, 
Whiche  set  was  vpon  lecherie. 
Cam  openly  to  mannes  eare. 
And  that  brought  in  the  common  foare. 
That  euery  .man  the  perill  dradde 
Of  hym,  that  so  hem  ouerlad. 
^For  thei  or  that  were  worse  falle, 
I'hrough  common  couniieile  of  hem  all 
Thei  haue  her  wrongful  1  kyng  deposed. 
And  hem,  in  whom  it  was  supposed 
The  counceyle  stoode  of  his  ledyoge. 
By  lawe  vnto  the  dora«  tbei  bryngi^ 
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Where  thei  receiuen  the  pemtnce. 
That  loDgeth  to  suche  goueroance. 

And  thus  the  vncfaaste  waa  chaaUiedy 
Wherof  thei  might  ben  aduited. 
That  sholde  i^emrarde  goueraei 
And  by  this  cuidence  lerne, 
Howe  it  is  good  a  kynge  eschewe 
The  lusie  cf  vice,  and  vertoe  sewe. 

Hie  inter  alia  castitatis  regimen  concernentia  lo- 
quitur, qaomodo  matrimunium»  cuius  status 
aacramentum  quasi  continentiam  equiparans 
€tiam  honeste  delectatiOnis  regimine  moderari 
decet,  Bt  narrat  in  exemplum  qualiter  pro  eo 
quod  illi  septem  yiri,  qui  Sare  Raguelis  fllie 
inagis  propter  concopiscentiam  quam  propter 
matrimoninm  Toluptuoae  nupserunt,  vnus  post 
alium  omnes  prima  nocte  a  demone  Asmodeo 
aigiUatim  iogulati  interienmt 

« 

To  make  an  ende  in  this  ptprtie, 

Whiche  toncheth  to  the  poiici« 

Of  chastitee  in  spadall. 

As  for  conclusion  finall. 

That  euery  lust  is  to  eschewe, 

By  great  ensample  I  maie  ai^we, 

Howe  in  Rages  a  towne  of  Mede 

There  was  a  maide,  and  as  I  rede 

Sara  she  liight,  And  Ragnelle 

Hir&ther  was:  and  so  befelle 

Of  bodie  bothe  and  of  tisage 

Was  none  so  faire  of  the  lignage. 

To  secbe  amonge  hem  all,  as  shee^ 

Wherof  the  riche  of  the  citee 
/  Of  lustie  fblke,  that  couden  4oue, 

Assoted  were  vpon  hir  Kme, 

And  axen  hir  for  to  wedde.  *, 

One  was,  whiche  at  last  spedde,         ,  ^ 

But  that  was  more  for  likinge  ^ 

To  haue  his  lust,  than  for  weddynge^  ~ 

As  he  within  his  herte  caate, 

Whiche  hym  repenteth  at  laste^ 

For  so  it  felle  the  first  night, 

When  he  was  to  the  bedde  dight, 

As  he,  whiche  notkinge  god  bescchetb. 

But  all  onely  his  Instes  secbeth. 

A  bedde  er  be  was  fuDy  warme, 

And  wolde  bane  take  kir  in  his  arme, 

Asmodcy  whicne  was  a  fende  of  helle. 

And  sameth  as  the  bokas  telle 

To  tempte  a  man  m  suche  a  vise. 

Was  redy  there,  and  thiike  emprise, 

Whiche  he  hath  set  Tpon  delitet 

He  vengeth  than  in  such  a  plite, 

That  he  his  necke  hath  wrtth  a  two. 

This  yonge  wife  was  sorie  tho, 

Whiche  wist  notbinge  what  it  ment. 

And  nethelesse  ^et  thus  it  went. 

Not  onely  for  this  fyrst  man, 

But  after  righC  as  he  began, 

Shie  other  of  hir  husboodes 

Asmode  hatft  take  in  to  his  hondes. 

So  that  thei  all  a  bedde  deide. 

Whan  thei  hir  haode  towarde  hir  leyde. 

Nought  for  the  lawe  of  manage, 

But  for  tfaat  like  firie  rage, 

iu  whiche  that  thei  the  lawe  excede. 

^or  who  that  wolde  take  hede. 

What  after  fill  in  this  matere, 

Tliere  Aight  he  well  the  looth  here. 


Whan  she  was  wedded  to  Thobie, 

And  Raphael  in  coropanie 

Hath  taught  hym,  howe  to  be  honest. 

Asmode  wan  nought  at  thiike  feste: 

And  yet  Thobie  his  wille  had. 

For  he  his  lust  so  godddy  ladde. 

That  both  lawe  and  kynde  issemed, 

Wherof  he  hath  hym  selfe  preieroed. 

That  he  fill  not  in  the  sentence. 

Of  whiche  an  open  entdence 

Of  this  ensample  a  man  maie  see. 

That  whan  likynge  in  the  degree 

Of  mariage  maie  forsweie. 

Well  ought  hym  than  in  other  weie 

Of  lust  to  be  the  better  aduised. 

For  god  tbe  lawe  hath'  assised 

As  well  to  reason  as  to  kynde, 

But  he  the  beastes  wolde  bynde 

Onely  to  lawes  of  nature. 

But  to  tbe  mannes  ereatnre 

God  gaue  hym  reason  forth  withall, 

Wherof  that  he  nature  shall 

Upon  the  causes  modifie, 

That  he  shall  do  no  lecherie. 

And  yet  he  shall  his  lustes  haue, 

So  ben  the  lawes  both  saue. 

And  euery  thinge  put  out  of  solaader. 

As  whilom  to  kynge  Alisander 

The  wise  philosopher  taught. 

Whan  he  his  first  lore  caught. 

Not  only  vpon  chastitee. 

But  rpoa  aJl  honestee. 

Wherof  a  kynge  hym  selfe  maie  taste. 

How  trewe,  how  large,  how  lust,  how  chast 

Hyrti  ought  of  reason  for  to  bee. 

Forth  with  the  vertue  of  pitce. 

Through  which  be  mai  great  thonke  desemt 

Towaid  his  god,  that  he  preserue 

Hym,  and  his  people  in  all  welthe, 

Of  pens,  richesse,  honour,  and  hellhe 

Here  in  this  worlde,  add  dies  eke. 

My  Sonne  as  we  tofore  speke 
In  shrifte,  so  as  thou  me  seidest. 
And  for  thin  ease  as  thou  me  preidest. 
Thy  loue  throwes  for  to  lisse. 
That  I  tbe  wolde  telle  and  wisse 
The  forme  of  Aristoteles  lore: 
1  haue  it  seide,  and  eomdele  more 
Of  other  ensamples,  to  assaie 
If  1  thy  peines  might  alaie 
Through  any  thynge,  whiche  I  can  saie. 

Do  waie  my  father,  I  you  praie, 
Of  that  ye  haue  vnto  me  tolde, 
I  thanke  you  a  thousande  folde« 
The  tales  soonden  in  mine  ere. 
But  yet  my  herte  is  elles  where, 
I  maie  my  selfe  not  restreygne, 
That  I  name  euer  in  loues  peyne. 
Suche  lore  coude  I  neaer  gete, 
Whiche  might  make  me  foryete 
O  poynte,  but  if  so  were  I  slepte. 
That  I  my  tides  aie  ne  kepte 
To  tbinke  on  loue,  and  on  his  lawe. 
That  hert  can  I  not  witbdrawe. 
For  thy  my  good  foder  dere 
l.eue,  and  speke  of  my  matere, 
Toucbend  of  loiie  as  we  begonney 
If  that  there  be  ought  ouer  ronne. 
Or  bught  foryete,  or  lefte  behynde, 
Whiche  fiiUeth  vnto  tones  kynde 
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Wberof  It  nedeth  to  be  shriue, 
Nowe  asketb,  so  tbat  wbilo  I  Hue 
I  migbt  amende,  tbat  is  amis. 

My  good  dere  tonne  yU, 
Tby  shrifte  for  to  make  playne 
Tbere  is  yet  more  for  to  sayne 
Of  lone,  wbicbe  is  vnauised. 
But  for  tbon  sbalt  ben  well  adoised 
Unto  my  sbrifte,  as  it  belongeth, 
A  poynte,  whiche  vpon  Idue  hongetb, 
And  is  tbe  laste  of  all  tbo, 
A  wyl  the  telle,  and  than  ho. 

BXPUCIT  LIBSR  MtPTtMVf. 


Sua  fitnet  ad  vicinm  vetus  haec  modo  regnla  con- 
Nee  none  econtra  qui  docet  ordo  placat.      [fert 

Csciis  amor  dudom  non  dum  sua  lumina  csBpit, 
floo  Venus  impositum  deuia  fSsdlat  iter. 

Post  qnam  ad  instantiam  amantis  conlessi  con- 
fessor Genius  super  his  que  Aristot^Ies  regem 
Alesandrum  edocnit,  vna  cum  aliarum  croni- 
carum  exemplis  seriose  tractauit,  iam  vltimo  in 
isto  octauo  volumine  ad  confessionem  in  amoris 
causa  regrediens  tractare  proponit,  super  hoc 
quod  nun  nuili  primordia  nature  ad  libitum  vo- 
luptuose  consequentesy  nuUo  humano  rationis 
arbitrio,  seu  ecclesie  legum  impositione  a  suis 
excessibus  debite  refrenaotur,  vnde  quatenus 
amorem  coocemit  amantis  conscientiam  pro 
finali  sue  confessionis  materia  Genius  rimari 
conatur. 

INCIPIT  UBER  OCTAVrS, 

Trb  migfatie  god,  whiche  vnbegonne 
Stonte  of  hym  selfe,  and  hath  begonne 
Al  other  thinges  at  his  will. 
The  heoen  him  liste  to  fulfill 
Of  all  ioye,  where  as  bee 
Sit  entronised  in  his  see. 
And  hath  his  angels  hym  to  seme, 
Suche  as  him  liketh  to  preserue. 
So  that  thei  mowe  nought  forsveie. 
But  Lucifer  he  put  aweie. 
With  al  the  route  apostasied 
Of  hem  that  ben  to  him  alied, 
Whiche  out  of  heaoen  in  to  helle. 
From  angels  in  to  fendes  felle, 
Where  that  there  nis  no  ioye  of  light. 
But  more  derke  than  any  night, 
The  pey  ne  shall  ben  endelesse^ 
And  yet  of  fires  netheles 
There  is  plentee,  but  thei  ben  blake. 
Wberof  no  sight  maie  be  take. 

Thus  whan  th^  thinges  ben  befall. 
That  Lucifers  courte  was  fall, 
MThere  deadly  pride  hem  hath  conueied, 
Anone  forthwith  it  was  purueied 
Through  hym  whiche  all  thinges  male. 

He  made  Adam  the  sixte  dale 
In  paradise  and  to  his  make 
Him  liketh  Eue  also  to  make. 
And  bod  hem  crece  and  multiplier 
For  of  the  mans  progenie, 
Whiche  of  the  woman  shall  be  bore» 
The  noabre  of  angels,  whiche  was  lore. 


Whan  thei  oute  of  the  blisse  felle. 

He  thought  to  restore  and  fille 

In  heuen  thilke  holy  place, 

Whiche  stoode  tho  voyde  vpon  his  gracei 
But  as  it  is  well  wist  and  knowe, 

Adam  and  Eue  but  a  throwe. 

So  as  it  shuld  of  hem  betide. 

In  Paradise  at  thilke  tide 

Ne  dwelcen,  and  the  cause  whie 

Writte  in  the  boke  of  Genesie, 

As  who  saitb,  all  men  haue  heide» 

Howe  Rhaphael  the  fyrie  swerde 

In  honde  toke  and  drooe  hem  out^ 

To  gete  her  lines  fbode  aboute 

Upon  this  wofull  erthe  here. 

Metodre  saith  to  this  matere. 

As  he  by  reuelacion 

It  had  vpon  a  vision, 

Howe  tbat  Adam  and  Eue  also 

Virgines  comen  bothe  two 

In  to  the  worlde  and  were  ashamed. 

Till  that  nature  hath  hem  reclaimed 

To  loue,  and  taught  hem  thilke  lore, 

Tbat  firste  thei  kiste,  and  ouer  more 

Thei  done,  that  is  to  kynde  due, 

Wberof  thei  hadden  faire  issue. 
A  Sonne  was  the  firste  of  all. 

And  Cairn  by  name  thei  him  calL 

Abel  was  alter  the  seconde, 

And  in  the  geste  as  it  is  founde. 

Nature  so  the  cause  ladde. 

Two  doughters  eke  dame  Eue  hadde. 

The  firste  cleped  Calmana 

Was,  and  that  otber  Delbora. 

Thus  was  mankynde  to  begynne: 
For  thy  that  tyme  it  was  no  synne 

The  suster  to  take  the  brother, 
Whan  tbat  there  was  of  choise  none  other. 
To  Cairn  was  Calmana  betake. 
And  Delbora  hath  Abel  take. 
In  whom  was  gete  natheles 
Of  worldes  foike  the  first  encres, 
Men  sein  that  nede  hath  no  lawe. 
And  so  it  was  by  thilke  dawe. 
And  laste  vnto  the  seconde  age. 
Till  that  the  great  water  rage 
Of  Noe,  whiche  was  saide  the  flood. 
The  worlde,  whiche  than  in  synne  stood, 
Hath  dreinte,  out  take  lines  eight. 
Tho  was  mankynde  of  litell  weight. 
Sem,  Cam,  laphet,  of  these  thre. 
That  ben  the  sounes  of  Noe, 
The  worlde  of  mans  nacion 
In  to  multiplicacion 
Was  restored  newc  ageyne, 
So  ferforth  as  these  bokes  seynCf 
That  of  hem  tbre,  and  her  issue 
There  was  so  large  a  retinue 
Of  nacions  seuentie  and  two, 
In  sondrie  place  eche  one  of  tho 
The  wide  worlde  haue  enhabited. 
But  as  nature  hem  hath  excited 
Thei  toke  than  litell  hede 
The  brother  of  tbe  susterhede. 
To  wedde  wiues,  till  it  came 
In  to  the  tyme  of  Abraham, 
Whan  the  thirde  age  was  bygonne. 
The  nede  tho  was  oueronne. 
For  there  was  people  enough  tn  londe. 
Than  at  firste  it  came  to  honde. 
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That  sUterhodc  of  manage 
Was  torned  in  to  cosinage: 
So  that  after  the  right  lioe 
The  cosyn  weddeth  the  cosine. 
For  Abraham  er  that  he  deied 
This  charge  vpon  his  seruant  leied. 
To  hym  and  in  this  wysc  spake. 
That  he  his  Sonne  Isaac 
Do  wedde  for  no  worldes  good, 
But  onely  to  his  owne  blood. 

Wherof  the  seruant  as  he  hadde, 
Whan  be  was  deade,  his  sonne  hath  ladde 
To  Bethuel,  where  he  Rebecke 
Hath  wedded  with  the  white  necke. 
For  she,  he  wist  well  and  sighe. 
Was  to  the  childe  cosine  nighe. 

And  thus  as  Abraham  hath  taught. 
Whan  Isaac  was  god  betaught,         / 
His  sonue  Jacob  did  also, 
And  of  Laban  the  doughtere  two, 
Whichc  was  his  eme,  he  toke  to  wife, 
And  gate  ypon  hem  in  his  life, 
Of  hir  fyrst  whiche  highte  Lie, 
Syr  sonnes  of  his  progenie: 
Aod  of  Rachel  two  sonnes  eke. 
The  rpmenant  was  for  to  seke, 
That  is  to  sein  of  fourc  mo, 
Wherof  he  gate  on  Bila  two. 
And  of  Zilpha  he  had  eke  twey. 
And  these  twelue,  as  I  the  sey 
Through  prouideoce  of  god  hym  selfe. 
Ben  saide  the  Pfttriarkes  twelfe. 
Of  whom  as  afterwarde  befel 
,    The  tribus  twelfe  of  Israel 
Eogendred  were,  and  ben  the  same. 
That  of  hebrewes  tho  hadden  name, 
Whiche  of  Libred  in  aliance 
For  cuer  kepten  thilke  vsance 
Most  comonly  till  Christe  was  bore, 
But  afterwarde  it  was  forlore 
AmoDge  Ts  that  ben  baptised. 
For  of  the  lawe  canonised 
The  pope  bath  bode  to  the  men, 
^at  none  shall  wedden  of  his  kyn, 
Ne  the  seconde,ne  the  thirf. 
But  though  that-holy  churche  bid 
^  So  to  restreyne  manage. 
There  ben  yet  vpon  loues  ni?e 
Full  many  of  suche  now<5  a  daie. 
That  taken  where  thei  take  maie. 
^or  loue,  whiche  is  vnbesein 
*  Of  all  reason,  as  men  sein,  - 
Through  sotie,  and  through  nicctee 
Of  his  voluptuositee. 
He  spareth  no  condicion 
Of  kynne,  ne  yet  religion, 
But  as  a  cocke  amonge  the  hcnnes. 
Or  as  a  stalon  in  the  fennes, 
Whiche  goth  amonge  all  the  stoode: 
Right  so  can  he  no  more  good, 
But  Uketh  what  thyng  comth  next  to  hondc. 

My  Sonne  thou  shalt  vnderstonde. 
That  suche  delite  is  for  to  blame. 
For  thy  if  thou  hast  ben  the  same 
To  loue  in  any  suche  manere. 
Tell  forth  therof,  and  shriue  the  here? 
My  fader  naie.  god  wote  the  soothe. 
My  feyre  is  not  In  suche  a  boothe, 
3o  wilde  a  man  yet  was  I  neuer, 
TM  of  my  kynne  or  leue  or  leuer 
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Me  lust  loue  in  suche  a  wise. 

And  eke  I  not  for  what  emprise 

1  shulde  assote  vpon  a  nonne,. 

For  though  I  had  hir  loue  wonne. 

It  might  into  no  price  amounte. 

So  therof  set  I  none  acounte. 

Ve  maie  well  ask'e  of  this  and  that. 

But  sothely  for  to  tell  plat. 

In  all  this  worlde  there  is  but  one. 

The  whiche  my  herte  hath  ouergone. 

I  am  toward  all  other  free. 

Full  well  my  sonne  nowe  I  see. 
Thy  worde  stonte  euer  vpon  o  place. 
But  yet  therof  thou  hi^t  a  grace. 
That  thou  the  might  so  well  excuse 
Of  loue,  suche  as  some  men  vse, 
So  as  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore. 
For  all  suche  tyme  of  loue  is  lor^. 
And  like  vnto  the  bitter  swete. 
For  though  it  thioke  a  man  fyrst  swete. 
He  shall  well  felen  at  laste. 
That  it  is  sower,  and  maie  not  laste. 
For  as  a  morcell  ennenomed: 
So  hath  suche  loue  his  luste  mistimed 
And  great  ensamples  many  one 
A  man  maie  fynde  thervpon. 

Hie  loquitur  contra  illos^quos  Venus  sui  desiderii 
feruore  inflammans,  iu  incestuosos  effecit,  vt 
neque  propriis  sororibus  parcunt.  Et  narrat 
ezemplum,  qualiter  pro  eo  quod  Caius  Caligulm 
tres  sorores  suas  virgines  coitu  illicito  opressit, 
deus  tanti  sceleris  peccatum  non  ferens,  ipsum 
noB  solum  ab  imperio,  sed  a  vita  iusticla  vindice 
priuauit.  Narrat  eciam  aliud  exemplum  super 
eodem,  qualiter  Amon  Alius  Dauid  fiitui  amoris 
concopiscencia  preuentus,sororem  suam  'fhamar 
a  sue  virginitatis  pudicicia  inuiUm  deflorauit, 
propter  quodet  ipse  a  fratre  suo  Absolon  postea 
interfectus,  peccatum  sue  mortis  pnxio  inuitua 
redemit 

At  Rome  fyrste  if  we  begyn. 
There  shall  I  fynde  howe  of  this  syn 
An  emperour  was  for  to  blame, 
Gains  Caligula  by  name, 
Whiche  of  his  owne  sisters  three 
Berefte  the  virginitee. 
And  whan  he  had  hem  so  forleyn. 
As  he,  whiche  was  all  vileyn, 
He  did  hem  oute  of  ionde  exile. 
But  afterwarde  within  a  while 
God  hath  berefte  him  in  his  ire 
His  life,  and  eke  his  large  empire. 
And  thus  for  likinge  of  a  throwe. 
For  euer  his  lust  was  ouertbrowe. 

Of  this  soty  also  I  fynde, 
Amon  his  suster  ageyn  kynde, 
Whiche  hight  Thamar,  he  forlaye. 
But  he  that  lust  another  daie 
Abought,  whan  that  Absolon 
His  owne  broder  there  vpon. 
Of  that  he  had  his  suster  shente, 
Toke  of  that  synne  vengemeute. 
And  slough  him  with  his  ou  ne  honde. 
And  thus  vnkynde,  vukynde  foode. 

Hie  narrat  qualiter  Loth  duas  filias  suas  ipsis  con- 
sencientibus  carnali  copula  cognouit  duosque 
ex  eis  fiiios  scUicit  Moab  et  Amos  piv>genuit: 
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quorom  postea  generatio  piaiia  et  «3wspecmni 
contra  populam  dei  in  terra  saltim  promissionis 
▼ario  graoamine  quam  sepiua  iniultabat.    ' 

AVD  for  to  se  more  of  this  tbinge, 
The  bible  maketh  a  knowlegeinge, 
"Wherof  thou  might  take  euidence 
Upon  the  so^e  experience, 
Wban  Lothes  wife  was  ouergone, 
And  shape  vnto  the  salte  «tone. 
As  it  is  spoke  vnto  this  dale. 
By  both  his  doughters  than  he  laie. 
With  childe  he  made  hem  both  greaty 
Till  that  nature  hem  wolde  lette. 
And  so  the  cause  about  ladde. 
That  eche  of  hem  a  sonne  had. 
Moab  the  fyrst,  and  the  seconde 
Amoo,  of  wbiche,  as  it  is  fouade. 
Cam  aflerwarde  to  great  encres 
Two  nacions :  and  netheles 
For  that  the  stockes  were  not  good. 
The  branches  mighten  not  ben  good. 
For  of  the  fislse  Moabites, 
Forth  with  the  strength  of  Amonites 
Of  that  tbei  were  first  misget, 
The  people  of  god  was  ofte  vpset 
lo  Israeli  and  in  Iudee« 
As  in  the  bible  a  man  niaie  see. 

Lo  thus  my  sonne  as  I  the  saie 
Thou  might  thy  selfe  be  besaie 
Of  that  thou  hast  of  other  herde. 
For  euer  yet  it  hath  so  ferde 
Of  loues  lust,  if  so  befall, 
That  it  in  other  place  falle. 
Than  it  is  of  the  lawe  sette. 
He  wbicbe  his  loue  bathe  so  besette. 
Mote  alterwanle  repent  hym  sore.* 
And  euery  man  is  others  lore, 
Of  that  befill  in  tyme  erthis, 
The  present  tyme,  whiche  nowe  is, 
Male  ben  enformed,  bow  it  stoode. 
And  take  that  hym  thynketh  good. 
And  leue  that,  wblche  is  nought  so: 
But  for  to  loke  of  tyme  ago, 
Howe  lust  of  lone  excedeth  lawe, 
It  ought  for  to  be  withdrawe. 
For  euery  man  it  shulde  drede. 
And  nameliche  in  his  sibrede, 
Whiche  toumeth  oft  to  vengeance, 
Wherof  a  tale  in  remembrance, 
Whiche  is  a  longe  processe  to  here, 
I  thiuke  for  to  tellen  here. 

Omnibus  est  communis  amor,  sed  imoderatos 
Sue  fiscit  excessus,  non  reputatur  amans. 

Sors  tameu  vnde  Venus  attractat  corda  videre 
fiuas  rationis  erunt,  non  ratione  finit. 

Hie  loquitnr  adhuc  contra  incestuosos  amantnm 
coitus,  £t  narrat  mirabile  exemplom  de  magno 
rege  Antiocho,  qui  vxore  mortua  propriam 
filiam  violauit,  et  quia  filie  matrimonium  penes 
alios  iropedire  volnit,  tale  ab  eo  exiit  edictum, 
quod  si  quis  eam  in  vxorem  peterit,  nisi  quod- 
dam  problema  questionis,  quam  ipse  rex  pro- 
posuerat,  veraciter  solueret^  capital!  sentcucia 
pnniretur,  super  quo  veniens  tandem  discretus 
Suuenis  princeps  Tyri  Appolinust  qucstionem 
•oiuit.  Nee  tamen  filiam  liabere  potuit,  sed  rex 
ifldigoatus  ipsum  propter  hoc  In  mortis  odium 
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racollegit,  Vnde  Appoliiius  a  iacie  regis  fugiens, 
quam  plura,  prout  inferius  intltulantur,  propter 
amorem  pericula  passus  est. 

Or  a  cronike  in  dales  gone. 

The  which  is  cleped  Panteone, 

In  loues  cause  I  rede  thus, 

Howe  that  the  great  Autiochus, 

Of  whom  that  Antiochc  toke 

His  firste  name,  as  saith  the  tioke. 

Was  coupled  to  a  noble  quene. 

And  had  adoughter  hem  betwene. 

But  such  fortune  cam  to  honde. 

That  deth,  which  no  kyng  maie  withstond. 

But  euery  life  it  mote  obey. 

This  worthy  quene  toke  awey. 

The  k3mge,  whiche  made  mochel  mone, 
Tho  stoode,  as  who  saith,  all  hym  one 
Without  wyfe:  but  netheles 
His  dottghter,  whiche  was  pereles 
Of  bewtee,  dwelt  about  hym  stille. 
But  wban  a  man  hath  welth  at  wille 
The  flesh  is  fi^l,  and  &lleth  ofte. 
And  that  this  maide  tendre  and  softe, 
Whiche  in  hir  fathers  chamber  dwelte. 
Within  a  tyme  wist  and  felte : 
For  likynge  of  concupicence. 
Without  insight  of  conscience. 
The  fader  so  with  lustes  blente. 
That  he  cast  all  his  hole  entente 
His  owne  doughter  for  to  spille. 
The  kynge  hath  leiser  at  his  wille, 
With  strengthe  and  whan  he  tyme  seye 
The  yonge  maiden  he  forlcie. 
And  she  was  tender,  and  full  of  drede. 
She  couth  not  hir  maydenhede 
Defende :  and  thus  she  hath  forlore 
The  floure,  whiche  she  hath  longe  bore. 
It  helpctb  not  all  though  she  wepe. 
For  thei  that  shulde  hir  bodie  kepe   • 
Of  women,  were  absent  as  than. 
And  thus  this  mayden  goetfa  to  man. 
The  wilde  fader  thus  deuoureth 
His  owne  flesh,  whiche  none  soconreth. 
And  that  was  cause  of  mochel  care. 

But  after  this  vnkinde  fare 
Oat  of  the  chamber  goeth  the  kinge. 
And  she  laie  still,  aiid  of  this  tliinge 
Within  her  selfe  spche  sorowe  made. 
There  was  no  wight,  that  might  hir  glade 
For  fere  of  thiike  horrible  vice. 

With  Uiat  caqne  in  tbe  norice, 
Whiche  fro  childhode  hir  had  kepte. 
And  asketh,  if  she  had  slepte,  / 

And  why  hir  cbere  was  vnglad. 

But  she,  whiche  hath  ben  ouerlad, 
Of  that  she  might  not  be  wreke, 
F'or  shame  couth  vnoethes  speke. 
And  nethelesse  mercy  the  praied 
With  wepynze  eie,  and  thus  she  saied. 

Alas  my  suster  wele  awaie 
That  euer  I  sigh  this  iike  daie. 
Thinge  whiche  my  bodie  firste  begate 
In  to  this  worlde,  onelich  that 
My  worldes  worship  hath  berefte. 
With  that  she  swouneth  ^owe  and  efte, 
And  euer  wisheth  after  deth. 
So  that  welnie  hir  lacketb  breth. 

That  other,  whiche  hir  wordes  herdci 
In  comfortynge  of  |ur  auswerde, 
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Tq  lete  bir  ftAen  foole  desyre 
She  wist  DO  recooerirey 
Whan  thinge  is  do,  there  li  no  bote. 
So  suffren  thei  that  suffren  mote: 
There  was  none  otbec,  wbiche  it  wist. 
Thus  bath  this  k3rnge  all  that  hym  liste 
Of  bis  likinge  and  his  plesance, 
And  last  in  soche  a  continuance. 
And  suche  delite  he  toke  therin, 
Him  thought  thai  it  was  no  sin. 
And  she  durst  him  no  thinge  withseye. 
But  fiuncy  wbiche  goeth  euery  weye 
To  sondry  reignes  all  aboute. 
The  great  beaotee  teUetb  onte 
Of  suche  a  mayde  of  hie  parage. 
So  that  for  loue  of  manage 
The  worthje  princes  come  and  sende. 
As  they,  wbiche  all  honour  wende. 
And  knewe  no  thinge,  howe  that  it  stoode. 

The  fader  whan  he  vnderstood. 
That  thei  his  dougbter  thus  besought. 
With  all  bis  wit  hb^cast  and  sought, 
Howe  that  be  mighte  fynde  a  lette. 
And  suche  a  statute  then  he  sette, 
And  in  this  wise  bis  lawe  taxeth. 
That  what  man  his  dougbter  azeth. 
But  if  he  couth  bis  question 
Assoyle  vpon  suggestion 
Of  oerteyn  tbinges^tbat  befell. 
The  wbiche  he  wolde  vnto  him  tell. 
He  sbnlde  in  certeyn  lese  bis  bede. 
'  And  thus  there  were  many  dede. 
Her  heades  stondinge  on  the  gate» 
Till  at  last  longe  and  late, 
For  lacke  of  answere  in  this  wise 
The  remenante,  that  weren  wyse, 
Eschewden  to  make  assaie. 


De  aduentu  Appolini  in  Antiocbiam,  vbi   ipse 
fiiiam  regis  Antiocbi  in  Txorem  postulauit 

Til  it  befil  vpon  a  daie 
Appolinus  the  prince  of  Tyre, 
Wbiche  hath  to  loue  a  great  desire. 
As  he  wbiche  in  his  high  moode. 
Was  likinge  of  bis  bote  bloode 
A  yonge,  a  freshe,  a  lustie  knyght. 
As  be  laie  musynge  on  a  nyght 
Of  the  tidinges,  wbiche  he  herde, 
He  thought  assaie  howe  that  it  ferde. 
He  was  with  wdrtbie  companie 
Araied,  and  with  good  nauie 
To  ship  he  goeth,  the  winde  bim  driuetb, 
And  sailetb,  till'  that  he  ariueth 
Saufe  in  the  porte  of  Antioche. 
He  londetb,  and  goeth  to  approche 
The  kynges  courte,  and  bis  presence. 

Of  euery  nAtnrall  science, 
Wbiche  any  clerke  him  couth  tecbe, 
Him  oouthe  enough:  and  in  his  specbe 
Of  woides  be  was  eloqucnte. 
And  whan  be  sigh  the  kynge  present, 
He  praieth,  be  mote  his  doughteV  baue. 

The  kinge  againe  began  to  craue, 
^nd  tolde  bjrm  the  condicion, 
Howe  fynt  vnto  his  question 
He  mote  austere,  and  faile  nought. 
Or  witb  bis  heed  it  sball  be  bought. 


And  he  him  asketb,  what  it  was. 


Suestio  regis  Antiochi:  scelere  vehor,  matema 
came  Vescor,  quero  patrem  meum  raatris  mce 
virum,  vxoris  mee  filium. 

The  kinge  declareth  him  the  caas 
With  Sterne  word(f  and  stordie  chere. 
To  him  and  saide  in  this  manere. 

With  felonie  I  am  vp  bore, 
I  ete,  and  baue  it  not  forlore 
My  moders  fleissbe  whose  husbonda 
My  fader  for  to  se^be  1  fonde, 
Wbiche  is  the  soone  eke  of  my  wife 
Herof  I  am  inquisitife. 
And  who  that  can  my  tale  saue, 
All  quite  be  shall  fny  dougbter  baue. 
Of  bis  answere  and  if  be  faile, . 
He  sball  be  dead  witbouten  fisiie. 
For  thy  my  soone,  quod  the  kinge. 
Be  well  aduised  of  this  tbynge, 
Wbiche  hath  thy  life  in  ieopardie. 

Appollinus  for  bis  partie, 
Whan  he  that  question  had  herde. 
Unto  the  kinge  be  bath  answerde. 
And  bath  reherced  one  and  one 
The  pojmtes,  and  saide  thervpon. 

The  question,  wbiche  thou  hast  spoke. 
If  thou  wilt^,  that  it  be  vnloke. 
It  toucheth  all  the  priuitee 
Betwene  thyn  owne  childe  and  tbee, 
,And  stonte  all  bolle  vpon  you  two. 

The  kinge  was  wondre  sorie  tho. 
And  thought,  if  that  be  said  it  oute. 
Then  were  be  shamed  all  aboute. 
Witb  slie  wordes  and  witb  felle, 
He  sayth :  My  sonne  I  shall  the  telle^ 
Though  that  thou  be  of  Utell  witte. 
It  is  no  great  meruaile  as  yit. 
Thin  age  mate  it  not  sufBse. 
But  loke  well  thou  nought  despise 
Thyn  owne  life:'  for  of  my  grace 
Of  tbirtie  daies  full  a  space 
1  graunte  the  to  beh  aduised. 
And  thus  with  leue  and  tyme  assised 
This  yonge  prince  forth  be  wente. 
And  vnderstode  well  what  it  meate. 
Within  bis  herte  as  he  was  lered, 
That  for  to  make  hym  afered. 
The  kinge  his  time  hath  so  delated. 
W herof  he  drad  and  was  amaied 
Of  treson,  that  he  deie  sbulde. 
For  he  the  kynge  his  soutbe  tolde. 
And  sodeinly  the  nigbtes  tide, 
That  more  wolde  he  nought  abide. 
All  priuely  bis  barge  he  hente, 
And  home  ageyne  to  Tyre  he  wente. 
And  in  bis  owne  witte  he  saied, 
For  drede  if  be  the  kynge  bewrayed. 
He  knewe  so  well  the  kinges  herte. 
That  deth  ne  sbulde  he  nought  asterte. 
The  kynge  him  wolde  so  pursewe. 
But  be  that  wolde  bis  deth  escbewe. 
And  knewe  all  this  tofore  the  bonde. 
Forsake  be  tboug|it  bis  owne  londe. 
That  there  wolde  be  not  abide. 
For  well  be  knewe  that  on  some  side 
This  tyranne  of  bis  felonie. 
By  some  manere  of  trecherie^ 
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To  grene  his  bodie  wiU  not  leue. 

De  tag&  Appollini  p«r  mare  a  wtpko  rao. 

For  tby  witboataa  takioga  leue 

As  priailiche  as  thei  might. 

He  goeth  him  to  the  lea  by  night. 

Her  shippes  that  ben  with  whete  ladcof 

Her  takill  redia  the  thai  madeD, 

And  baleth  fayle,  and  forth  thei  fair. 

But  for  to  telleo  of  the  care, 
That  thei  of  Tyre  began  tho. 
Whan  that  thei  wist  he  was  ago. 
It  is  a  pitee  for  to  here« 
Thei  losten  lost,  thei  loHen  ehere, 
Thei  toke  rpoo  hem  iocbe  penance. 
There  aras  no  songe,  there  was  no  daunoe, 
But  euery  myrthe  and  melodie 
To  hem  was  then  a  malfidie. 
For  vulnst  of  that  auenture 
There  was  no  man  whiche  toke  tonmre* 
In  deadly  clothes  thei  hem  clothe, 
The  bathes  and  the  stewes  bothe 
Thet  shit  in  by  euery  wey : 
There  waa  no  life  wbiche  lust  pley, 
Ne  take  of  any  ioye  kepe. 
But  for  hir  liege  lorde  to  wepe. 
And  euery  wight  saith  as  he  couth, 
Alas  the  lustie  floure  of  youth, 
Oar  prince,  our  head|  our  gooemour. 
Through  whom  we  stonden  in  honour. 
Without  the  commune  assent^ 
That  sodeinly  is  fro  vs  went 

Suche  was  the  clamour  of  hem  all. 

Sualtter  Thaliartus  miles,  vt  Appolinum  Teneno 
intoxicaret,  ab  Antiocho  in  Tyrum  mitaus,  ipso 
ibidem  non  inuento  Antiocbiam  rediit. 

But  see  we  nowe  what  is  be&lle 
Upon  the  fyrst  tale  playne, 
And  toume  we  tberto  agaj^ne. 

Antiochns  the  great  syre, 
Whiche  full  of  rancour  and  of  yre 
His  herte  bereth  so  as  ye  berde, 
Of  that  this  prynce  of  Tyre  answerde* 

He  had  a  Mowe  baebeler, 
Whiche  was  his  preuie  counceyler. 
And  Thaliart  by  name  he  hight, 
The  kynge  a  strooge  poyson  hym  dtght 
Within  a  boite,  and  golde  tberto. 
In  all  haste  and  bad  hym  go 
Streight  Ynto  Tyre,  and  for  no  ooste 
Ne  spare,  till  he  had  lost 
The  prynce,  whiche  he  wolde  tpille. 
And  whan  the  kynge  bath  said  his  will. 
This  Taliart  in  a  galeye 
With  all  the  haste  he  toke  his'wey. 
The  ii'ynde  is  good,  thei  seilen  bliue, 
1^11  lie  toke  londe  Tpon  the  riae 
Of  Tyre,  and  forth  with  all  anone 
Into  the  borough  he  gan  to  gone, 
And  toke  his  inne,  and  bode  a  tbrowe. 
But  for  he  wold  nought  be  knowe, 
Bii^ised  than  he  goth  hym  out. 
He  sigh  the  wepynge  all  about. 
And  axeth,  what  the  cause  was. 

And  thei  hym  tolde  all  the  cas, 
Howe  sodeynly  the  prsmce  '19  go. 
And  whan  he  sigh,  that  it  wav  so^ 


And  that  his  labour  was  in  vaynt, 

Anone  he  toumeth  home  agayne. 
And  to  the  kynge  whan  he  cam  nigh. 
He  tolde  of  that  he  herde  and  sigh, 
Howe  that  the  prynce  of  Tyre  is  fled* 
So  was  he  come  ageyne  rnsped. 

The  kynge  was  sorie  for  a  while. 
But  whan  be  sigbe,  that  with  no  wile 
He  might  acheue  bis  crueltee. 
He  stynt  his  wrath,  and  let  hym  bee. 

ftualiter  Appolinus  in  porta  Tbaisis  applicuit,  vbi 
in  hospicio  cuiusdam  magni  viri  nomine  Stran- 
golioois  hospitatus  est. 

But  ouer  this  nowe  for  to  telle 

Of  aduentnres  that  befelle 

Unto  this  prince,  of  whiche  I  tolde. 

He  hath  bis  right  cours  forth  holde 
By  stone  and  nedell,  till  he  cam 
To  Tharse,  and  ther  his  londe  he  nam. 

A  bouigeis  riche  of  golde  and  foe 
Was  thilke  tyme  in  that  citee, 
Whiche  cleped  was  Stranguilio^ 
His  wyfe  was  Dionyise  also. 

This  yonge  prince,  as  saith  the  boke. 
With  him  his  herbergage  toke. 

And  it  befill  that  citee  so 
Before  tyme,  and  than  also. 
Through  stronge  fomyn,  which  hem  lad. 
Was  none,  that  any  wbeate  bad. 

Appolinus,  whan  that  he  herde 
The  mischefe  howe  the  citee  ferde. 
All  frelicbe  of  his  owne  gifte 
His  wbeate  amonge  hem  for  to  shifte. 
The  whiche  by  ship  he  had  brought. 
He  yaue,  and  toke  of  hem  right  nought. 
But  sithen  fyrst  this  worlde  began. 
Was  neoer  yet  to  suche  a  man 
More  ioye  made,  than  thei  hym  madew 
For  thei  were  all  of  hym  so  glade. 
That  thei  for  euer  in  remembrance 
Made  a  figure  in  resemblance 
Of  hym,  uid  in  a  commen  place 
Thei  set  itvp:  so  that  his  foce 
Might  euery  manor  man  beholde. 
So  as  the  citee  was  beholde. 
It  was  of  laton  ouergylte. 
Thus  hath  he  nought  his  yefte  spilte. 

Snaliter  HeiUcanus  ciuis  Tyri  Tharsim  rent- 
ent  Appolinum  de  insidiis  Anthlochl  prenun- 
ciauit. 

Upon  a  tyme  with  a  route, 

This  lorde  to  pley  goeth  hym  oute : 

And  in  his  waie  of  Tyre  he  mette 

A  man,  wbiche  on  his  knees  him  grette, 

And  Hellican  by  name  he  hight, 

Whiche  praide  bis  lorde  to  haue  insight 

Upon  hym  selfo:  and  saide  bym  thus, 

Howe  that  the  great  Antfoehus 

Awaiteth,  if  that  he  might  hym  sptlle 

That  other  thought^  and  helde  hym  stille. 

And  thanked  bym  of  bis  wamynge, 

And  bad  hym  telle  no  tidynge,  • 

Whan  he  to  Tyre  cam  home  ageyne. 

That  he  in  Tharse  hym  had  seyne. 

Qualiter  Appolinus  portum  Tharsis  relinquens 
cum  ipse  per  mare  nauigio  securiorera  quesiuit. 
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soperueniente  temp«state  naiiis  cum  omnibus 
preter  ipsum  solum  in  eadem  conteatis  iuzta 
Pentapoliffi  periclitabatur. 

Fortune  h^tb  euer  be  muable, 

And  maie  no  while  stonde  stable. 

For  nowe  it  hietb,  nowe  it  loweth, 

Nowe  slant  vpright,  nowe  ouerthrowetb, 

Kowe  full  of  bli&sp,  and  nowe  of  bale. 

As  in  the  tellynge  of  my  tale 

Here  afterwarde  a  man  maie  lere 

Wiche  is  great  routh  for  to  here. 

This  lorde;  whiche  wold  done  his  best. 

Within  hym  selfe  hath  litell  rest, 

And  thought  he  woide  his  place  cbaunge. 

And  seke  a  conntrei  more  vtraungc. 
.Of  Tharsiens  his  leue  anone 

He  toke,  and  is  to  shippe  ygone. 

His  cours  he  name  with  saile  vp  drawe, 

Where  as  fortune  doth  the  lawe 

And  sheweth,  as  1  shall  reherse, 

Howe  she  was  to  this  lorde  diueree. 

The  whiche  vpon  the  sea  she  ferketb, 
•The  wynde  arose,  the  wether  derketb, 

It  blewe,  and  made  suche  tempeste, 

None  anker  maie  the  ship  arest, 

Whiche  hath  to  broken  all  his  gere. 
The  shipmen  stoode  in  suche  a  fere, 
Was  none  that  might  him  selfe  bestere. 
But  euer  awaite  vpon  the  lere. 
Whan  that  thei  shulden  drencbe  at  ones, 
There  was  enough  within  the  wones, 
Of  wepynge,  and  of  sorowe  tho. 
The  yonge  kynge  maketh  mochel  wo. 
So  for  to  see  the  ship  trauaile. 
But  all  that  might  him  nought  auaile. 
The  mast  to  brake,  the  sayle  to  roofe. 
The  ship  vpon  the  wawes  droofe. 
Till  that  thei  see  the  londes  coste. 
Tho  made  a  vowe  the  leste  and  moste. 
Be  so  thei  mighten  come  a  londe. 
But  he  whiche  hath  the  sea  on  bonde, 
Keptunus  woIde  nought  accorde. 
But  all  to  brake  cable  and  corde 
£r  thei  to  londe  might  approche. 
The  ship  to  claue  vpon  a  roche, 
And  all  gotb  downe  in  to  the  depe. 
But  be  that  all  thinge  maie  kepe. 
Unto  this  lorde  was  merciable, 
And  brought  him  sane  vpon  a  table, 
Whiche  to  the  lamie  him  bath  vpbore. 
The  remenant  was  all  fbriore. 
Therof  he  made  mochel  mone. 


Qualiter  Appotinus  nudus  super  litus  iactabatur, 
vbi  qnidam  piscator  ipsum  suo  coUobio  vestiens, 
ad  vrbem  Pentapolim  direxit 

THUS  was  this  yonge  lorde  alone 
AU  naked  in  a  poure  plite* 
His  colour,  whicb  was  whilom  white 
Was  than  of  water  fade  and  pale» 
And  eke  be  was  so  sore  a  cale, 
.  That  he  wist  of  him  selfe  no  bote. 
It  beipe  him  no  thynge  for  to  mote. 
To  gete  ageyn  that  he  hath  lore, 
But  she  whicb  hath  his  deth  forlore 
Fortune,  though  she  will  not  yelpe. 
All  sodeynly  hatb  sente  him  belpe. 


Whan  him  thought  all  grace  tweie. 
There  came  a  fisher  in  the  weye, 
And  sigh  a  man  there  naked  stoode. 
And  whan  that  be  hath  vnderstonde 
The  caus^,  he  hath  of  hym  great  roath. 
And  onely  of  his  poure  trouth. 
Of  suche  clothes  as  he  hadde. 
With  great  pitee  this  lorde  he  dadde. 
And  he  hym  thooketh  as  he  sbolde. 
And  saith  hym,  that  it  shall  be  yolde. 
If  euer  he  gete  his  state  a§Eeyiie, 
And  praith,  that  he  wolde  hym  seyne, 
If  nigh  were  any  towne  for  hym. 

He  sayde  ye,  Pentapolim, 
Where  both  k^nge  and  quene  dwellen. 
Whan  he  this  tale  herde  tellen. 
He  gladdetb  hym,  and  gan  beseche. 
That  he  the  wey  hym  wolde  teche. 
And  he  hym  taught:  and  forth  be  went. 
And  praid  god  with  good  entent. 
To  sende  hym  ioye  after  his  sorowe. 
It  was  nought  pasted  yetmidmorowe. 

Sualiter  Appolino  Pentapolim  adneniente,  Indus 
gimnasii  per  vrbem  publice  proclamaiut  est. 

Than  afterwarde  bis  wey > be  nam, 
Where  soone  vpon  the  noone  he  cam. 
He  ete  suche  as  he  might  gete. 
And  forth  anone  whan  he  bad  ete. 
He  goth  to  see  the  towne  aboute. 
And  cam  there  as  he  fonde  a  route 
Of  yonge  lustie  men  withalL 
And  as  it  sbulde  tho  befUle, 
That  dale  was  set  of  suche  asise 
That  thei  sbulde  in  the  londe  gyie. 
As  was  herde  of  the  people  seie. 
Her  commune  game  than  pleye. 
And  cried  was,  that  thei  sbulde  come 
Unto  the  game  all  and  some 
Of  hem  that  ben  deliuer  and  wight. 
To  do  suche  maistrie  as  thei  might. 
Thei  made  hem  naked  as  thei  sbolde. 
For  so  that  ilke  game  wolde. 
And  it  was  the  custome,  and  vae, 
Amonge  hem  was  no  refuse. 
The  floure  of  all  the  towne  was  there. 
And  of  the  courie  also  there  were. 
And  that  was  in  a  large  place. 
Right  euen  before  the  kynges  face, 
Whiche  Arthescates  than  bight. 
The  pley  was  pleyed  right  in  his  sight 
And  who  moste  worthie  was  of  dede, 
Rcceioe  he  sbulde  a  certaine  medea 
And  in  the  citee  beare  a  price. 

Appoliotts,  whiche  ware  and  wise 
Of  euery  game  couth  an  ende. 
He  thought  assaie,  howe  so  it  wende: 

Qualiter  Appolinns  lodum  gimnasii  vincens,   in 
aula  regis  ad  cenam  honorefice  ceptus  est. 

And  fill  amonge  hem  into  game. 
And  there  he  wanne  hym  suche  a  name. 
So  as  the  kjmge  hym  selfe  accounteth. 
That  he  all  other  men  surmounteth. 
And  bare  the  price  aboue  hem  all. 
The  kynge  bad,  that  in  to  his  halle 
At  souper  tjrroe  be  shuld  be  brought. 
And  he  cam  than,  and  lefte  it  nought. 
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Without  conapanie  alone. 
Was  noDe  so  semely  of  p^rsooe. 
Of  visage,  and  of  limmes  bothe, 
If  that  be  bad  what  to  clothe. 
At  soiiper  tyme  nethdes   ■ 
The  kjmfre  amtddes  all  the  pres 
Let  cl'  pe  bym  vp  amonge  hem  all. 
And  bad  his  marshall  of  his  hall| 
To  setteo  hym  in  suche  degree 
Tiiat  he  vpon  hym  might  see. 
The  kynge  was  soone  sette  and  serued, 
And  be  wbiche  had  his  prise  deserucd 
After  the  kynges  owne  worde. 
Was  made  begyn  a  middel  horde, 
That  both  kynge  and  quene  hym  sie. 
He  sette,  and  cast  about  his  eie, 
And  sawe  the  lordes  in  estate, 
And  with  hym  selfe  were  in  debate, 
l*h3mkende  what  he  had  lore. 
And  suche  a  sorowe  he  toke  therfore^ 
That  he  sat  euer  stille,  and  thought. 
As  be  whiche  of  no  roeate  roughC 

Qualiter  Appolinus  in  cena  recumbens,  nihil  co- 
medit,  led  doloroso  vultu,  submtsso  capite, 
maxime  ingemescebat,  qui  tandem  a  filia  regis 
confortatus  Citheram  piectens  cunctis  audienti> 
bus,  citherando  vltra  modum  complacuit. 

Thb  kynge  behelde  his  heuinesse, 

And  of  bis  great  gentilnesse 

His  doughter,  which  was  fayre  and  good. 

And  at  the  horde  before  him  stoode. 

As  it  was  thilke  tyme  vsage. 

He  bad  to  go  on  bis  message. 

And  fondefbr  to  make  him  glade. 

And  she  did  as  hir  fader  bade. 

And  goth  to  him  the  softe  paas. 

And  asketh  whens,  and  what  he  was. 

And  praithe  he  shulde  his  thoughts  leue. 

He  saith,  madame  by  your  leue. 
My  name  is  hote  Appolinus, 
And  of  my  riches  it  is  thus, 
Upon  the  sea  I  haue  it  lore. 
The  contrei,  where  as  I  was  bore. 
Where  that  my  londe  is,  and  my  rente 
I  lefte  at  Tyre,  whan  that  I  wente, 
The  worship  there,  of  whiche  I  ought. 
Unto  the  god  I  there  hetought. 
And  thus  togider  as  thei  two  speke. 
The  tearis  ranne  downe  by  his  cheke. 
The  king,  whiche  therof  toke  good  kepe. 
Had  great  pitee  to  see  him  wepe. 
And  for  his  doughter  sende  ageyn, 
And  praid  hir  fayre,  and  gan  to  sayn. 
That  she  no  lenger  wulde  dretche. 
But  that  she  wolde  anone  forth  fetche 
Hir  barpe,  and  done  al  that  she  can 
To  glad  with  that  sory  man. 
And  sbe  to  doone  hir  faders  best, 
Hir  barpe  fet,  and  in  the  feste 
Upon  a  chatte,  whiche  thei  fette, 
Hir  selfe  next  to  this  man  she  sette. 
With  barpe  both  and  eke  with  mouth 
To  him  sbe  did,  all  that  she  couth, 
Tu  make  him  chere,  and  euer  he  ^igbetb, 
And  she  him  asketh,  howe  him  liketh. 

Madame  certes  wel,  he  soied. 
But  if  ye  the  measure  plaied, 
Whiche,  if  you  list,  1  shall  you  lere, 
|t  were  a  gladde  thinge  foe  to  here. 


A  leue  syr,  tho  quod  she, 
Nowe  take  the  barpe,  and  lete  me  see, 
Of  what  measure  that  ye  mene. 
Tho  praith  the  kinge,  tho  praith  the  quene, 
Forth  with  the  lordes  all  arewe, 
That  be  somme  myrthe  wolde  .shewe. 
He  takth  the  barpe,  and  in  his  wise 
He  tempreth,  and  of  suche  assise 
Synginge  he  harpeth  forth  with  all. 
That  as  a  voyce  celestiall 
Hem  thought  it  sowned  in  her  ere,   '  ' 

As  though  that  it  an  angel!  were,  - 
They  gladen  of  his  melodie 
But  moste  of  all  thecompanie. 
The  kygnes  doughter,  whiche  it  herde 
And  thought  eke  of  that  be  answerde. 
Whan  that  it  was  of  hir  apposed. 
Within  hir  herte  bath  well  supposed* 
That  he  is  of  great  gentilnesse. 
His  dedes  ben  therof  witnesse. 
Forthwith  the  wisdome  of  his  lore. 
It  nedeth  not  to  seche  more. 
He  might  not  haue  suche  manere. 
Of  gentill  blood  but  if  he  were, 

Whan  he  hath  harped  all  his  fille. 
The  kinges  best  to  fulfille, 
A  weie  goth  dishe,  a  waie  goth  cup, 
Doun  goth  the  boixle,  the  cloth  was  vp, 
Thei  risen,  and  gone  oute  of  the  halle. 

Qualiter  Appolinus  cum  rage  pro  filia  sua  cmdU 
enda  retentus  est. 

The  kynge  his  chamberieyn  let  calle. 
And  bad,  that  he  by  all  weye 
A  chamber  for  this  man  purueie, 
Whiclie  nighe  his  owne  chambre  bee. 
It  shall  be  do  me  lorde  quod  bee. 
Appolinus,  of  whom  I  mene, 
Tho  toke  his  leue  of  kynge  and  quene. 
And  of  the  worthie  maide  also, 
Whiche  praied  vnto  hir  fader  tho. 
That  she  might  of  the  yonge  man 
Of  tho  sciences,  whiche  he  can. 
His  lore  haue.    And  in  this  wise 
The  kynge  hir  graunteth  hir  apprise 
So  that  bym  selfe  therto  assent. 
Thus  was  accorded  er  thei  wente. 
That  he  with  all  that  euer  he  maie 
This  yonge  fayre  freshe  maie 
Of  that  he  couth  shulde  enfbrme. 
And  full  assented  in  this  forme, 
Thei  token  leue  as  for  that  night, 

Qualiter  filia  regis  Appolinum  omato  apparatd 
vestiri  fecit,  Et  ipse  ad  puelle  doctrinum  in  quam 
pluribus  &miliariter  intendebat,  Tnde  placata 
puella  in  amorem  AppoUini  exardescens,  in- 
firmabatur. 

And  whan  it  was  on  morowe  right 
Unto  this  yonge  man  of  Tyre, 
Of  clothes,  and  of  good  attyre. 
With  goldc  and  siluer  to  dispende 
This  worthie  yonge  ladie  sende. 
And  thus  she  made  hym  well  at  ease. 
And  he  with  all  that  he  can  please 
Hir  serueth  well  and  faire  agcine. 
He  Uught  hir,  till  sbe  was  certeyne 
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Of  harpe,  citole,  and  of  note, 
"With  many  a  tenrne,  and  many  a  note. 
Upon  mosike,  vpqn  measure. 
And  of  hir  haipe  the  temprure 
He  taught  hir  eke,  as  he  well  couth. 

But  as  men  seyne,  that  frele  is  youth, 
With  leiser  and  continuance 
This  mayde  fill  ^pon  a  chance. 
That  loue  hath  made  hyra  a  quarele 
Ageyne  hir  youth  freshe  and  frele. 
That  maugre  where  she  wolde  or  noughtf 
She  mote  with  all  hir  hertes  thought. 
To  loue  and  to  his  lawe  obey. 
And  that  she  shall  full  sore  obeie. 
For  she  wote  neuer  what  it  is, 
But  euer  amonge  she  feleth  this 
Touchinge  vpon  this  man  of  Tyie« 
Hir  herte  is  bote  as  any  iyre. 
And  otherwhile  it  is  a  cale. 
Nowe  is  she  redde,  nowe  is  she  pale. 
Right  after  the  condicion 
Of  hir  imaginacion. 
But  euer  amonge  hir  thoughtes  all 
She  thought,  whan  so  maie  be&ll, 
Or  that  she  laugh  or  that  she  wepe, 
She  wolde  hir  good  name  kepe 
For  fere  of  womannyshe  shame. 

But  what  in  emest  what  in  game 
She  stant  for  loue  in  suche  a  plite. 
That  she  hath  lost  all  appetite 
Of  mete  and  drynke,  of  nightes  rest. 
As  she  that  note  what  is  the  best. 
But  for  to  thynke  all  hir  fille 
She  helde  hir  ofte  tymes  stille 
Within  hir  chamber,  and  golh  not  out. 

The  kjmge  was  of  hir  lyfe  in  doute,    * 
Whicbe  wist  nothynge  what  it  ment. 

titoaliter  tres  filii  principum  filiam  regis  sigil- 
lattm  in  vzorem  suis  supplicationibus  postu- 
larent. 

But  fin  a  tyme,  n  he  out  wente 
To  walke,  of  princes  sonnes  three 
There  came,  and  fill  to  his  knee, 
And  eche  of  hem  in  sondrie  wyse 
Besought,  and  profereth  his  seniice. 
So  that  he  might  his  doughter  haue. 
The  kynge,  which  wold  hir  honour  saue, 
Saieth,  she  is  sicke,  and  of  that  speohe 
Tho  was  no  time  to  besecbe. 
But  eche  of  hem  to  make  a  bille 
He  bad,  and  write  his  owne  wille, 
His  name,  his  foder,  and  his  good. 

And  whan  she  wist  howe  that  it  stood. 
And  had  her biUesoueneyne, 
Thei  shulden  haue  answere  ageyne. 
Of  this  counseyle  thei  weren  glad. 
And  written,  as  the  kynge  hem  bad, 
And  enery  man  his  owne  boke 
Into  the  Iqrnges  honde  betoke. 
And  he  it  to  his  doughter  sende. 
And  praide  hir  for  to  mak^  an  eode 
And  write  ageyne  hir  owne  honde. 
Right  as  she  in  hir  h^  fonde. 

Qualiter  filia  regis  omnibus  aliis  relictis  Appoli- 
num  in  maritum  preelegit 

The  billes  weren  well  receiued. 
But  she  hath  aU  her  loues  weiue<i: 


And  thought  tho  was  tym«  and  space 

To  put  hir  in  hir  faders  grace. 

And  wrote  ageyne,  and  thus  she  sayde. 

The  shame,  which  is  in  a  mayde. 
With  speche  dare  not  be  Ynloke,     . 
But  in  writynge  it  maie  be  spoke. 
So  write  I  to  you  fader  thus. 
But  if  I  haue  Appolinus 
Of  all  this  worlde  what  so  betide, 
I  wil  none  other  man  abide. 
And  certes  if  I  of  him  faile, 
t  wot  right  welle  withoute  fiule. 
Ye  shall  for  me  be  doughterles. 
This  letter  came,  and  there  was  prese 
Tofore  the  l^ipge,  there' as  he  stode. 
And  whan  that  he  it  vnderstode. 
He  yaue  hem  answere  by  and  by. 
But  that  was  dqone  so  priuely. 
That  none  of  others  counoeile  wiste. 
Thei  toke  her  teoe,  and  where  hem  list 
Thei  wente  forth  vpon  their  wey. 

Qualiter  rex  et  regina  in  maritagium  filic  sue 
Appolino  consencierunt. 

The  kynge  ne  wold  nought  bewrey 
The  connceil  for  no  maner  hie. 
But  soffireth  till  he  time  sie 

And  whan  that  he  to  chambre  is  come,] 
He  hath  vnto  counoeill  nome 
This  man  of  Tjrie,  and  Icte  bsrm  see 
The  letter,  and  all  the  priuitee, 
The  whiche  his  doughter  to  him  sente. 

And  he  his  knee  to  grounde  bente^ 
And  thongeth  him  and  hir  also. 
And  er  thei  wente.  then  a  two^ 
With  good  herte,  and  with  good  corage^ 
Of  full  loue  and  full  mariage 
The  kinge  and  he  be  hole  accorded. 
And  after,  whan  it  was  recorded  - 
Unto  the  doughter,  howe  it  stoode. 
The  yefte  of  all  this  worides  good 
Ne  shuld  haue  made  hir  halro  so  blithe. 
And  forth  with  all  the  kinge  als  swith. 
For  he  woU  haue  hir  good  assent,  ' 
Hath  for  tbe^uene  hir  moder  sente. 

The  qnene  is  come :  and  whan  she  herde 
Of  this  mater,  howe  that  it  fierde. 
She  sigh  debate,  she  sighe  disease. 
But  if  she  wolde  hir  doughter  please. 
And  is  therto  assented  full, 
Whiche  is  a  dede  Wonderfull. 
For  no  man  knewe  the  soth  cas. 
But  he  hym  selfe,  what  man  he  was. 
And  nethelesse  so  as  hem  thought. 
His  dedes  to  the  soth  wrought. 
That  he  was  come  of  gentiU  blood, 
Htm  lacketh  nought  but  worides  good. 
And  as  therof  is  no  dispeire, 
For  she  shall  be  ^ir  fttders  bejrre. 
And  be  was  able  to  goueme. 
Thus  wyll  thei  not  the  loue  werne 
Of  him  and  hir  in  no  wise, 
But  all  accorded  thei  deuise 
The  daie  and  time  of  manage. 
Where  loue  is  lorde  of  the  corage 
Him  thinketb  longe,  er  that  he  spede. 
But  at  laste  vnto  the  dede. 

Qualiter  Appolinus  filie  regis  nupsit,  et  prima 
nocte  cum  ea  concubiens  ipsam  impregnauit* 
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Thb  time  is  come,  9pd  in  hir  wisey 
With  great  offrynge  find  sacrifice 
Thei  wedde,  and  make  a  great  feste^ 
And  euery  thynge  was  riti^ht  honeste 
Within  boas,  and  eke  withoute 
It  was  so  doooe,  that  all  aboute,    ' 
Of  great  worship,  and  great' noblesse, 
There  cried  many  a  man  largesse 
Unto  the  lordes  high  and  londe. 
The  knightes,  that  be  yonge  and  proudfi 
Tbei  iuste  firete,  and  after  daonce: 
The  date  is  go,  the  niglites  chaunce 
Hath  derked  all  the  bright  Sonne, 
This  lorde,  whiche  hath  his  lone  wonne^ 
Is  go  to  bed  with  his  wife, 
Where  as  thei  letle  a  lustie  life, 
And  that  was  after  somdele  sene, 
For  as  thei  pleiden  hem  betwene, 
Thei  gete  a  childe  betwene  hem  two, 
To  whom  fill  after  mocheU  wo. 

Oaaliter  ambassiatores  »  Tyro  in  q^adam  n»ui 
Pentapolim  venientes,  mortem  regis  Aatiocbi 
Appolind  uimciauenint 

Now  haue  I  tolde  of  the  spoQsailes, 
But  for  to  speake  of  the  meniailes, 
Whiche  afterwarde  to  hem  befelle. 
It  is  a  wonder  for  to  telle* 

It  fell  a  dale  thei  riden  oute. 
The  kinge,  and  quene,  and  all  the  route. 
To  pleien  hem  vpon  the  stronde. 
Where  as  thei  seen  towarde  the  londe 
A  ship  sailyng  of  great  arraie. 
To  knowe  what  it  niene  male 
Till  it  be  come  thei  abide, 
Than  see  thei  stondjs  on  euery  side 
Eodlonge  the  shippes  borde  to  shewe. 
Of  peoounceals  a  ryche  rewe« 

Thei  asken,  whens  the  ship  is  come. 
Fro  T^re  anone  answerde  some. 

And  oner  this  thei  saiden  more 
The  cause  why  th^i  comen  fore 
Was  for  to  seche,  aQ<}  for  to  fynde 

Appollinns,  whiche  is  of  kynde 

Her  liege  lorde :  and  he  appereth. 

And  of  the  tale  whiche  he  hereth. 

He  was  right  glad :  for  they  hym  tolde. 

That  for  vengeance,  as  god  it  wolde, 

Antiochus  as  men  male  witte, 

With  thonder  and  llghtnyng  is  fbrsmitte. 

His  doughter  hath  the  same  £b»i)ce ; 

SoJl>en  thei  both  in  o  balance. 
For  thy  our  liege  lorde  we  seie. 

In  name  of  all  the  londe,  and  preie. 

That  lefte  all  other  thynge  to  doone, 

It  like  you  to  come  soone. 

And  see  your  owne  liege  men, 

With  other  that  ben  of  your  ken. 

That  liuen  in  longynge  and  desyrc,- 

Till  ye  be  come  ageyne  to  Tyre. 
This  tale  after  the  kynge  it  h^4 

Pentapolin  ail  ouersprad. 

There  was  no  ioye  for  to  seche. 

For  euery  mai^  it  bad  in  speche. 

And  saiden  all  of  onje  accorde : 

A  worthy  kynge  aball  ben  our  lorde. 

That  thought  ts  first  an  heuines, 

b  shape  ts  nowe  to  great  gjadnes. 
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Thus  goth  the  tydynge  ouer  all, 

Qualiter  Appolino  est  vxore  sua  impregnftta  ^ 
Pentapoli  versus  Tyrum  nauigpmtjbus  contigit 
vxorem  mortis  articulo  angustiatam,  in  naui 
filiam,  que  pQstea  Thaisis  vocabatnr,  parere, 

BCT  nede  he  mote,  that  nede  shall» 
Appolinus  his  Icue  toke, 
To  god  and  all  the  londe  betoke. 
With  all  the  people  longe  and  brodeg 
That  he  no  lenger  there  abode. 

The  kynge  and  quene  sovowe  made. 
But  yet  somdele  thei  were  glade 
Of  suche  thynge,  as  thei  herde  tho. 
And  thvs  b^twene  the  wele  and  wo 
To  sh;p  he  goth,  hi;  wife  with  childe. 
The  whiche  was  euer  meke  and  milde^ 
And  wolde  not  departe  hym  fro, 
Suche  loue  was  betwene  hem  two. 

Lichorida  for  hir  office 
Was  take,  whiche  was  anorice, 
To  wende  with  this  yonge  wife. 
To  whom  was  shape  a  wofull  life« 
Within  a  tyme*  as  it  betid. 

Whan  thei  were  in  the  sea  amid. 

Out  of  the  north  thei  see  a  cloude* 

The  storme  arose,  the  \vyndesloud€f 

Shei  blewen  many  a  dredefuU  blaste. 

The  welken  was  all  ouercaste: 

The  dcrke  night  the  Sonne  hath  ▼nder. 

There  was  a  great  tempest  of  thunder. 

The  moone,  and  eke  the  aterres  t>othe 

In  blacke  cloudes  thei  hem  clothe, 

Wherof  their  bright  loke  thei  hide. 
This  yonge  ladie  wepte  and  cridci, 

To  whom  no  com  forte  might  auaile* 

Of  chiMe  she  began  trauaile 

Where  she  laie  in  a  caban  ck>se, 

Hir  wQfull  lorde  fro  hir  arose. 

And  that  was  longe  orany  morowe, 

So  that  in  anguisshe  and  in  sorowe 

She  was  deliuered  all  by  night 

And  deitle  in  euery  mannes  sight. 
But  nethelesse  fbr  all  this  wo 

A  maide  ehylde  was  bore  tho* 

Sualiter  Appolinus  mortem  vxoris  sueplanxit, 


Appolinob  when  he  this  knewe. 
For  sorowe  a  swoune  be  ouerthrewey 
That  no  man  wist  in  hym  no  life. 
And  whan  he  woke,  he  said:  a  wife. 
My  ioye,  my  lust,  and  my  desyre, 
Mv  welth,  and  my  rccouerire. 
Why  shall  I  liue,  and  thou  shalt  die  ? 
Ha  thou  fortune  I  the  defie. 
Now  hast  thou  do  to  me  thy  werst. 
A  herte,  why  ne  wilt  thou  berst. 
That  forth  with  hir  I  might  passe? 
My  pcynes  were  well  the  lasse. 
In  suche  wep3nige,  and  suche  crie 
His  dead  wife,  whiche  laie  hym  bie, 
A  thousaode  stthes  he  hir  kiste. 
Was  neuer  man  that  sawe  ne  wista 
A  iorowe,  to  bis  sorowe  liche. 
Was  euer  amonge  vpon  the  liche. 
He  fill  swounynge,  as  he  that  thought 
His  owne  deth,  whiche  he  sought 

•f 


»258 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


Unto  the  goddes  all  abouei 

With  many  a  pitous  worde  of  loue : 

But  suche  wordes  as  the  were 

Herde  neuer  no  mannes  eare 

But  onely  thilke,  wbiche  he  saide. 

The  maister  shipman  came  and  praide 

With  other  suche,  as  ben  therin. 

And  saine,  that,  he  maie  nothinge  win 

Ageyne  the  deth,  but  thei  bym  rede 

He  be  well  wrare,  and  take  hcde : 

The  sea  by  wtie  of  his  nature 

Receine  maie  no  creature, 

Wiihin  hym.seUe  as  for  to  bolde, 

The  whiche  is  dead.    For  thy  thei  wolde. 

As  thei  counceilen  ail  about 

Tiie  dead  bodie  casten  out. 

For  better  it  is,  thei  saidea  all, 

That  it  of  hir  so  befaile. 

Than  if  thei  sbulden  all  spille. 

Qualiter  suadentibus  nautis  corpus  vxoris  sue  mor- 
tue  in  quadam  cista  plumbo  et  ferro  obtusa,  que 
cixcumligata  Appoliuus  cum  magno  thesauro  vna 
cum  quadam  littera  sub  eius  capite  scripta  re- 
cludiy  in  man  projicere  fecit. 

The  kynge,  which  vnderstode  her  will. 
And  knewe  her  counsaile  that  was  trewe« 
Began  ageyn  his  sorowe  newe. 
With  pitous  herte,  and  thus  to  seie, 
It  is  all  reason  that  ye  preye. 

I  am  (quod  he)  but  one  alone, 
So  wolde  I  not  for  my  persone, 
There  fell  suche  aduer^itee, 
But  whan  it  ntaie  no  better  bee, 
Doth  than  thus  ypon  my  worde. 
Let  make  a  coffre  stronge  of  borde, 
That  it  be  firme  with  lead  and  pitcbe* 
Anone  was  made  a  coffer  siche 
All  redie  brought  ynto  his  honde. 
And  whan  he  sawe,  and  redie  fbnde 
This  cofire  made^  and  well  englued. 
The  dead  bodie  was  besewed 
In  cloth  of  guide,  and  leide  therin^ 
And  for  he  wolde  vnto  hir  win 
Upon  some  caste  a  sepulture 
Under  hir  bead  in  aduenture 
Of  golde  he  leyde  sommes  great. 
And  of  iewels  stronge  beyete, 
Forth  with  a  letter,  and  sayd  thus. 


Copia  littere  captti  yxoris  sue  suppostte. 

I  KTNGE  of  Tyre  Appolinus 

Doth  all  men  for  to  witte, 

That  here  and  see  this  letter  writte. 

That  helpeles  without  rede 

Here  lieth  a  kynges  doughter  dede. 

And  who  that  happeth  hir  to  finde. 

For  charitee  take  in  his  mynde. 

And  do  so,  that  she  be  begraue: 

With  this  treasour,  whiche  he  shall  haue. 

Thus  whan  the  letter  was  full  spoke, 
Thei  haue  anone  the  coffre  stoke. 
And  bounden  it  with  yron  festc, 
That  it  maie  with  the  wawes  last. 
And  stoppen  it  by  suche  a  wcie 
That  it  shall  be  within  dreie. 


So  that  no  water  might  it  greue. 
And  thus  in  hope,  and  good  beleue 
Of  that  the  corps  shall  well  ariue» 
Thei  cast  it  ouer  horde  as  bliue. 

Qualiter  Appolinus,  vxoris  sue  corpbre  io  mare 
proiecto,  Tyrum  relinquens,  curium  soum  Ter- 
8US  Tharsim  nauigio  dolens  arripuit. 

The  ship  forthe  on  the  wawes  went. 
The  prince  hath  changed  his  entente 
And  saiih,  he  will  not  come  at  Tyre 
As  than,  but  all  his  desire. 
Is  firste  to  sailen  vnto  Tharse; 
The  wyndie  storme  began  to  scarse. 
The  Sonne  arist,  the  weder  cleretb. 
The  shipman,  which  bebinde  stereth. 
Whan  that  he  saw  the  wyndes  sanght. 
Towards  Tharse  his  coura  he  straaght. 

Qualiter  corpus  prcdicte  defuncte  super  litua 
apud  Ephesum  quidam  medicus  nomine  Ceri- 
mone,  cum  aiiquibus  suis  discipulis  inuenit,  quod 
in  hospicium  portans,  et  extra  cistam  ponens 
spiraculo  vite  in  ea  adhuc  inuento^  ipsam  plen^ 
sanitati  restituit. 

But  nowe  to  my  matere  ageyn. 
To  telle  as  olde  bokes  seyne. 
This  dead  corps,  of  whiche  ye  knowe. 
With  wydde  and  was  forth  thro  we, 
Nowe  here,  nowe  there,  till  at  last 
At  Ephesus  the  sea  vpcast 
The  coffre,  and  all  that  was  therin. 
Of  great  meruaile  nowe  begyn 
Maie  here,  who  that  sitteth  still. 
That  god  will  sane  maie  not  spill. 
Right  as  the  corps  was  throwe  a  londe. 
There  cam  walkynge  vpon  the  stroude, 
A  worth ie  clerke,  and  surgicn,  ^ 
And  eke  a  great  physicien. 
Of  all  the  londe  the  wisest  one, 
Whiche  bight  maister  Cerimone. 
There  were  of  his  disciples  some. 
This  maister  is  to  the  coffer  come. 
He  peyseth  there  was  somwbat  in. 
And  bad  hem  beare  it  to  his  inne. 
And  goeth  him  selfe  forthe  with  alle. 
All  that  shall  falle.falle  shall. 

Thei  comen  home,  and  taric  nought. 
This  coffer  in  to  his  chamber  is  brought, 
Whiche  that  thei  finde  faste  stoke. 
But  thei  with  crafte  it  haue  vnloke. 
Thei  loken  in,  where  as  thei  founde 
A  body  deade,  whiche  was  wounde 
In  cloth  of  golde,  as  I  saide  ere. 
The  trcsour  eke  thei  founden  there, 
Focthwith  the  letter  whiche  thei  rede. 
And  tho  thei  token  better  hede. 
Uosowed  was  the  body  soone, 
As  he  that  knewe,  what  was  to  doone. 
This  noble  clerke  with  all  haste 
Began  the  veyncs  for  to  taste. 
And  sawe  hir  age  was  of  youthe. 
And  with  the  craftes,  whiche  he  couth. 
He  sought  and  founde  a  signe  of  life. 
With  that  this  worthie  kinges  wife 
Honestlie  thei  token  oute. 
And  mayden  fyres  all  aboote* 
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Thei  leied  hhr  on  a  cooche  softe, 
And  with  arshete  warmed  ofte 
Hir  colde  breste  began  to  heate, 
Hir  herte  also  to  flacke  and  beate. 
This  maister  hath  hir  euery  ioynte 
With  certein  oyle  and  balsam  anoynte, 
And  put  a  licour  in  hir  moathe, 
Whiche  is  to  fewe  clerkes  coatbe. 
So  that  she  coueretb  at  laste. 
Aud  first  hir  eieu  vp  she  caste, 
And  whan  she  -more  of  strength  caught, 
Hir  armes  both  forth  she  straught, 
Helde  vp  hir  honde,  and  pitouslie 
She  spake,  and  said,  where  am  I  ? 
Where  is  my  lorde,  what  worlde  is  this? 
As  she  that  wote  not  howe  it  is. 

But  Cerimone  the  worthie  liche 
Answerde  anone  vpon  his  speche. 
And  saide :  madame  ye  ben  here, 
Where  ye  be  saue,  as  ye  shall  here 
Here  aflerwarde,  for  thy  as  nowe 
My  counceil  is  comforteth  you. 
For  tristeth  wel  withoute  faile. 
There  is  no  thinge,  which  shall  you  faila. 
That  ought  of  reason  to  be  do. 
Thus  passen  thei  a  dale  or  two* 

Qualiter  rxor  Appolini  sanata,  domum  religionis 
petiit,  vbi  sacro  relamine  muoita,  castam  omni 
tempore  vouit. 

Thei  speke  of  nought  as  for  an  ende, 
Til  she  began  somdele  amende. 
And  wist  hir  sdfe,  what  she  mente. 
Tho  for  to  knowe  hir  hole  entente. 
This  maister  asketh  all  the  caas, 
Howe  she  cam  there,  and  what  she  was* 

Howe  I  came  here»  wote  I  nought, 
Quod  she,  but  well  I  am  bethought 
Of  other  thinges  all  about, 
Fro  poynte  to  poynte  and  tolde  him  onte. 
As  ferforthly  as  she  it  wist. 

And  he  hir  tolde  howe  in  a  chiste 
The  sea  hir  threwe  vpon  the  londe. 
And  what  tresour  with  hir  he  fonde, 
Whiche  was  all  redy  at  hir  wille. 
As  he  that  shope  him  to  folfille 
With  al  his  might,  what  thinge  he  sholde. 

She  thonketh  him,  that  he  so  wolde. 
And  all  hir  herte  she  disci oseth. 
And  saith  him  wel,  that  she  supposeth, 
Hir  lorde  be  dreiot,  hir  childe  also. 
So  sawe  she  nought  but  all  wo. 
Wberof  as  to  the  worlde  no  more 
Ne  wil  she  tome,  and  praieth  therfore. 
That  in  some  temple  of  the  citec. 
To  kepe  and  holde  hir  chastitee. 
She  might  amonge  the  women  dwell. 
Whan  he  this  tale  herde  tell. 
He  was  right  glad,  and  made  hir  knowen. 
That  he  a  dous^hter  of  his  bwen 
Hath,  whiche  he  wil  vnto  hir  ycue 
To  seme,  while  thei  both  Hue, 
In  stede  of  that,  whiche  she  hath  loste. 
Al  onely  at  his  owne  coste. 
She  shid]  be  rendred  forth  with  hir. 

She  saith,  graunte  mercy  leue  sir, 
God  quite  it  you,  there  I  ne  maie. 
And  thus  thei  driue  forth  the  dait 


Till  time  cam,  that  she  was  hole. 
And  tho  thei  toke  hercounseyle  hole 
To  shape  vpon  good  gouernances 
And  made  a  wbrthie  purueiance 
Ageyne  daie,  whan  thei  be  veiled. 
And  thus  when  that  thei  were  counselled, 
In  blacke  clothes  thei  them  cloth, 
The  donghter  and  the  lady  both. 
And  yolde  hem  to  religion. 
The  feste,  and  the  profeaiion. 
After  the  rule  of  that  degree, 
I  Was  made  with  great  solemnitee 
Where  as  Diane  is  sanctified. 
Thus  stant  this  lady  iustified. 
In  ordre,  where  she  thynketh  to  dwelle. 

Qualiter  Appolinus  Tharsim  nauigans,  filiam  suam 
Thaisim  Strangulioni  et  Dionysie  vxori  sue  edu- 
candum  commendauit,  et  deinde  Tyrum  adiit, 
vbi  cum  inestimabili  gaudio  a  suis  receptus  est. 

But  nowe  ageinwarde  for  to  telle 
In  what  plite  that  hir  lorde  stode  in. 

He  saileth,'tyll  that  he  maie  wynne 
The  hauen  of  Tharse,  as  I  saide  ere. 
And  whan  he  was  arriued  there, 
I  Tho  was  it  through  the  citee  knowe. 
Men  might  see  within  a  throwe. 
As  who  saith  all  the  towne  at  ones 
Thei  come  ageyne  hym  for  the  nones 
To  yeuen  hym  the  reuerence. 
So  glad  thei  were  of  his  presence. 

And  though  he  were  in  his  corage 
Diseased,  yet  with  glad  visage 
He  made  hem  chere,  and  to  his  ione. 
Where  he  whylom  soiourned  in. 
He  goth  h3rm  straught,  and  was  receiued. 
And  whan  the  prees  of  people  is  weiued. 
He  taketh  his  hoste  vnto  hym  tho 
And  saith :  My  frende  StfanguliOy 
Lo  thus,  and  thus  it  isbefalle: 
And  thou  thy  selfe  arte  one  of  all, 
Forthwith  thy  wife,  whiche  I  most  trist. 
For  thy  if  it  you  both  list. 
My  doughter  Thaise  by  your  leue 
I  thynke  shall  with  you  bilcue 
As  for  a  tyme:  and  thus  1  praie. 
That  she  be  kepte  by  all  waie. 
And  whan  she  hath  of  age  more^ 
That  she  be  set  to  bokes  lore. 
And  this  auowe  to  god  I  make. 
That  I  shall  neuer  for  hir  sake 
My  berde  for  no  likynge  shauCy 
Till  it  befalle,  that  I  haue 
In  couenable  tyme  of  age 
Besette  hir  vnto  manage. 

Thus  thei  accorde,  and  all  is  welle : 
And  for  to  resten  h3rm  somdele. 
As  for  a  while  he  ther  soiourneth. 
And  than  he  taketh  his  leue,  and  toumeth 
To  ship,  and  goth  hym  home  to  Tyre, 
Where  euery  man  with  greatt  desyre 
Awaiteth  vpon  his  corny nge, 

But  whan  the  ship  cam  in  sailynge. 
And  perccinen  that  it  is  he. 
Was  neuer  yet  in  no  citee 
Suche  ioye  made,  as  thei  tho  made. 
His  herte  also  began  to  glade 
Of  ^hat  he  seeth  bis  people  gladde. 

Lo  thus  fortune  his  bappe  hath  ladde. 
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la  sondry  wise  he  was  inuailed. 
But  bow  go  euer  he  be  assailed. 
His  later  ende  shall  be  good. 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


fiualiter  Thaisis  vna  cum  PhiloteDoa  Sraogulionis 
et  Dionysie  filia«  omnis  sciencie  et  bonestatis 
doctrina  imbuta-est,  sed  et  Thaisis  Philotennam 
precelleDs  in  odium  mortale  per  inuidiam  a 
Dionysia  recollecta  est. 

And  for  to  speke  bowe  that  it  stoode 
Of  Thaisehis  doughter,  wbere  she  dwelletb. 
In  Tharse  as  the  cronike  tclleth 
She  was  well  kepte,  she  was  well  loked^ 
She  was  well  tauj^rht,  she  was  well  boked: 
So  well  she  spedbir  in  hir  youth, 
That  she  of  euery  wysedome  couth. 
That  for  to  secbe  in  euery  londe 
So  wise  an  other  no  mau  fbnde, 
Ke  so  well  taught  at  mannes  eie. 
But  wo  worth  euer  false  enuie. 
For  it  beGll  that  tyme  so, 
A  doughter  bath  Srangulio, 
Whiche  was  clepjad  Philotenne, 
But  fame;  whicbe  will  euer  renne 
Came  all  daie  to  hir  mothers  eare. 
And  saith,  where  euer  hir  doughter  were 
*  With  Thaise  set  in  any  place. 
The  common  voyce,  the  comon  grace 
Was  all  vpon  that  other  mayde, 
And  of  hir  daughter  no  roan  sayde. 

Who  was  wroth  but  Dionyse  than  ? 
Hir  thought  a  thousande  yere  till  whan 
She  might  be  of  Thaise  wreke, 
Of  that  she  herde  folke  so  spcke. 
And  fill  that  ilke  same  tide. 
That  dead  was  trewe  Licboride, 
Whicbe  had  be  seruant  to  Thaise, 
So  that  she  was  the  yron  at  ease, 
For  she  bath  than  no  seruise. 
But  onely  through  this  Dionyse, 
Whicbe  was  her  deadly  ennemie: 
Through  pure  treason  and  enuie. 
She  that  of  all  sorowe  can, 
Tho  spake  vnto  hir  bondeman, 
Whicbe  deped  was  Theophilns, 
And  made  hym  swere  in  counceill  thus. 
That  be  suche  tyme  as  she  hym  set, 
Shall  come  Thaise  for  to  fette. 
And  lede  hir  out  of  all  sight, 
Wbere  that  no  man  hir  helpe  might, 
tJpon  the  stronde  nigfae  the  sea. 
And  there  he  shall  this  maiden  slea. 
This  chorles  herte  is  in  a  trance, 
As  he  whicbe  drad  hym  of  vengeance. 
Whan  tyme  cometh  an  other  daie: 
But  yet  durst  he  not  sale  naio. 
But  swore,  and  said  be  shulde  fiilfill 
Hir  hettes  at  hir  owne  will. 

ftoaliter  Dionysia  Tbaisim  vt  occideret,  Tbeopbilo 
seruo  suo  tnididit,  qui  cum  noclanter  longius  ab 
▼rbe  ipsam  prope  litus  maris  interficere  propo- 
snerat,  pirate  ibidem  latitantes Tbaisim  de  manu 
camificis  eripuerunt,  ipsam  que  vsque  ciuitatem 
Mitelenam  duoentes,cuidem  lieonino  scortomm 
ibidem  magittro  Tendiderunt. 

The  treason  and  eke  tyme  is  shape. 

So  fell  that  tiiis  churlissbe  knapa  , 


Hath  lad  this  maiden  where  he  woldd 
Upon  the  stronde,  and  what  she  sholde 
She  was  adrad,  and  he  out  brayde 
A  rusty  swerde,  and  to. hir  saide. 
Thou  sbalt  be  deadi  alas  quod  she. 
Why  shall  I  so?  Lo  thus  quod  he 
My  ladie  Dionyse  bath  bede, 
Tbou  sbalt  be  mucdred  in  this  sted«» 

This  maiden  tho  for  feare  shright. 
And  for  the  loue  of  god  all  might 
She  preith  that  fur  a  litell  stounde. 
She  might  kne!e  vpon  the  grounde 
Towarde  the  heueo  for  to  crane 
Hir  wofull  soule  tliat  she  maie  sane. 

And  with  this  noyse,  and  with  this  crie, 
Out  of  a  barge  faste  by, 
Whiche  hid  was  there  on  scomer  Cure, 
Men  sterten  out  and  weren  ware 
Of  this  felon,  and  he  to  go. 
And  she  began  to  crie  tho, 
A  luercy  helpe  for  goddes  sake. 
In  to  the  barge  the'r  hir  take. 
As  tbeues  shnlde,  and  forth  thei  wente. 
Upon  the  sea  the  wynde  hem  bent, 
And  maulgre  wbere  thei  wolde  or  none, 
Tofore  the  weder  forth  thei  gone. 
There  helpe  no  saile,  there  helpe  none  ore, 
Forstormed,  and  forblowen  sore 
In  gpreat  peri  11  so  forth  thei  driue. 
Till  at  laste  thei  arriue 
At  Mitelene  the  citee.  ' 
In  haoen  saufe  and  whan  thei  bee. 
The  maister  shipman  made  him  boune. 
And  goth  hym  out  in  to  the  towne. 
And  profereth  Thaise  for  to  sella. 

One  Leonin  it  heide  telle, 
Whiche  maister  of  the  bordel  was. 
And  bad  hym  go  a  redie  pas 
To  fetcben  hir:  and  forth  he  went. 
And  Thaise  out  of  his  barge  he  bent. 
And  to  the  bordeler  h)r  solde. 
And  that  he  by  hir  body  wolde 
Take  auautage,  let  do  crie. 
That  what  man  wolde  his  lecberie 
Attempte  vpon  hir  maidenbede, 
Laie  downe  the  golde,  and  he  shulde  spede. 

And  thus  whan  he  hath  cried  it  out, 
I  sight  of  all  the  people  about 

Snaliter  Leoninus  Tbaisim  ad  lupanar  destinauit, 
vbi  dei  gracia  preuenta,  ipsius  virginitatem  nul- 
lus  violare  potuiL 

He  ladde  hir  to  the  bordell  tho. 
No  wonder  though  she  were  wo. 
Close  in  a  chambre  by  hir  selfe, 
Eche  after  other  ten  or  twelfe 
Of  yonge  men  in  to  hir  went 
But  suche  a  grace  god  hir  sent. 
That  for  the  sorowe,  whiche  she  made. 
Was  none  of  hem,  which  power  hade 
To  done  hir  any  vilauie. 

This  Leonin  let  ener  a^ie. 
And  wayteth  after  great  beyete. 
But  ail  for  nought  she  was  forlete. 
That  no  man  wolde  there  come. 

Whan  he  therof  hath  bede  nome. 
And  knewe,  (hat  she  was  yet  a  mayde. 
Unto  his  owne  man  ba.saydc, 
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That  be  with  strength  ageyne  hir  leue, 
Tbo  shalde  hir  maydeohode  bereue. 
This  mao  g otb  in,  but  so  it  fcrde. 
Whan  he  hir  wofoJl  pleinies  herde, 
And  he  therof  hath  take  kepe, 
Hym  list  better  f^r  to  wepe. 
Than  do  ought  elles  to  the  game. 
And  thus  she  keptelur  sdfG  fro  shame, 
And  kneled  downe  to  thefthe  and  prayde 
Unto  this  many  and  thus  she  sayde: 

If  so  be,  that  thy  maister  n^lde. 
That  I  his  good  encrees  sholde;. 
It  maie  not  falle  by  this  w^ie. 
But  suffipe  me  to  go  my  wey^ 
Out  of  this  hous,  where  I  am  in, 
And  I  shall  make  hym  for  to  wyn 
In  some  place  eis  of  the  towne, 
Be  so  it  be  of  religiowne, 
^*here  that  honest  women  dwelle. 
And  thus  thou  might  thy- maister  telle. 
That  whan  I  bane  a  chambre  therey 
Let  hym  do  crie  aie  wide  where, 
What  lorde,  that  hath  his  doughter  dere, 
-And  is  in  will  that  she  shall  lere 
Of  suche  a  schole  that  is  trewcy 
I  shall  hir  teche  of  thynges  newe, 
Whiche  that  none  other  woman  can 
In  all  this  londe.    And  tho  this  man 
Hir  tale  hath  herdd,  he  goth  ageyn« 
And  tolde  vnto  his  maister  pleyn, 
That  she  hath  seyde  :  and  thenrpon. 
Whan  that  he  sawe  beyete  none 
At  the  boidell  because  of  hir, 
He  bad  his  man  go  and  spir 
A  place,  where  she  might  abide, 
That  he  maie  wynne  vpou  some  side 
By  that  she  can :  bat  at  lest 
Thus  was  she  saofe  of  this  tempest. 

ftnaliter  Tbaisis  a  lupanari  virgo  liberata,  inter 
sacras  muUeres  liospicium  habens,  soientias, 
quibos  edocta  fnit,  nobiles  regui  pucllas  ibidem 
edooebat. 

He  hath  hir  fro  the  bordell  take. 
But  that  was  not  for  goddes  sake, 
But  for  the  lucre,  as  she  hym  tolde, 
Nowe  oomen  tho,  that  comen  wolde 
Of  women  in  her  lustie  youth 
To  here  and  see,  what  tbinge  she  couth* 
She  can  the  wisedome  of  a  clerke. 
She  can  of  any  lustie  werke, 
MHiiche  to  a  gentill  woman  longeth, 
And  some  of  hem  she  vnderfongeth 
To  the  citole,  and  to  the  harpe. 
And  whome  it  liketh  for  to  carpe 
Proueibet  and  demaundes  slie. 
An  other  soche  thei  nener  sie, 
Whiche  that  science  to  well  tanght, 
Wherof  she  great  giltes  caught. 
That  she  to  Leonin  hath  wonne. 
And  thns  hir  name  is  so  begonne 
Of  sondrie  thynges,  that  she  techeth. 
That  all  the  londe  to  hir  secheth 
of  yoDga  women,  for  to  lere. 

Qnaliter  Theophilus  ad  Dionysiam  mane  redtens 

,    affirmauit  se  Thaiiim  occidisse,  super  quo  Dio- 

oysia  vna  cum  Stiangulione  marito  suo  dolorem 

IB  pablico  confingentes,  exequias  et  sepulturam 


honorifice,  quantum  ad  extra  subdola  coniecta* 
tione  fieri  constituerunt. 

NowB  lette  we  this  mayden  here^ 

And  speke  of  Dionyse  agayne» 

And  of  Tbeophile  the  vilayne. 

Of  whiche  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore. 

Whan  Thaise  sbulde  haue  be  forlore. 

This  false  chorle  to  his  lad!e 

Whan  he  cam  home  all  priuely, 

He  saith:  Madame  slayne  I  haue 

This  mayde  Thaise,  and  is  begraue 

In  priuy  place,  as  ye  me  bede. 

For  thy  madame  taketh  hede. 

And  kepe  couneeyle,  howe  so  it  stonde. 

This  fc-nde,  whiche  hath  this  vnderstond. 

Was  glad,  and  wcneth  it  be  sootli. 

Now  se  hereafter  how  she  dooth. 

She  wepeth,  she  crieth,  she  compleyneth| 
And  of  sickenes,  whiche  she  feynetb 
She  saith,  that  Thaise  sodeynly 
By  night  is  dead,  as  she  and  I 
To  gether  lien  nigh  my  lorde. 
She  was  a  woman  of  recorde, 
And  all  is  leued,  that  she  seyth; 
And  for  to  yeue  a  more  feitb 
Hir  husbonde,  and  eke  she  both 
In  blacke  clothes  thei  hem  cloth. 
And  make  a  great  enterement. 
And  for  the  people  shall  be  blent. 
Of  Thaise  as  for  the  remembrance. 
After  the  riall  otde  vsance, 
A  tombe  of  laton  noble  and  riche, 
With  an  ymage  vnto  hir  liche 
Liggynge,  aboqe  tbervpon. 
The  made,  and  set  it  vp  anon, 

Hir  epitaphe  of  good  assise 
Was  writte  about:  and  in  this  wise 
It  spake,  O  ye  that  this  bebolde, 
Lo  here  lieth  she,  the  whiche  was  holde 
The  fairest,  and  the  floure  of  all, 
Whose  name  Tbaisis  men  call. 

The  kynge  of  Tyre  Appolinus 
Hir  father  was,  nuwe  lieth  she  thuSj 
Fourtene  yere  she  was  of  age, 
Whan  deth  hir  toke  to  his  viage* 

Qualiter  Appolinus  in  regno  suo  apud  Tyrom  ex« 
istens,  parUamentum  fieri  eonititait, 

Thdi  was  this  ftlse  treason  bid, 
Whiche  afterward  was  wyde  kid. 
As  by  the  tale  a  man  shall  hera. 
But  to  declare  my  matere 
To  Tyre  I  thynke  toume  agejme* 
And  telle,  as  the  cronikes  seyne. 

Whan  that  the  kynge  was  comen  bome^ 
And  hath  lefte  in  the  salte  fome 
His  wife,  whiche  he  maie  not  foryete. 
For  lie  sonw  comforte  wolde  gete. 
He  lette  sommone  a  parlenient. 
To  whiche  the  lordes  wereii  assent. 
And  of  the  tyme  he  hath  ben  out. 
He  seeth  the  thynges  all  about, 
And  tolde  hem  eke  howe  be  hath  fora 
While  he  was  out  of  londe  fore. 
And  praide  hem  all  to  abide : 
For  be  wolde  at  some  tide 
Do  shape  for  his  wiues  mynde. 
As  he  that  wolde  not  be  Toluiide* 


Solempne  was  that  ilke  office, 
And  ricbe  was  the  sacrifice, 
The  feast  rially  was  bolde. 
And  therto  was  he  welt  bebolde. 
For  suche  a  wife  as  he  bad  one. 
In  thiike  dales  was  there  none. 


Soaliter  Appolinus  post  parliamentuin  Tharsim 
pro  Thaise  filia  sua  querenda  adiit,  qua  ibidem 
non  inuenta  abinde  nauigio  recessit. 

■ 

Whan  this  was  done,  then  he  him  thought 
Upon  his  doughter,  and  besought 
.Suche  of  his  tordes,  as  he  wolde. 
That  thei  with  him  to  Tharse  sholde 
To  fette  bis  doughter  Thaise  there. 
And  thei  anone  all  redie  were. 
To  ship  thei  gone,  and  forth  thei  went. 
Till  thei  the  hauen  of  Tharse  hente. 
Thei  loude,  and  foile  of  that  thei  seche 
By  couerture  and  sleight  of  speche. 
This  false  man  Strangulio, 
Aud  Dionyse  bis  wife  also. 
That  he  the  better  trowe  might, 
Thei  ladde  bym  to  haue  a  sight. 
Where  that  hir  tombe  was  arraicd. 
The  lasse  yet  be  was  mispayde. 

And  netbeles  so  as  he  durst. 
He  cursetb,  and  sayth  all  the  wurst 
Unto  fortune,  as  to  the  blinde, 
Whiche  can  no  siker  wey  finde. 
For  bym  she  newetb  euer  amonge. 
And  medleth  sorowe  with  his  songe. 
But  sitbeit  maie  no  better  be. 
He  thonketh  god,  and  forth  goth  be 
Sailynge  towarde  Tyre  ageyne. 
3ut  sodeynly  the  wynde  and  reyne 
Began  vpon  the  sea  debate. 
So  that  be  suffre  mote  algate. 

Sualiter  nauis  Appoltni  Yentis  agitata  portum 
▼rbis  Mitelene  in  die  quo  festa  Neptuni  cele- 
brari  consueuenint,  applicuit,  sed  ipse  pre  do- 
lore  Thaisis  filie  sue,  quam  mortuam  reputabat, 
in  fimdo  nauis  obscuro  iacens  lumeu  videre 
noluit. 

Thb  lawe,  which  Neptune  ordeineth, 
Wherof  full  ofte  tyme  he  pleyoeth, 
And  held  him  wel  the  more  eamaied 
Of  that  be  bath  tofore  atsaied. 
So  that  for  pure  sorowe  and  care. 
Of  that  he  seeth  this  worlde  so  fare. 
The  rest  he  leuetb  of  bis  caban. 
That  for  the  counseil  of  no  man, 
Ageyne  tberin  be  nolde  come. 
But  bath  beneth  his  place  nomcy 
Where  be  wepynge  alone  laie. 
There  as  be  sawe  no  light  of  daie. 

And  thus  tofore  the  wynde  thei  drine. 
Till  longe  and  late  thei  arriae 
With  great  distresse,  as  it  was  sens 
Upon  this  towne  of  Mitelene, 
Whiche  was  a  noble  citee  tho. 
And  bappenetb  tbilke  tyme  so. 
The  lonles  both,  and  thecommane 
The  high  festes  of  Neptune 
Upon  the  stronde  at  riaage, 
As  it  was  castome  and  vsage 
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Solempueliche  thei  be  sigh. 
Whan  thei  this  strange  yessell  sigh 
Com  in,  and  hath  his  saile  analed, 
The  towne  therof  hath  spoke  aud  taled. 

Sualiter  A  tenagoras  vrbis  Mitelene  princeps  naoim 
Appolini  inuestigans,  ipsum  sic  contristatum 
nihil  que  respondentem  consolari  satagebat. 

The  lorde,  whiche  of  that  citee  was^ 
Whose  name  is  Atenagoras, 
Was  there,  and  saide,  he  wolde  see. 
What  ship  it  is,  and  who  they  bee. 
That  ben  therin  :  and  after  soone, 
Whan  that  be  sigh  il  was  to  doone. 
His  barge  was  for  him  araied. 
And  he  goeth  foorth,  and  hath  assaied. 
He  fonde  the  ship  of  great  araie: 
But  what  thynge  it  amouote  maie, 
He  sigh  thei  maden  heuy  chere. 
But  well  him  thiuketh  by  the  manere. 
That  thei  ben  worthie  men  of  bloody 
And  asketb  of  hem  howe  it  stoode : 
And  thei  him  tellen  all  the  caas, 
Howe  that  her  lorde  fordriue  was, 
And  whiche  a  sorowe  that  he  made, 
Of  whiche  there  maie  no  man  him  glade. 
He  praieth  that  he  her  lorde  maie  see. 
But  thei  him  tolde  it  maie  not  bee. 
For  he  lieth  in  so  derke  a  place. 
That  there  maie  no  wight  see  his  face. 
But  for  all  that  though  hem  be  lotbe. 
He  fonde  the  ladder,  and  downe  he  goetb» 
And  to  bim  spake  but  none  answere 
Ageine  of  him  ne  might  he  here. 
For  ought  that  he  can  do  or  seyne. 
And  thus  he  goeth  bim  vp  ageyn. 

Qualiter  precepto  principis,  vt  Appolinum  conso- 
laretur,  Thaisis  cum  cithera  sua  ad  ipsom  ia 
obscuro  nauis,  vbi  iacebat,  producta  est. 

Tho  was  there  spoke  in  many  wise 
Amonges  hem,  that  weren  wise, 
Nowe  this,  nowe  that,  but  at  last 
The  wisdume  of  the  towne  thus  cast. 
That  yonge  Thaise  was  assent. 
For  if  there  be  amendement 
To  glad  with  this  wofull  kynge. 
She  can  so  muche  of  enery  thynge. 
That  she  shall  glad  him  anone. 

A  messager  for  hir  is  gone, 
And  she  came  with  hir  harpe  in  honde, 
'  And  saide  hem,  that  she  wolde  fonde 
By  alt  the  weies,  that  she  can. 
To  glad  with  this  sory  man. 
But  what  he  was,  she  wist  nought 
But  all  the  ship  hir  hath  besought, 
Tkat  she  hir  witte  on  him  dispende. 
In  aunter  if  he  might  amende. 
And  sayn  :  it  shall  be  well  aquit. 

Whan  she  bath  vnderstonden  it. 
She  goeth  hir  doune,  there  as  be  laie. 
Where  that  she  harpeth  many  a  laie. 
And  like  an  angell  songe  with  alle. 
But  he  no  more  than  the  walle 
Toke  bede  of  any  thynge  he  berde. 

And  whan  she  sawe  that  he  so  ferde. 
She  falleth  with  bym  vnto  wordes. 
And  tcUeth  him  of  sondrie  hordes. 
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And  asketh  htm  demandes  strange, 

Whereof  she  made  his  berte  change. 

And  to  hir  spechc  bis  eare  he  leyde 

And  hath  meruaile,  of  that  she  sayde. 

For  in  prouerbe,  and  in  problcme 

She  spake,  and  bad'  he  shulde  deme, 

In  many  a  subtile  question. 

But  he  for  no  suggestion 

Whiche  towarde  hym  she  coude  stere. 

He  wolde  not  one  worde  answere. 

But  at  a  mad  man  at  laste. 

His  head  wepynge  awey  be  caste. 

And  halfe  in  wrath  he  bad  hir  go. 

But  yet  she  wolde  not  do  so. 

And  in  the  derke  forth  she  gothe^ 

Till  she  hym  toucheth,  and  he  wroth. 

And  after  hir  with  his  honde 

He  smote:  and  thus  whan  she  him  fondt 

Diseased,  courteisly  she  sayde, 

Auoy  my  lonle,  I  am  a  mayde. 

And  if  ye  wyst,  what  I  am. 

And  out  of  what  linage  I  cam. 

Ye  wolde  not  be  so  saluage. 

With  that  he  sobreth  his  courage, 

fiualiter  sicut  dens  destinauit  patri  filiam  inoen- 

tam  recognouit. 

And  put  awey  his  heuie  chere. 

But  of  hem  two  a  man  maie  lere. 

What  is  to  be  so  sibbe  of  bloode, 

None  wist  of  other  howe  it  stoode. 

And  yet  the  father  at  laste 

His  herte  vpon  this  mayde  caste. 

That  he  hir  loueth  kyndely. 

And  yet  he  wist  neuer  why. 

But  all  was  knowe  er  that  thei  went. 

For  god  wote  her  hole  entente 

Her  hertes  both  anone  discloseth* 

This  kynge,  vnto  this  maide  opposeth, 

And  asketh  first,  what  is  hir  name. 

And  where  she  lerned  alt  this  game. 

And  of  what  kyn  she  was  come. 

And  she  that  bath  his  wordes  oome, 

Answereth,  and  saith:  my  name  is  Thaise, 

That  was  sometyme  well  at  aise. 

In  Tharse  I  was  forthdrawe  and  fedde. 

There  I  lerned,  till  I  was  spedde 

Of  that  I  can :  my  father  eke 

I  not  where  that  1  shulde  hym  seke. 

He  was  a  kynge  men  tolde  me. 

My  mother  dreint  in  the  see. 

Fh>  poynt  to  poynt  all  she  hym  tolde, 

That  she  hath  longe  in  herte  holde, 

And  neuer  durst  make  hir  mone, 

But  onely  to  this  lorde  allone. 

To  whom  hir  herte  can  not  hele, 

Tonme  it  to  wo,  tourne  it  to  wele, 

Toume  it  to  good,  tourne  it  to  harme. 

And  be  tho  toke  hir  in  his  arme, 
But  snche  a  ioye  as  he  tho  made, 
Wat  neuer  lene,  thus  ben  thei  glade. 
That  sory  hadden  be  tofome. 
Fro  this  daie  fortune  hath  swome 
To  set  hym  vpwarde  on  the  whele. 
So  goth  the  worlde,  now  wo,  now  wele. 

Snaliter  Atbenagoras  Appolinum  de  naui  in  bos* 
picium  honor!  fice  recoUegit,  et  Thaisim,  patre 
coDKntciente,  in  Tzorem  duxit* 


This  kynge  hath  founde  newe  graee, 
So  that  oat  of  his  derke  place. 
He  goth  hym  vp  in  to  the  light. 
And  with  hym  cam  that  sn'ete  wight 
His  doughter  Thaise,  and  forth  anoue 
Thei  bothe  into  the  caban  gone, 
Whiche  was  ordcined  for  the  kynge. 
And  there  he  did  of  all  his  thynge. 
And  was  araied  rially. 
And  out  be  cam  all  openly. 
Where  Atbenagoras  he  fonde, 
Whiche  was  lorde  of  all  the  londe. 
He  praieih  the  kynge  to  come  and  see 
His  castell  bothe,  and  his  citee. 
And  thus  thei  gone  forth  all  in  fere 
This  kyng,  this  lorde,  thu  maiden  dere« 
This  lorde  tho  made  hem  richc  feste, 
With  enery  thynxe,  whiche  was  honeste 
To  plese  with  this  worthy  kynge : 
Ther  lacketh  hem  no  maner  thynge. 
But  3'et  for  all  his  noble  araie 
Wiucles  be  was  vnto  that  daie. 
As  he  that  yet  was  of  yonge  age. 

So  fill  ther  in  to  his  corage 
The  lustie  wo,  the  glad  payne 
Of  loue,  whiche  no  man  restrayne 
Yet  neuer  might  as  now  tofore. 
This  lorde  thynketh  all  this  world  lore. 
But  if  the  kynge  will  doone  hym  grace. 
He  waiteth  tyme,he  waiteth  place, 
Hym  thought  his  herte  wold  to  breke, 
Till  be  maie  to  this  maide  speke. 
And  to  hir  fader  eke  also. 
For  mariage,  and  it  fyll  so. 
That  all  was  doone,  right  as  he  thought. 
His  purpos  to  an  ende  he  brought, 
She  wedded  hym  as  for  hir  lorde, 
Thus  ben  thei  all  of  one  accorde. 

Sualiter  Appolinus,  vna  cum  filia  et  eius  marito 
nauim  ingredientes,  a  Mitilena  vsque  Tharsim 
cursnm  proposuerunt,  sed  Appolinus  in  somnis 
admonitus  versus  Ephesum,  vt  ibidem  in  tem- 
pi o  Diane  sactificaret,  vela  per  mare  diueitit. 

Whan  all  was  done  right  as  thei  wolde^ 
The  kynge  vnto  his  sonne  tolde 
Of  Tharse  thilke  traiterie. 
And  said,  howe  in  his  companie 
His  doughter  and  him  seluen  eke. 
Shall  go  vengeance  for  to  seke. 

The  shippes  were  redie  soone. 
And  whan  thei  sawe  it  was  to  doone. 
Without  let  of  any  went. 
With  saile  vp  drawe  forth  thei  weote 
1  owarde  Tharse  vpon  the  tide : 
But  he  that  wote  what  shall  betide^ 
The  hie  god,  whiche  wolde  hym  kepe, 
Whau  that  this  kynge  was  fast  a  slepe 
By  nightes  tyme  he  hath  hym  bede 
To  sayle  vnto  another  stede. 
To  Ephesum  he  bad  hym  drawe. 
And  as  it  was  that  tyme  la  we 
He  shall  do  there  his  sacrifice. 
And  eke  he  bad  in  all  wise. 
That  in  the  temple  amongest  all 
His  fortune,  as  it  is  befalle, 
Touchyng  his  doughter,  and  his  wife. 
He  ibaU  be  knone  vpon  his  life. 


♦264 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


The  kioge  of  tbife  auision 
l4ath  great  imagioacion. 
What  thinge  it  signifie  maie. 
And  oetbelessiB  wban  it  was  daie^ 
He  bad  caat  linker,  and  abode. 
And  while  that  be  on  anker  rode, 
The  wynde,  that  vas  tofore  strange, 
Upon  the  poynte  began  to  change. 
And  tometb  thider,  as  it  sbolde. 
Tho  knewe  he  well,  that  god  it  wolde, 
And  bad  the  roaister  make  bym  yare, 
Tofore  the  wynde  for  he  wolde  fiire 
To  Ephesum,  and  so  he  dede. 
And  whan  he  came  into  the  stede, 
Where  as  he  shulde  londe.  be  londeth, 
V^ith  all  the  hastjs  he  maie  and  foude^h 
To  shapen  him  in  snche  a  wise, 
That  he  male  by  the  morowe  arise. 
And  doone  after  ^he  niandement  - 
Of  bym,  whiche  bath  hym  thider  sent* 
And  in  the  wise  that  he  thought,     • 
Upon  the  morowe  so  he  wrought. 
Hii  doughter,  and  bis  sonne  he  nome. 
And  forth  to  the  temple  be  come, 
iKTith  a  great  route  in  companie, 
liis  yeftesfor  to  sacrifie. 

The  citezens  tho  herden  sale 
Of  suche  a  Icynge  that  came  to  praie 
Unto  Diane' the  ^oddesse^ 
And  lefte  all  other  beslnesse, 
Thei  comen  thider  for  to  see 
The  kinge  and  the  solempnitee. 

(ftoaliter  ^ppotinus  Epbesum  in  templo  Qiape 
aacrificans,  yxorem  suam  ibidem  velatam  in 
iienit,  quit  sectipi  assUmpta  nauip  versus  'I'y- 
nim  regretsas  est. 

With  worthie  knightes  enu ironed 
The  kynge  hyoi  selfe  hatb  abaudonpd 
To  the  temple  in  good  entente. 
The  dore  is  vp»  and  in  he  wentr. 
Where  as  with  gre^t  deuocion. 
Of  holy  coDtemplapiov, 
Within  his  berte  he  made  his  shrifle; 
And  after  that  a  riche  yifle 
He  ofFreth  with  great  reuerence. 
And  there  in  open  audience, 
Of  hem  that  stioden  all  aboute. 
He  tolde  hem,  and  declareth  out 
His  happe,  such  as  him  is  befalle, 
There  was  no  thyn^e  foryetc  of  sllle. 
His  wyfe,  as  i(  was  go^ldes  grace* 
Whicbe  waa  professed  in  the  pla^. 
As  she  that  was  abbesse  there. 
Unto  his  tale  hath  leied  bir  ere. 
She  knewe  the  voyoe,  and  the  yisage : 
^or  pore  ioye  as  in  a  rage 
She  straoght  to  hym  all  at  ones, 
And  fill  a  swoiine  Tpon  the  stones* 
Wherof  the  temple  flore  was  paoed 
8be  was  anone  with  water  laued 
Till  she  came  to  hir  selfe  ageyne^ 
And  than  she  began  to  seyne : 

A  blessed  be  the  high  sonde 
That  I  may  se  my  busbonde^ 
Whiche  wbilopa  be,  and  I  were  one. 

Tbe  kynge  ^rith  that  knewe  hir  anone. 
And  toke  hit  in  his  arme,  and  kist. 
And  «U  the  towne  diis  stione  it  wist 


Tho  was  there  Ioye  many  folde. 
For  euery  man  this  tale  hath  tolde, 
Aff  for  miracle,  and  weren  glade. 
But  neuer  man  sucbe  ioye  made, 
As  doth  the  kyng,  which  hath  his  wife. 
And  wban  men  henle  how  th^t  hir  life 
Was  saued,  and  by  whom  it  was, 
Thei  wondred  all  of  suche  a  cas. 
Through  all  the  londe  arose  the  speche 
Of  maister  Cerimbn  the  leche. 
And  of  tbe  cure  whiche  he  dede^ 
The  kynge  hym  selfe  tho  hath  bede. 
And  eke  the  quene  forth  with  hym. 
That  he  the  towne  of  Ephesym 
Will  Icue,  and  go  where  as  thei  bee. 
For  oeuer  man  of  his  degree 
Hath  do  t9  hem  «o  mycbell  good^ 
And  he  his  proflte  vnderstoode, 
And  granteth  with  hem  for  to  wende. 
And  thus  thei  maden  there  an  ende, 
And  token  leoe,  and  gone  to  ship 
With  all  the  hole  felatiship.        ^ 

Soalitrr  Appolfnus  vna  cum  vxore  et  filia  sua 
Tyrum  applicuit. 

Thm  kyng,  whicbe  now  hath  his  desire, 
Saith,  he  woll  holde  his  cours  to  Tyre. 
Thei  ha4den  wynde  at  will  tho, 
With.topsayle  cooje.  and  forth  thei  gp. 
And  stryken  neuer  till  thei  come 
To  Tyre,  where  as  thei  haue  nome 
And  louden  hem  with  mochell  blisse. 
There  was  many  a  mouth  to  kisse, 
Eche  oue  welieometh  other  home. 
But  whan  tbe  quene  to  londe  come, 
And  Thaise  hii^  doughter  by  hir  side, 
The  whiche  ioye  was  thilke  tide 
There  male  i)o  mans  tunge  telle. 
Thei  sayden  all,  here  cometh  the  welle 
Of  all  womaiini&s)ie  grace. 
The  kynge  hath  take  his  roipill  placp. 
The  quene  is  in  to  ch4mbrp  at). 
There  was  great  fest  araied  tho. 
Whan  tytae  Was  tljei  gpnfe  to  mete, 
All  olde  sorowes  ben  foryete. 
And  gladem  hem  with  ioyes  newe. 
The  discoloured  pale  hewe 
Is  nowe  become  a  ruddy  cheke. 
There  was  no  mirth  for  to  seke. 

Sualiter  Apjiolinus    Athenagoram   cum  Thaise 
▼zore  super  Tyrum  coronari  fecit. 

Bdt  euery  man  hath  what  he  wolde. 
The  kynge  as  he  well  coude  and  sbolde 
Makth  to  bis  people  right  ^ooiA  chere. 
And  after  soone,  as  thou  shalt  here^ 
A  parlement  be  had  sommoned. 
Where  he  his  doughter  hath  coroned. 
Forth  witb  the  lordc  of  Mitelene, 
That  on  his  kynge,  that  other  quene. 

And  thus  the  fathers  ordinance. 
This  londe  hath  set  in  gouemance. 
And  sayde  that  he  wolde  wende 
To  Tharse,  ^r  to  toake  an  ende 
Of  that  his  doughter  was  betraied» 
Wherof  were  all  men  well  paied,  ' 
And  said,liowe  it  was  for  to  done. 
The  $hippes  weren  redy  soone. 
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fiusliter  Appoliimt  a  Tyro  per  mare  yersus  Thar- 
■im  iter  arripieos^  vtndictain  contra  Straogn- 
lionem  DioDfsiam  vxorcm  suam  pro  iniuria, 
quam  ipsi  Taisi  filie  sue  intulenint  ittdicmlifer 
assecutns  eit. 

A  8TROMOE  power  with  bim  he  tokej 
tJpon  the  sliie  be  caMt  his  loke* 
And  sigh  the  wynde  was  couenable, 
Thei  bale  vp  aqcre  with  tlia  cable, 
Tbei  saile  on  hie,  the  stere  on  bonde, 
Thei  sailen,  till  thei  come  a  londe 
At  Tharse  oygh  to  the  citee. 

And  whai)  titai  wisten  it  was  bee. 
The  towne  bath  dona  hym  reuerence. 

He  telleth  hem  the  violence, 
Wbiche  the  tcaitour  Strangulio 
And  Dionyse  byni  had  do 
Touchynge  bis  doagbter,  as  ye  berde* 
And  whan  thei  wist,  how  it  ferde. 
As  he  whiche  pees  and  lone  sought. 

Unto  the  towne  this  he  besoaght. 

To  done  bim  right  in  ingement. 

'   Anone  tbei  weren  both  assente. 

With  strengthe  of  men  and  comen  soone. 

And  as  hem  thought  it  was  to  doone, 

Atteynt  thei  weren  by  the  lawe. 

And  demed  so  bonged  and  drawe, 

And  brent,  and  with  wynde  to  biowe. 

That  all  the  worlde  it  might  knowe* 

And  vpon  this  condicion. 

The  dome  in  execocion 

Was  put  anoue  withoute  foile. 

And  enery  man  hath  great  memaile, 

Whicbe  berde  tellen  of  this  chance. 

And  thonked  goddes  puroeance, 

Whiche  doth  mercy  forth  with  iustice. 

Slaiii  is  the  mordrer,  and  the  mordrice 

Through  very  trouth  of  rightwisnessei 

And  through  mercy  saue  i^  simplesse 

Of  hir,  whom  mercy  preserueth. 

Thus  bath  he  wel,  that  wel  deserueth. 

SwUiter  Artestrate  Pentapali  rege  roortuo,  ipsi  de 
regno  epistolas  super  hoc  Appolino  direxenuit, 
Vnde  Appolinus  vna  cum  vxore  sua  in  idem  ad- 
nenientes,  ad  decus  imperii  cum  magno  gaudio 
coronal!  sunt. 

WliAN  a1  this  tbinge  is  doone  and  ende4« 

This  kinge,  which  loued  was  and  frpndea 

A  letter  hath*  whic(i  came  to  hym 

By  ship  fro  Pentapoiin), 

Jn  whiche  the  londe  hath  to  him  written 

That  he  wolde  vnderstonde  and  witte,  ^ 

Howe  in  good  mynde  and  in  good  pees 

Dead  is  the  kinge  Artestrates, 

Wherof  thei  all  of  one  accorde 

Him  praidoi,  as  her  liege  lorde. 

That  he  the  letter  wol  receyoe. 

And  come,  his  reigne  to  receiue: 

Whiche  god  hath  yepe  him,  and  fortune. 

And  thus  besought  the  commune. 

Forthwith  the  ^eat  lordes  alL 

This  kinge  sighe  hove  it  is  be&lle. 
Fro  Tharse  and  in  pro9per|tee 
He  toke  his  lene  qf  that  citee, 
And  goeth  him  in  to  aliip  ayene. 
The  wynde  was  good,  the  Jea  p^B  pleyney 
Hem  nedeth  not  a  riffe  to  slake. 
Til  thei  PenUpolim  haue  Uke. 


The  londe  whiche  berde  of  that  tydinge 
Was  wonder  glad  of  his  cominge. 
He  resteth  him  a  daie  or  two. 
And  toke  bis  counceif  to  him  tho. 
And  set  a  tyme  of  parlement. 
Where  al  the  londe  of  one  assente. 
Forthwith  his  wife  baue  bim  croned, 
Where  all  good  him  was  forsoned. 

Lo  what  it  is  to  be  well  grounded* 
For  he  hath  first  his  loue  founded 
Honestly  as  for  to  wedde. 
Honestly  his  lone  he  spedde, 
And  had  chyldren  with  his  wife, 
And  as  him  liste  he  led  bis  life. 
And  in  ensample  his  life  waswritte. 
That  all  louers  mighten  witte 
Howe  at  laste  it  shal  be  sene 
Of  loue  what  tbei  wolden  mene. 

For  see  nowe  on  that  other  side,, 
Antiochui  with  all  his  pride, 
Whiche  sette  his  loue  vnkyndely, 
His  ende  had  sodeynly, 
Set  ageyn  kynde  vpon  vengeance, 
And  for  his  lust  hath  his  penance. 

Lo  thus  my  sonne  might  thou  lere. 
What  is  to  loue  in  good  manere. 
And  what  to  loue  in  other  wise. 
The  mede  ariseth  of  the  seruice. 
Fortune  though  she  be  not  stable, 
Yet  at  somtime  is  fiiuourable 
To  hem,  that  ben  of  loue  trewe* 
But  oertes  it  is  for  to  rewe. 
To  see  loue  agein  kynde  &lle. 
For  that  makth  sore  a  man  to  falle^ 
As  tbou  might  of  tofore  rede. 
For  thy  my  sonne  I  wolde  the  rede 
To  let  all  other  loue  aweie. 
But  if  it  be  through  suche  aweie. 
As  loue  and  reason  wold  accorde* 
For  elles  if  that  thou  discorde. 
And  take  luste  as  doeth  a  beste. 
Thy  loue  maie  nought  ben  honeste. 
Fur  by  no  skil  that  1  finde 
Suche  luste  is  nought  of  loues  kyi^de 

Confessio  amantis,  vnde  pro  finali  Conclusi 
consilium  confessoris  impetrat. 

Mt  fader  howe  so  that  it  stonde. 
Your  tale  is  herde,  and  vnderstonde. 
As  tbinge,  whiche  worthie  is  to  here 
Of  great  ensample  and  great  matere, 
Wherof  my  fader  god  you  quite. 

But  in  this  poynte  my  selfe  acquite 
I  maie  right  wel,  that  euer  yit 
I  was  assoted  in  my  frit. 
But  onely  in  tha(  worthy  place. 
Where  all  lust  and  all  grace 
Is  set,  if  that  Danger  ne  were : 
But  that  is  all  my  moste  fere. 
I  not  what  ye  fortune  acoumpte. 
But  what  tbinge  Danger  maie  amounte 
I  wot  wel :  for  1  haue  assaied. 
For  whan  myn  hert  is  beste  araied. 
And  I  haue  all  my  wit  through  sought 
Of  loue  to  beseche  hir  ought, 
For  all  that  euer  I  sike  maie, 
1  am  concluded  with  a  n^e. 
That  o  syllable  hath  ouer  throwe 
A  thou9and  wordes  on  a  rowe 
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Of  such  as  I  best  speke  can, 
Thas  am  1  but  a  leude  man. 

But  fader,  for  ye  ben  a  clerke 
Of  loue,  and  this  matere  is  derke. 
And  I  can  euer  lenger  tbe  lasse, 
(But  yet  I  male  not  lete  it  passe) 
Your  hole  counseil  I  besecbe, 
That  ye  me  by  some  weye  teche, 
What  is  my  best,  as  for  an  ende. 

My  Sonne  vnto  the  troutb  wende 
Nowe  woll  I  for  the  loue  of  tbee^ 
And  lete  al  other  tryfles  be. 

Hie  super  amoris  causa  finita  confessione,  Confes- 
sor Genius  ca,  que  sibi  salubrius  expediunt  sano 
coQsilio  finaliter  iniungit. 

The  more  that  the  nede  is  hie. 

The  more  it  nedeth  to  be  slie 

To  him  whiche  hath  the  nede  on  honde, 

I  haue  well  herde  and  vnderstonde, 

My  Sonne,  all  that  thou  hast  me  saied  : 

And  eke  of  that  thou  hast  me  praied 

Kowe  at  this  tyme,  that  1  shall » 

As  for  conclusion  final, 

Coanseyl  vpon  thy  nede  set. 

So  thinke  1  finally  to  knette 

Thy  cause,  there  it  is  to  broke. 

And  make  an  ende  of  that  is  spoke. 

For  I  behight  the  that  gifte 

First  whan  thou  come  rnder  my  shrifte. 

That  though  I  towarde  Venus  were. 

Yet  spake  I  suche  wordes  there, 

That  for  the  prestbode,  whiche  I  haue, 

Myn  order,  and  my  state  to  saue,. 

I  sayde,  I  wolde  of  myn  office 

To  vertue  more  than  to  vice 

lEneline,  and  t^che  the  my  lore. 

For  thy  to  speken  ouermore 

Of  )oue,  whiche  the  maie  auaile. 

Take  loue,  where  it  maie  auaile. 
For  as  of  this,  whiche  thou  arte  in 
By  that  thou  seest  it  »  a  sinne. 
And  sinne  maie  no  price  deserue, 
Withoute  price  and  who  shall  senie, 
I  note  what  proffit  might  auaile. 
This  foloweth  it,  if  thou  trauaile 
Where  thou  no  profit  hast  ne  price, 
Thoo  arte  towarde  thy  selfe  vnwii?e : 
And  sith  thou  mightest  Inst  atteine. 
Of  eoery  lust  the  ende  is  peine. 
Of  euery  peyne  is  good  to  flee. 
So  is -ft  wonder  tbinge  to  see, 
Why  suche  a  thynge  shall  be  desyred. 
The  more  that  a  stocke  is  fired 
The  rather  in  to  ashe  it  torneth. 
Thefoote,  which  in  the  weye  spometh. 
Full  ofte  his  heade  hath  ouerthrowe. 
Thus  loue  is  biynde,  and  can  not  knowe, 
Where  that  he  goeth,  till  he  be  fadde. 
For  thy  bat  if  it  so  befiUIe 
With  good  counceyle  that  he  be  ladde, 
Hym  ought  for  to  ben  a  dradde. 
For  counceyl  passeth  all  tbinge 
To  him,  whiche  thinketh  to  ben  a  kinge. 
And  euery  dmid  for  bis  partie 
A  kyngdome  bath  to  iustifie. 
That  is  to  sein  his  owne  dome, 
lifhe  misrule  that  kyngdome. 
He  leseth  him  selfe,  that  is  more. 
Than  if  he  loste  ship  and  ore, 


And  all  the  woiidesgood  wrtb  aikw 
For  what  man  that  in  speciall 
Hath  not  him  selfe,  he  bath  not  ds. 
No  more  tbe  perles  than  the  sbdf. 
All  is  to  him  of  o  ▼aloe. 
Though  be  had  all  his  retinewe 
The  wide  wodde  right  as  he  wolde, 
Whan  he  his  herte  bath  not  with  hold» 
Towarde  hym  selfe,  all  is  in  Taine. 
And  thus  my  sonne  I  wolde  sayney 
As  I  said  er,  that  thou  arise 
Er  that  thou  fall  in  sncfae  a  wise. 
That  thou  ne  might  thy  aelfe  reeoner. 
For  loue  whiche  that  biynde  was  euer» 
Maktb  all  hivseruantes  biynde  also. 

My  Sonne  and  if  thou  haue  ben  so^ 
Vet  is  it  tyme  to  withdrawe,  • 

And  set  thyn  herte  vnder  that  lawe. 
The  whiche  of  reaaon  ii  gouerned. 
And  not  of  wille :.  and  to  be  lemed 
Ensample  thou. hast  many  one 
Of  nowe  and  eke  of  tjrrae  a  gone. 
That  euery  lust  is  bnt  a  while^ 
And  who  that  wU)  him  selfe  begyle 
He  roaierthe  rather  be  disoeiued. 

My  Sonne  nowe  thou  hast  conceiued 
Somwbat  of  that  I  wolde  mene. 
Here  afterwarde  it  shall  be  sene, 
If  that  thou  \fine  vpon  my  lore. 
For  I  can  do  to  the  no  more, 
But  teche  the,  the  right  weie, 
Nowe  chese,  if  thou  wilt  Hue  or  deie. 

Hie  loquitur  d«  contronersia,  que  inter  coofesao* 
rem  et  amantem  in  fine  confessionis  versabatur* 

My  fader  so  as  I  haue  herde 

Your  tale,  but  it  were  answerde, 

I  were  mochell  for  to  blame. 

My  wo  to  you  is  but  a  game. 

That  feleth  not  of  that  1  fele. 

The  felynge  of  a  mans  hele 

Maie  not  be  likened  to  the  herte, 

I  nought  though  I  wolde  a  tterte. 

And  ye  be  fre  from  all  the  peyue 

Of  loue,  wherof  1  me  pleyne. 

It  if  right  easy  to  commaunde 

The  herte,  whiche  fre  goeth  on  the  laundey 

Not  of  an  ore  what  him  eileth. 

It  falieth  ofte  a  man  merueileth. 

Of  that  he  seeth  another  fare. 

But  if  be  knewe  him  selfe  the  fare. 

And  felte  it,  as  it  is  in  sotb, 

He  sbulde  do  right  as  he  dotb. 

Or  elles  wors  in  his  degree. 

For  well  I  wote,  and  so  do  yee, 
Thas  loue  bath  euer  yet  ben  vsed, 
So  mote  I  nede  ben  excused. 
But  fader  if  ye  wolde  thus 
Unto  Cupide  and  to  Venus 
Be  frendly  toward  my  quaiele. 
So  that  my  herte  were  in  hele 
Of  loue,  whiche  is  in  my  breste, 
r  wote  well  than  a  better  preste 
Was  neoer  made  to  my  behoue. 
But  all  the  while  that  I  houe 
To  none  certeyn  betwene  the  two, 
I  not  where  1  to  wele  or  wo 
Shall  torne :  that  is  all  my  drede. 
So  that  I  not  what  is  to  rede. 
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Bat  for  finall  conclofion, 

I  thynke  a  supplicacioo. 

With  plaine  wordes  and  expresses 

Writte  TDto  Venus  the  |^odcletse> 

The  whicbe  I  praie  you  to  here, 

And  brynge  agejme  a  good  answere. 

Tho  was  betwene  my  preste  and  mee 
Debate,  and  great  perplexttee. 
My  reason  vnderstoode  hym  wele. 
And  knewe  it  was  soth  euery  dele. 
That  be  hath  said,  but  not  for  thy 
My  will  bath  notbyng  set  tber.  by* 
For  towchinge  of  so  wise  a  porte 
It  is  vnto  lone  no  disporte. 
Yet  might  neuer  man  beholde 
Reason,  where  lone  wfts  witholda. 
Thei  be  not  of  o  gouemanoe. 

And  thus  we  fellen  in  distance 
My  preste  and  I,  but  I  spake  fayre. 
And  throogh  my  wordes  debonayre. 
Than  at  hist  we  accorden. 
So  that  he  saith,  he  will  accorden 
To  speke,  and  stonde  on  my  side 
To  Venus  both  and  to  Cupide, 
And  bad  me  write,  that  I  wolde. 
And  said  me  truly  that  be  sholde 
My  letter  here  vnto  the  queue. 
And  I  sat  downe  vpoti  the  grene, 
Fulfylled  of  tones  fentasie, 
And  with  the  teres  of  mine  eie. 
In  stede  of  ynke,  I  gan  to  write 
The  wordes,  wbiche  I  woll  endite. 
Uoto  Cupide  and  to  Venus, 
And  in  my  letter  I  saydethus. 

Hie  tractat  formara  cuiusdam  snpplicationls,quam 
ex  parte  amantis  per  manus  Genii  sacerdotis 
sui,  Venus  sibi  porrectam  acceptabat. 

Thb  wofull  peyne  of  loues  maladie, 
Ageine  the  whiche  maie  no  phisike  auaile, 
My  herte  hath  so  be  wapped  with  sotie. 
That  where  so  that  I  reste  or  trauaile, 
I  fynde  it  euer  redy  to  assaile 
My  reason,  whiche  can  not  hym  defende. 
Thus  seche  1  help,  wherof  I  might  amende. 

t 

Tynt  to  nature  if  that  I  me  complayne, 
There  finde  I  howe  that  euery  creature 
Somtime  a  yere  bath  loue  in  his  demayne, 
So  that  the  litell  wrenne  in  his  measure 
Hath  of  kynde  loue  vnder  his  cure. 
And  1  but  one  desyre,  whiche  I  mis. 
So  but  1,  hath  euery  kynde  his  blis. 

The  reason  of  my  witte  it  onerpasseth, 
Of  that  nature  techeth  me  the  weie 
To  loue,  and  yet  no  certeyn  she  compasseth. 
How  shal  I  spede  and  thus  betwene  the  tweie 
1  stonde,  and  not  if  I  shall  line  or  deie. 
For  though  reason  ageyn  my  will  debate, 
I  may  not  flee,  that  I  ne  loue  algate. 

Upon  my  selfe  this  ilke  tale  come^ 

Howe  whilom  Pan,  whiche  is  the  god  of  kinde^ 

With  loue  wrestled,  and  is  ouercome. 

For  euer  I  wrastle,  and  euer  I  am  behynde. 

That  I  no  strengthe  in  all  my  herte  finde, 

Wherof  that  I  maie  stonden  any  throwe, 

So  fer  my  wit  with  loue  is  onerthrowe. 


Whom  nedeth  help,  he  mot  his  heipe  craue. 
Or  helples  he  shall  bis  nede  spille. 
Plainly  throughout  my  wittes  all  I  hau«. 
But  none  of  hem  can  helpe  after  my  will. 
And  also  well  I  might  sit  stille. 
As  praie  mto  my  lady  of  any  helpe: 
Thus  wote  I  not  wherof  my  selfe  to  yelpe. 

Unto  the  great  loue  and  if  1  bid 
To  do  me  grace  of  thilke  swete  tonne, 
Whiche  vnder  keie,  in  his  cellereamidda 
Lieth  couched,  that  fortune  is  ouercome: 
Out  of  the  bitter  cuppe  I  haue  begonne, 
1  not  howe  ofte,  and  thus  I  finde  no  game^ 
For  euer  I  aske  and  euer  it  is  the  same. 

I  see  the  worlde  stonde  euer  vpon  chaunge^ 
Now  windes  lowde,  now  the  weder  softe, 
I  maie  see  eke  the  great  moone  change,         / 
And  thing  whiche  now  is  low  is  efle  alofte. 
The  dredfull  werres  in  to  pes  full  ofte 
Thei  torne,  and  euer  is  Daunscer  in  o  place; 
Whiche  nill  chaunge  his  will  to  do  me  grace; 

But  vpon  this  the  great  clerke  Ouide 
Of  loue  whan  he  makth  his  remembraunce. 
He  sayth:  there  is  the  blynde  god  Cupide, 
The  which  hath  loue  vnder  his  gouernance. 
And  in  honde  with  many  a  firie  launce 
He  woundeth  ofle,  where  he  woll  not  hele^ 
And  that  somdelc  is  cause  of  my  quarele. 

Ouide  eke  sayth,  that  loue  to  performe 
Stant  in  the  bond  of  Venus  the  goddesse. 
But  whan  she  takth  counseill  with  Satnrne, 
Ther  is  no  grace,  and  iu  that  tyme  I  gesse 
Began  my  loue,  of  which  myn  heuinesse 
Is  now  and  euer  shall,  but  iff  spede. 
So  wot  I  not  my  selfe  what  is  to  rede. 

For  thy  to  you  Cupide  and  Venus  bot1i« 
With  all  my  hertes  obeisance  1  praie; 
If  ye  were  at  fyrst  tyme  wrotbe. 
Whan  I  began  to  loue,  1  you  saye 
Nowe  stynte,  and  do  this  fortune  awaye« 
So  that  Daunger,  which  stont  of  retinewe 
With  my  lady,  his  place  may  rcmewe. 

O  thou  Cupide  god  of  loues  lawe. 
That  with  thy  darte  brennyiig  hast  set  a  fire 
My  herte,  do  that  wounde  be  withdraw. 
Or  yeue  me  salue,  suche  as  I  desyre. 
For  scruice  in  thy  courte  witbouteu  hyre 
To  me,  whiche  euer  hath  kept  thin  heste 
Maie  neuer  be  to  loues  lawe  boneste. 

O  thou  gentell  Venus  loues  qucne, 
Without  giltc  thou  dost  on  me  thy  wrecb. 
Thou  wotest  my  pein  is  euer  alich  grene. 
For  loue,  and  yet  I  maie  it  not  areche  : 
Thus  wolde  1  for  my  last  worde  beseche, 
That  thou  my  loue  acquite,  as  I  deserue : 
Or  elles  do  me  playnly  for  to  sterue. 

Hie  loquitur,  qnaliter  Venus  accepta  amantis  m^ 
plicatione,  indilate  ad  singtUa  respondit* 

Wham  I  this  supplicacioo. 
With  good  deliberacion, 
In  anche  a  wise  as  ye  nowe  witte. 
Had  after  myn  entente  writte 
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UdIo  Cupide  and  to  Venut, 
This  preest,  whiche  bight  Genius^ 
It  toke  on  bonde  to  presente, 
On  my  message  and  foith  he  wente 
To  Venus,  forte  wit  hir  wilie: 
And  I  bode  in  the  place  stille, 
And  was  there  but  a  litell  while, 
Not  full  the  mountnance  of  a  mile» 
Whan  I  behelde,  and  sodeinly 
I  sigh  where  Venus  stoode  me  by. 
So  as  I  might  rnder  a  tree 
To  gronnde  I  felle  vpon  my  knee. 
And  preied  hir  for  to  do  me  grace, 
She  cast  hir  cbere  vpon  my  face, 
And  as  it  were  haluynge  a  game. 
She  asketh  me,  what  was  my  name. 
Madame  I  saide,  lohan  Gower. 

Now  lohan,  quod  she,  in  my  power 
Thou  must  as  of  thy  loue  stonde. 
For  1  thy  bille  baue  vnderstonde. 
In  wbicbe  to  Cupide  and  to  mee 
Somdele  thou  hast  com  play  ned  thee. 
And  somedele  to  nature  also, 
But  that  shall  stonde  amonge  yon  two* 
If  or  therof  baue  1  not  to  doone, 
7or  nature  is  vnder  the  moone 
Maistrease  of  eoery  Hues  kynde. 
But  if  so  be,  that  she  maie  fynde 
Some  holy  man,  tliat  wyl  witbdrawe 
Hir  kyndely  lust  ageine  hir  lawe, 
But  selde  whan  it  falleth  so. 
Por  fewe  men  there  ben  of  tho. 

But  of  these  other  enough  there  bee, 
Whiche  of  her  owne  nicitee, 
Agein  nature  and  hir  office, 
Deliten  hem  in  sondrie  vice : 
Wherof  that  she  fiill  ofte  hath  pleined, 
And  eke  my  courte  it  bath  disdeigned. 
And  euer  shall :  for  it  receyueth 
Kooe  soche,  that  kjmde  so  disceiueth. 

For  all  oneliche  of  gentill  loue 
My  courte  stont,  all  courtes  aboue. 
And  taketh  none  into  retinewe, 
.  But  thynge,  whiche  is  to  kynde  dewe. 
For  els  it  shall  be  refhsed: 
Wherof  I  holde  the  excused. 
For  it  is  many  daies  gone. 
That  thou  amonge  hem  were  one, 
Whiche  of  my  courte  hast  be  witholde. 
So  that  the  more  1  am  beholde 
Of  thy  disease  to  commune. 
And  to  remewe  thfit  fortune, 
Whiche  many  daies  hath  the  greued. 
But  if  my  counsaile  maie  be  leued. 
Thou  shalt  be  eased  er  thou  go 
Of  thilke  msely  ioly  wo, 
Wberof  thon  saist  thyn  hert  is  €red, 
But  as  of  that  thou  bast  desyred, 
After  the  sentence  of  thy  bille, 
l%ofi  must  therof  doone  at  my  will. 
And  1  therof  me  woll  aduise : 
For  be  thou  hole,  it  shall  suffice. 
My  medicine  is  not  to  seke^ 
The  whiche  is  holsome  to  the  seke, 
Kot  all  perchance  as  ye  it  wolde. 
But  so  as  ye  by  reason  sholde. 
Accordant  vnto  Joues  kynde. 
For  in  the  plite,  whiche  I  the  /ynde, 
So  as  my  courte  it  bath  awarded, 
Thon  shalt  be  doely  pewarded. 


And  if  thou  woldest  more  crane', 
It  is  no  right  that  thou  it  baue. 

Sui  cupit  id,  quod  habere  neqnit,  sua  tempora 
perdit 

Est  vbi  non  posse  velle,  salute  caret. 
Non  lestatis  opus  gelidis  hirsuta  capillos 

Cum  calor  abscessit  cquiparabit  byems.    ■ 
Sicut  habet  Maius  non  dat  natura  decembri. 

Nee  poterit  compar  floribus  esse  lutum. 
Sic  neque  decrepita  senum  inuenile  Toluptas 

Floret  in  obsequium,  quod  Venus  ipsa  petit. 
Conueniens  igitor  foret,  vt  quod  caoa  senectus 

Attigit,  vlterius  corpora  casta  colant. 

« 

Hie  contra  quoseunque  viros  inoeteratos  amoris 
concupiscentiam  affectantes  loquitur  Venus, 
huiusque  amantis  confessi  supplicationem  quasi 
deridens,  ipsum  pro  -eo  quod  senescit,  debilis 
est,  multis  exhortationibus  insufficientem 
darguit. 

Venus  which  stant  without  lawe. 
In  none  certeine,  but  as  men  diawe 
Of  Ragman  vpon  the  chance. 
She  leith  no  peise  in  the  balance. 
But  as  hir  liketb  for  to  weie. 
The  trewe  man  full  ofte  aweie 
She  put,  whiche  hath  hir  grace  bede. 
And  sette  an  ▼ntrue  in  his  stede. 

Lo  thus  blindly  the  world  she  demeth 
In  loues  cause,  as  to  me  seoieth, 
I  not  what  other  men  wolde  seyn. 
But  I  algate  am  so  beseyne. 
And  stonde  as  one  amongest  all, 
Whiche  am  oute  of  hir  grace  fall : 
It  nedeth  take  no  witnesse. 
For  she,  whiche  saide  is  the  goddesse. 
To  whether  parte  of  loue  it  wende. 
Hath  sette  me  for  a  finall  ende 
The  poynt  wherto  that  I  shall  holde. 
For  whau  she  bath  me  well  beholde, 
Haluynge  of  scorne  she  sayd  thus : 
Thou  wost  well  that  1  am  Venus, 
Whiche  all  onely  my  lustes  seche. 
And  well  I  wote  though  thou  t)eseche 
My  loue,  lustes  ben  there  none, 
Wbicbe  I  maie  take  in  thy  persone. 
For  loues  luste  and  lockes  bore 
In  chamber  accorden  neuermore. 
And  though  thou  feigne  a  yonge  corage. 
It  sheweth  well  hy  thy  visage, 
That  olde  grisell  is  no  fule. 
There  ben  full  many  yeres  stole 
With  the,  and  sucbe  other  mo. 
That  outwarde  feignen  youth  so. 
And  ben  within  of  poore  assaie. 
My  herte  wolde,  and  I  ne  maie. 
Is  nought  beloued  nowe  a  daies, 
£r  thou  make  any  sucbe  asspies 
To  loue,  and  faile  vpon  thy  fete. 
Better  is  to  make  beaw  retreate 
For  though  thou  mightest  loue  atteyne. 
Yet  were  it  but  an  idell  peine, 
Whan  thott  arte  not  suffisant. 
To  holde  loue  his  conenante. 

For  thy  take  borne  thy  herte  againe, 
Tliat  thou  trauaile  not  in  vayne, 
Wherof  my  courte  maie  be  disceiued. 
I  wotCy  and  haue  it  wel  conceiued. 
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Itow«  thmtthy  wiHe  is  good  enough. 
But  more  behoueth  to  the  plough, 
Wherof  the  lacketh  as  I  truwe. 
So  sit  it  vel»  that  thou  beknowe 
-  Thy  feble  estate  er  thou  beginae 
Thing,  wher  thou  might  none  ende  winiie. 
What  bai^gein  shulde  a  man  assaie, 
Whan  that  him  lacketh  for  to  paie  ? 

My  Sonne  if  that  thou  well  bethought. 
This  toucheth  the,  foryete  it  nought. 
The  thinge  is  torned  in  to  was, 
The  whiche  was  whilome  grene  gras, 
Is  withered  heie,  as  time  nowe : 
For  thy  my  counseil  is  that  thou 
Remembre  well,  howe  thou  arte  oldc. 

ftualiter  super  derisoriam  Veneris  exhortacionem 
contristatns  aniaus,  quasi  mortuus  in  terram 
corrnit,  vbi  vt  sibi  videbatnr,  Cupidinem  cum 
ionumera  multitudine  nuper  amantnm  variis 
turmis  assistenciam  conspicebat. 

Whan  Venus  hath  hir  tale  tolde. 

Than  I  bethought  was  all  aboute. 

And  wist  wel  withouten  doubte. 

That  there  was  bo  recouerire. 

And  as'a  man  the  blase  of  fyre 

With  water  quencheth,  so  fierde  I, 

A  colde  me  caught  sodeynly, 

For  sorowe  that  my  herte  made, 

My  dedely  Dice  pale  and  fade 

Becam,  and  swoune  I  fil  to  grounde, 
Jind  as  I  laie  the  same  stounde, 
Ne  fully  quicke,  ne  fully  deade. 

Me  thought  1  sawe  tofore  myn  head 

Cupide  with  his  bowe  bente. 
And  like  vnto  a  parlAnent, 
Whiche  were  ordeined  for  the  nones, 
With  him  cam  all  the  worlde  attones 
Of  gentill  fblke,  that  whilome  were 
Loners,  I  sawe  hem  all  there. 
Forth  with  Cupide  in  sondry  rowtes, 
Myn  eie  I  caste  all  abontes. 
To  knowe  amonge  hem  who  was  who : 
I  sigh  where  lustie  yougtb  tho, 
At  he  whiche  was  a  capitayne. 
Before  all  other  vpon  the  plajnw 
Stode  with  his  rout  well  begon. 
Her  heades  kempt,  and  then'pon 
Garlondes,  not  of  one  colour 
Some  of  the  lefe,  some  of  the  floure, 
And  some  of  great  perles  were. 
The  newe  guise  of  Beme  was  there. 
With  sondry  thynges  well  deuised 
I  see,  wherof  thet  be  qneintised : 
It  was  all  lust,  that  tbei  with  ferde. 
There  was  no  songe  that  I  ne  herde, 
Whiche  mto  loue  was  touchynge. 
Of  Pan,  and  all  that  was  likynge. 
As  in  pipynge  of  melodic 
Was  herde  in  thiike  companie. 
So  loude  that  on  eu<*ry  side 
It  thought  that  all  the  heuen  cride 
In  sucbe  accorde,  and  sucbe  a  sowiie 
Of  bumbarde,  and  of  clariowiie. 
With  eomemuse,  and  shalmele. 
That  it  was  halfe  a  mannes  hele 
So  glad  a  noyse  for  to  here 

And  as  me  thought  in  this  manere 
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All  fresshe  I  sigh  hem  sprynge  and  daunee^ 

And  do  to  loue  her  eiitendaunce. 

After  the  lust  of  youtbes  heste. 

There  was  enough  of  ioy  and  fest. 

For  ener  amonge  thei  laugh  and  pley, 

And  put  Care  out  of  the  weie. 

That  he  with  hem  np  sat  ne  stode* 

And  oner  this  I  vnderstode. 

So  as  myn  eare  might  areche^ 

The  most  matere  of  her  speche 

0e  nominibus  illorum  nupet  Ataimtatn,  qui  tnn^ 
amanti  spasmato  aliqui  iuuenes,  aliqui  senes 
apparuerunt.  Senes  antem  precipue  tam  ergm 
deum  quam  deam  amoris  pro  sanitate  amantis 
recuparanda  multiplicatis  precibus  misericordi-* 
ter  instabant. 

It  was  of  knigbtbode  and  of  armesi 

And  what  it  is  to  lijrge  in  armes 
I  With  loue,  whan  it  is  acheued. 

Ther  was  Tristram,  which  Was  beloiled 

With  bele  Isolde  1  and  Lancelot 

Stode  with  Gonnor :  and  Galahot 

With  his  lady :  and  as  me  thought, 

I  sawe  where  lasyn  with  hym  brought 

His  loue  whiche  Creusa  bight. 

And  Hercules,  whiche  mochell  might. 

Was  there,  be^ryng  his  great  mace. 

Attd  most  of  all  in  thllke  place 

He  peyneth  hym  to  make  chere 

With^Iolen,  which  was  hym  dere. 

Theseus  though  he  were  vntrewe  . 

To  loue,  as  all  women  knewe. 

Yet  was  he  there  netheles 

With  Phedra,  whiche  to  loue  he  ches« 
Of  Grece  eke  there  was  Thelamoni 

Whiche  fro  the  kynge  Laomedon 
At  Troie  his  doughter  refte  away 
Eseonen  as  for  his  prate, 
Whiche  take  was,  whan  lason  cam 
Fro  Colchos,  and  the  cttee  nam. 
In  vengeance  of  the  fyrste  hate. 
That  made  hem  after  to  debate^ 
Whan  Priamus  the  newe  towne 
Hath  made.     And  in  a  visiowne 
Me  thought  that  I  sigh  also 
Hector,  forth  with  his  bretherne  two, 
Hym  selfe  stoode  with  Penthasilee, 
And  nexte  to  hym  I  might  see. 
Where  Paris  stode  with  fayre  Helaine, 
Whiche  was  his  ioye  soueraioe. 
And  Troilus  stode  with  Creseide  : 
But  euer  amonge  though  he  pleid« 
By  semblant,  he  was  heoy  cfaered« 
Fur  Diomede,  as  hym  was  lered, 
Claimeth  to  be  his  partinere. 
And  thus  full  many  a  bachelere, 
A  thousande  mo  than  I  can  seyne, 
With  yougth  I  sigh  there  well  beseyne. 
Forth  with  her  loues  glad  and  blith. 
And  some  I  sigh,  whiche  ofle  sithe 
Compleynen  hem  in  otherwise. 
Amonj^e  the  whiche  1  sawe  Narcise, 
And  Pi  ramus,  that  sory  were. 
The  worthy  srreke  also  was  there 
Achilles,  whiche  for  loue  deied. 
Agamemnon  eke  as  men  seied. 
And  Menelaie  the  k3mge  also 
1  sigh,  with  many  an  other  mo. 


♦270 

Whtche  hndden  be  fortuned  sore 
In  loues  cause:  And  ouermore^ 
Of  women  in  the  same  caas 
With  hem  I  sigh  where  Dido' was 
Forsake,  whiche  was  with  Aence. 
And  Pbillis  eke  I  might  see, 
Whom  Demopbon  desceiued  had. 
And  Ariadne  hir  sorowe  lad, 
For  Theseus  hir  sister  toke, 
And  hir  vnkiodly  forsoke. 

I  sigh  there  eke  amonge  the  prces 
Complaynyng  vpon  Hercules, 
His  fyrst  loue  Deianire, 
Whiche  set  him  afterwarde  a  fyre. 

Medea  was  there  eke,  and  pleynetl^ 
Upon  lason,  for  that  he  feigneth. 
Without  cause  and  tokc  a  newe, 
She  saide,  fie  on  all  vntrewe« 

1  sigh  there  Deidamie, 
Whiche  had  loste  the  companie 
Of  Achilles,  whan  Diomede 
To  Troie  him  fet  vpon  the  nede. 
Amonge  these  other  vpon  the  grene 
I  sigh  also  the  wofull  queue 
Cleopatras,  whiche  in  a  graue 
With  serpentes  hath  hir  selfe  begrane 
All  quicke,  iind  so  she  was  to  tore« 
For  sorowe  of  that  she  had  lore 
Antonie,  whiche  hir  lone  hath  be. 

And  forth  with  hir  I  sigh  Thisbe, 
Whiche  on  the  sharpe  swerdes  poynte. 
For  loue  deied  in  ftbry  poynte. 
And  as  myn  eare  it  might  knowe, 
She  sayde,  wo  worth  all  slowe. 

The  plaint  of  Proigne  and  Philomene 
There  herde  1  what  it  wolde  mene, 
How  Thereus  of  bis  vntrouthe 
Undid  hem  both,  and  that  was  routhe. 

And  next  to  hem  I  sawc  Canace, 
Whiche  for  Machayr  hir  laders  grace 
Hath  lost,  and  deied  in  wofull  plite. 

And  as  1  sigh  in  my  spirite. 
Me  thought  amonge  other  thus 
The  doughter  of  kynge  Priamus 
Polixena,  whom  Pyrrus  slough 
"Was  there,  and  made  sorowe  enough ; 
As  she  whiche  deied  giltles 
For  loue,  and  yet  was  loueles. 

And  for  to  take  the  disporte 
I  sawe  there  some  of  other  porte^ 
And  that  was  Circes,  and  Calypse, 
That  couthen  do  the  moone  clypse. 
Of  men  and  chaunge  the  liknetse, 
Of  artmagike  sorcercsse, 
Thei  helde  in  honde  many  one 
To  loue,  whether  thei  wolde  or  none. 

But  abone  all  that  there  were 
Of  women  I  sawe  foure  there. 
Whose  name  I  herde  most  commended. 
By  hem  the  courte  stode  all  amended. 
For  where  thei  comen  in  presence^ 
Men  deden  hem  the  reuerence, 
As  though  thei  had  ben  goddesses 
Of  all  the  worlde,  or  empresses. 
And  as  me  thought,  an  ere  I  leide, 
And  herde,  how  that  these  other  seid : 

Lo  these  ben  the  foure  wiues. 
Whose  feith  was  proued  in  her  liuet 
For  in  ensaumple  of  all  good. 
With  manage  so  thei  stMde, 
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That  fame,  whiche  no  great  thing  hidethy 
Yet  if  cronicke  of  hem  abideth. 

Penolope  that  one  was  bote, 
Whome  many  a  knight  bath  loued  hote. 
While  that  hir  lorde  Vlysses  laie 
Full  many  a  yere  and  many  a  daie 
Upon  the  great  siege  of  Troie : 
But  she,  whiche  hath  no  worldes  ioye, 
But  onely  of  hir  husbonde. 
While  that  hir  lorde  was  out  of  londe. 
So  well  she  kept  hir  womanhede, 
That  all  the  worlde  therof  toke  hede^ 
And  namliche  of  hem  in  Grece. 

That  other  woman  was  Lucrecej 
Wife  to  the  Romayn  Collatine. 
And  she  constreigned  <of  Tarquine 
To  thinge,  which  was  aycust  hir  wiU^ 
She  wolde  not  fair  selucn  still, 
But  deied  onely  for  drede  of  shame. 
In  kepyng  of  hir  good  name. 
As  she  whiche  was  one  of  the  beste. 

The  thirde  wife  was  bote  Alceste 
Whiche  whan  Admetus  sbulde  die 
Upon  his  great  maladie, 
She  praied  vnto  the  goddes  so. 
That  she  resceiueth  all  the  wo, 
And  deied  hir  selfe,  to  gyue  him  life: 
Se  where  this  were  a  noble  wife. 

The  fourth  wife,  whiche  I  there  sigh, 
I  herde  of  hem  that  were  nighe, 
Howe  she  was  cleped  Alceone, 
Whiche  Ceix  hir  lorde  allone. 
And  to  no  mo  hir  bodie  kepte: 
And  whan  she  sigh  him  drenche,  she  leptc 
Into  the  wawes,  where  he  swam. 
And  there  a  sea  foule  she  becam : 
And  with  hir  winges  she  him  besprad 
For  loue  that  she  to  him  had. 

Lo  these  foure  weren  tho, 
Whiche  I  sigh  as  me  bethought  tba 
Amonge  the  great  companie, 
Whiche  loue  bad  for  to  gie. 
But  yougthe,  whiche  in  speciall 
Of  loues  courte  was  marshall, 
So  beeie  was  vpon  his  laie. 
That  he  none  hede,  where  he  laie 
Hath  take,  And  than  as  I  beheldei 
Me  thought  I  sigh  vpon  the  felde. 
Where  Elde  came  a  softe  paas 
Towarde  Venus,  there  as  she  was 
With  him  great  colnpanie  he  ladda. 
But  not  so  fele  as  youth  had. 
The  moste  parte  were  of  great  age» 
And  that  was  sene  in  her  yisage, 
And  not  for  thy  so  as  they  might, 
Thei  made  hem  yongely  to  the  sight 
But  yet  I  herde  no  pipes  there 
To  make  mirth  in  mannes  ere, 
But  the  musike  I  might  knowe : 
For  olde  men,  which  sowned  lowe 
With  harpe,  and  lute,  and  with  citoley 
The  hone  daunce,  and  the  carole. 
In  suche  a  wise  as  loue  hath  bede, 
A  softe  paas  thei  daunce  and  trede. 
And  with  the  women  otherwhile 
With  sobre  chere  awonge  thei  smile. 
For  laughter  was  there  none  on  hie. 
And  netheles  full  well  I  sie. 
That  thei  the  more  queinte  it  made 
For  loue  in  vhom  thei  weren  glade. 
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And  there  me  ^bought  I  might  see 
The  kinge  Dauid  with  Bersabee, 
And  Salomon  iras  not  witboute 
Passings  an  hondreth  in  a  route 
Of  wyues  and  of  concubines, 
lewei  eke  and  -aarazines 
To  him  I  sighe  all  tntendant, 
I  not  where  he  vere  suffisante. 
But  netheles  for  all  his  witte 
He  was  attached  with  that  writte, 
IVhiche  loue  wHh  his  honde  enseleth. 
From  whom  none  erthly  man  appeleth. 
And  ouer  this,  as  for  no  wonder 
With  his  lion,  whiche  he  put  ynder, 
VTith  Dalida  Sanipson  I  knen'e, 
Whos  loue  his  strength  all  ouerthrewe. 
I  sawe  there  Aristotle  also, 
Whome  that  the  qnene  of  Grece  also 
Hath  brideled,  that  in  thilke  tyme 
She  made  him  suche  a  silogesime, 
That  he  foryate  all  his  log  ike. 
There  was  none  arte  of  his  practike. 
Through  whiche  it  might  ben  excluded, 
That  he  ne  was  fully  concluded 
To  loue,  and  did  his  obeisance. 

And  eke  Virgile  of  acqueintance 
I  sigh,  where  he  the  maiden  praid, 
Whiche  was  the  doaghter,  as  men  sayd. 
Of  themperoor  whilome  of  Rome. 
Sortes  and  Plafo  with  him  come, 
So  did  Guide  the  poete, 
I  thought  than  howe  loue  is  swete, 
Whiche  hath  so  wise  men  reclamed. 
And  was  my  selfe  the  lasse  ashamed. 
Or  for  to  lese  or  for  to  wynne 
In  the  mischief  that  I  was  in. 
And  thus  I  laie  in  hope  of  grace: 
And  whan  tbei  comen  to  the  place. 
Where  Venus  stode,  and  I  was  falie. 
This  olde  men  with  one  Toyce  alle 
To  Venus  pralden  for  my  sake. 
And  she  that  migbte  not  forsake 
So  great  a- clamour,  as  was  there^ 
Lete  pitee  come  in  to  hi r  ere: 
And  forth  with  all  vnto  Cnpide 
She  praieth^  that  he  vpon  his  side 
Me  wolde  through  his  grace  sende 
Some  comforte,  that  I  might  amende 
Upon  the  caas,  which  is  befall. 
And  thus  for  me  thei  praiden  all 
Of  hem  that  weren  olde  aboute. 
And  eke  some  of  the  yonge  route. 
And  of  gentilnes  and  pure  trouth 
I  herde  hem  tet,  it  was  great  routhe 
That  I  withouten  helpe  so  ferde. 
And  thus  me  thought  I  lale  and  herde. 

Hie  tractat,  qualiter  Cnpido  amantis  senectute 
confiracti  viscera  perscnitans,  ignita  sue  concu- 
piscentie  tela  ab  eo  penitus  extraxit,  quem  Ve- 
nus postea  absque  calore  percipiens,  vacuum 
reliqnit,  £t  sic  tandem  prouisa  senectus  rs- 
tionem  inuocans,  homincm  interiorem  perprius 
amore  iniatuatum  mentis  sauitati  plenius  re- 
staurauit. 

CUPIDB,  whiche  maie  hurte  and  hele 
In  loues  cause,  as  for  my  hele. 
Upon  the  poynte  which  hym  was  preyd 
Cam  wit^  Ventts^  where  1  was  leyde 


Swounend  vpon  the  grene  gras, 

And  as  me  thoii]rbt  anone  there  was 

On  euery  side  so  great  prees. 

That  euery  life  began  to  prees, 

I  wote  not  wet  howe  many  score, 

Suche  as  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore 

Loners,  that  comen  to  beholde 

But  most  of  hem  that  were  olde, 

Thei  stoden  there  at  thilke  tide 

To  see  what  ende  shall  betide 

Upon  the  core  of  my  sotie. 

Tho  might!  here  great  pai-tie 

Spekende,  and  eke  his  owne  aduis 

Hath  tolde,  one  that,  another  this. 

But  amonge  all  this  I  herde, 

Thei  weren  wo,  that  I  so  ferde. 

And  saiden  that  for  no  riote. 

An  olde  man  shulde  not  assote. 

For  as  tbei  tolden  redily. 

There  is  in  him  no  cause  why, 

But  if  he  wolde  him  selfe  be  nice, 

So  were  he  well  the  more  nice. 

And  thus  desputen  some  of  tho: 

And  some  saiden  no  tbiuge  so. 

But  that  the  wilde  loues  rage 

In  mannes  life  forbereth  none  age. 

While  there  is  oyle  for  to  fire 

The  lampe  is  lightly  set  a  fire. 

And  is  full  herde  er  it  he  queinte^ 

But  onely  if  he  be  some  seinte, 

Whiche  god  preserueth  of  bis  grace. 

And  thus  me  thought  in  sondrie  place. 

Of  hem  that  walken  vp  and  doune, 

There  was  diners  opinion. 

And  so  for  a  while  it  last. 

Til  that  Cuptde  to  the  laste, 

Forthwith  bis  moder  ful  aduised. 

Hath  determined  and  deuised. 

Unto  what  poihte  he  woll  descende. 

And  all  this  tyme  I  was  liggende 

Upon  the  grounde  tofore  his  eien. 

And  thei  that  my  disease  sien, 

Supposen  nought  I  shulde  line : 

But  be,  whiche  wolde  than  yeue 

His  grace,  so  as  it  maie  bee, 

This  biynde  god,  whiche  maie  not  see. 

Hath  groped,  til  that  he  me  fonde : 

And  as  he  put  forth  his  honde 

Upon  my  body,  where  I  laie. 

Me  thought  a  6rie  launcegaie. 

Which  whilom  through  my  hert  he  cast. 

He  pulleth  oute,  and  also  fast 

As  this  was  do,  Cupide  nam 

His  wey,  I  not  where  he  becam : 

And  so  did  all  tlie  remenant, 

Whiche  vnto  him  was  entendant. 

Of  hem  that  in  a  vision 

I  had  a  reuelacion. 

So  as  I  tolde  nowe  tofore. 

But  Venus  went  nought  therfore, 

Ne  Genius,  whiche  thilke  tyme 

Aboden  both  fast  byme, 

And  she  whiche  maie  the  hertes  binde 

In  loues  cause,  and  eke  vnbynde, 

Er  I  out  of  my  traunce  arose, 

Venus  whiche  helde  a  boxe  close. 

And  wolde  not  I  sholde  deie, 

Toke  out,  more  colde  then  ony  keye. 

An  ointement:  and  in  suche  pointe 

She  hath  my  wounded  herte  anointe. 


My  temples,  and  my  reynes  alsoi 
And  forth  with  al  she  toke  me  tho 
A  wonder  myrrour  for  to  hdlde, 
In  wbiche  she  bad  me  to  beholde. 
And  take  hede,  of  that  t  seie» 
WheriD  anone  my  hertes  eie 
t  cast,  and  sawe  my  colour  fade, 
Myn  eien  dim)  and  all  vnglade, 
My  chekes  thinne,  and  all  my  face 
With  elde  1  might  see  deface. 
So  riueledi  and  so  wo  besein. 
That  there  was  no  thinge  full  ne  pleyq. 

I  sawe  also  myn  beares  bore. 
My  will  was  tho  to  see  no  more 
On  wbiche  for  there  was  no  pleasance. 
And  then  into  my  remembrance 
I  drewe  myn  olde  daies  passed, 
And  as  reason  it  hath  compassed. 
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Quod    status 


hominis   mensibas 
ratur. 


anni    eqnlpe- 


I  MADE  a  likenes  of  my  ie]u6 
Unto  tlie  sondry  monthes  twelue, 
Wherof  the  yere  in  bis  estate 
lb  made,  and.stant  vpon  debate, 
'That  like  to  other  none  accordeth. 
For  ivho  the  tymet  wel  recordeth. 
And  than  at  Marche  if  be  begin, 
Whan  that  the  lustle  yere  comtb  in. 
Till  Augoste  be  pa^  and  Septenbre 
The  mighty  yongth  he  maie  remembre. 
In  wbiche  the  yere  hath  his  deduite 
Of  grasse,  of  lefe,  of  floure,  qf  fruite. 
Of  corne,  and  eke  the  winy  grape. 
And  afterwarde  the  tyme  is  shape 
To  frost,  to  snowe,  to  wynde  to  rayne, 
Till  efte  that  Marche  be  come  agayne. 
The  winter  woU  no  somm^r  knowe. 
The  grene  lefe  is  ouerthrowe. 
The  clothed  erth  is  than  bare, 
Dispoiled  is  the  sommer  fare. 
That  ent  was  bete,  is  than  chele, 
And  thus  thinkende  tboughtes  fele, 
I  was  out  of  my  swowne  affraide, 
Wherof  I  sigh  my  wittes  straide, 
And  gan  to  clepe  hem  home  ageyne. 
And  whan  reason  it  herde  seyne, 
That  loues  rage  was  aweye. 
He  cam  to  nte  the  right  weye; 
And  hath  remeued  the  sotie 
Of  thilfe  vnwise  fantasie, 
Wherof  that  I  was  wont  to  plain, 
So  that  of  thilke  firy  paine 
I  was  made  sobre,  and  bole  enonsrb* 
Venus  behelde  me  than,  and  longb| 
And  asketb,  as  it  were  in  game, 
Whatloue  was?  and  I  for  shame. 
Ke  wist,  what  I  shulde  answere : 
And  netbeles  I  gan  to  sirere. 
That  by  my  trouth,  I  knewe  him  nought, 
So  ferre  it  was  out  of  my  thought, 
Ri^t  as  it  bad  neuer  be. 

My  god  Sonne,  tho  quod  she, 
Nowe  at  this  tyme  I  leue  it  wele, 
So  goth  the  fortune  of  my  wbele. 
For  thy  my  counceile  is  thou  leue. 

Madame,  I  said,  by  your  leue, 
Ye  weten  well,  and  so  wote  I, 
That  I  ttm  vnbehottely 


Your  courte,  fro  ibis  day,  for  to  terae^ 
And  for  1  maie  no  thonke  deserve, 
Ajud  also  for  I  am  refused, 
I  praie  you  to  ben  excused. 
And  nethelea  as  for  to  laste. 
While  that  my  wittes  with  me  laste, 
Touchende  my  confession, 
I  axe  an  absolusion 
Of  Genius,  er  that.l  go. 

The  preest  onone  was  redy  tho. 
And  sayde:  Soune  as  of  thy  shrifte, 
Thou, hast  full  pardon,  and  foryifte, 
Foryete  it  thou,  and  so  will  L 

My  holy  father  graunt  mercy 
Suod  1  to  hymi  and  to  the  quen« 
I  fill  on  kn(«s  vpon  the  grene. 
And  toke  my  lene  for  to  wende. 
But  she  that  wolde  make  an  ende, 
As  Iherto,  wbiche  I  was  most  able* 
A  poire  of  bedes  blacke  as  sable 
She  toke,  and  hynge  my  necke  about* 
Upon  the  gaudees  all  without 
Was  writte  of'golde  pur  reposer. 
Lo  thus  she  sayd,  loban  Ooweri 
Mowc  thou  art  at  last  caste^ 
Thus  bane  I  for  thin  ease  caste, ' 
That  thou  of  lone  no  more  secbe. 
But  my  will  is,  that  tliou  beseche. 
And  pray  hereafter  for  the  pees. 
And  that  thou  make  a  pleyne  r^eei 
To  lone,  wbiche  Uketh  litell  hede 
Of  olde  men  vpon  the  nede. 
Whan  that  the  lustes  ben  awey. 
For  thy  to  the  nis  but  o  wey, 
In  wbiche  let  mason  be  thy  guyde* 
For  he  maie  soone  hym  selfe  misgyde^ 
That  seeth  not  the  perill  tofore. 

My  Sonne  be  well  ware  therfore. 
And  kepe  the  sentence  of  my  lore. 
And  tarie  thou  in  my  courte  no  more  i 
But  go  there  vertue  moi-all  dwelletb : 
There  ben  thy  bokes,  as  men  telletb, 
Whiche  of  longe  tyme  thou  baste  writte* 

For  this  I  do  the  welle  to  wiite. 
If  thou  thyn  hele  wilt  purcbace. 
Thou  might  not  make  sute  and  chace. 
Where  that  the  game  is  not  prOuable, 

It  were  a  tbynge  vnreasonable, 
A  man  to  be  so  ouersaie. 
For  thy  take  hede  of  that  I  saie. 
For  in  the  lawe  of  my  commune 
j  We  be  nought  shape  to  commune 
Thy  selfe  and  I  neuer  after  this. 
Nowe  haue  I  seyde  all  that  there  ii 
Of  loue,  as  for  thy  finail  ende, 
Aden,  for  I  mote  fro  the  wende. 
And  grete  well  Chaucer,  whan  ye  mete. 
As  my  disciple  and  my  poete. 
For  in  the  floures  of  his  youth. 
In  sondrie  wise,  as  he  well  couth 
Of  ditees,  and  of  songes  glade. 
The  wbiche  he  for  my  sake  made^ 
The  londe  fulfilled  is  ouer  all, 
Wherof  to  hym  in  speciall 
Aboiie  all  other  I  am  mo&t  bolde. 
For  thy  nowe  in  his  daies  olde 
Thou  Shalt  hym  tell  this  message. 
That  be  rpon  bis  later  age. 
To  sette  an  ende  of  all  his  werke. 
As  bt  vbicbe  m  myn  owne  clerke, 
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Do  mak«  bis  testament  of  loae. 

As  thou  hast  done  thy  sbrifte  aboue*     ^^ 

So  that  my  oourte  it  mate  recorde. 

Madame,  I  can  me  well  accorde, 
(Suod  I)  to  telle  as  ye  me  bid. 
And  Hrith  that  worde  it  so  betid        •  * 
Out  of  sight  all  sodeynly. 
Enclosed  in  a  sterred  skie, 
Venus,  whiche  is  the  queue  of  looej 
Was  take  in  to  hir  place  aboue. 
More  wist  1  not  where  she  becam.    • 
And  thus  my  leue  of  hir  I  nam. 

And  forth  with  al  that  same  tide 
Her  preest,  whiche  wolde  not  abide;. 
Or  me  be  lefe,  or  me  be  lothe. 
Out  of  my  sight  forth  he  goth. 
And  I  was  lefte  withouten  helpe. 
So  wist  I  not  wherof  to  yelpe. 
But  that  onely  1  had  lore 
My  tyrae,  and  was  sorie  therfore^ 

And  thus  bewbaped  in  my  thought. 
Whan  all  was  tonmed  in  to  nought^ 
I  stood  amased  for  a  while. 
And  in  my  selfe  I  gan  to  smile, 
Thynkende  ypon  the  bedes  blake. 
And  howe  thei  were  me  betake. 
For  that  I  shulde  bid  and  praie? 
And  whan  I  sawe  none  other  waie. 
But  onelie  that  1  was  refused, 
Unto  the  life,  whiche  I  had  vsed 
I  thought  neuer  tome  ageyne. 
And  in  this  wise  soth  to  seyne 
Homwarde  a  softe  pas  I  went. 
Where  that  with  all  myn  hole  entent. 
Upon  the  point  that  I  am  shriue, 
I  thinke  bide,  while  I  liue. 

V 

Parce  precor  Christe,  populus  quo  gaudeat  iste 
Anglia  ne  triste  subeat,  rex  summe  resiste 
Corrige  quosque  status  fragiles,  absolue  reatus: 
Vnde  deo  gratus  vigeat  locus  iste  beatus. 

Hs  whiche  within  dales  scuen. 
This  laige  worlde,  forth  with  the  henen. 
Of  his  etemall  prouidence. 
Hath  made,  and  thilke  intelligence 
In  mans  souie  reasonable 
Hath  shape  to  be  perdurable: 
Wherof  the  man  of  his  feture 
Aboue  all  erthly  creature 
After  the  soule  is  immortall. 
To  thilke  lorde  in  speciall. 
As  he  whiche  is  of  all  tbynges, 
The  creatour,  and  of  the  kynges 
Hath  the  fortunes  vpon  honde, 
His  grace  and  mercy  for  to  fonde. 
Upon  my  bare  knees  I  praie, 
That  he  this  londe  in  siker  waie: 
Will  sette  vpon  good  gouemance. 
For  if  men  take  in  remembrancei 
What  is  to  liue  in  vnitee. 
There  is  no  state  in  his  degree. 
That  ne  ought  to  desire  pes, 
Witboute  whiche  it  is  no  les 
To  seche  and  loke  in  to  the  laste. 
There  maie  no  worldes  ioye  last. 

Fyrst  for  to  loke  the  clergie. 
Hem  ought  well  to  iustifie 
Thyng,  whiche  belongeth  to  their  corei 
As  for  to  praie,  and  to  procure 
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Our  pees,  tonrarde  the  heaen  abone. 
And  eke  to  set  rest  and  loue 
Amonge  ts  on  this  erthe  here. 
For  if  thei  wrought  in  this  manere 
After  the  rule  of  charitee, 
I  hope  that  men  shulden  see 
This  londe  amende:  and  oner  this 
To  seche  and  loke  howe  that  it  is 
Touchende  of  the  chiiialrie, 
Whiche  for  to  loke  in  some  partie 
Is  wortbie  for  to  be  commended. 
And  in  some  parte  to  be  amended. 
That  of  her  large  retenue 
The  londe  is  full  of  mayntenue, 
Whiche  causeth  that  the  commune  right. 
In  fewe  countn^is  stont  vpright. 

Extorcion,  contecke,  rauine 
With  holde  ben  of  that  conine. 
All  dale  men  here  great  oompleint. 
Of  the  disease*  of  the  coostreint, 
Wherof  the  people  is  sore  (Oppressed, 
Ood  grannt  it  mote  be  redressed. 
For  of  knighthode  thordre  wolde. 
That  thei  defende  and  kepe  sholde 
The  common  right,  and  the  franchisa 
Of  holy  churcbe  in  all  wise : 
So  that  no  wicked  man  it  dere, 
And  therof  serueth  shelde  and  spare. 
But  for  it  goth  nowe  other  waie. 
Our  grace  goth  the  more  aweie. 

And  for  to  loken  ouermore 
Wherof  the  people  plainen  sore 
Towarde  the  lawes  of  our  londe. 
Men  sein  that  trouth  hath  broke  his  bonde, 
And  with  brocage  is  gone  aweie. 
So  that  no  man  see  the  weie. 
Where  for  to  fynde  rightwisenesse. 

And  if  men  seke  sikemesse. 
Upon  the  lucre  of  marcbandie, 
Compassemenc  and  trecherie 
Of  singoler  profite  to  winne, 
Men  sayne  is  cause  of  mocbell  sinne^ 
And  namely  of  diuision, 
Whiche  many  a-noble  worthie  towne 
Fro  welth,  and  iro  prosperitee 
Hath  brought  to  great  aduersitee. 
So  were  it  good  to  be  all  one. 
For  mocbell  grace  thenrpon* 
Unto  the  citees  shulde  fall, 
Whiche  might  auaile  to  vs  all. 
If  these  estates  amended  were. 
So  that  the  Tertues  stoden  there. 
And  that  the  vices  were  aweie. 
Me  thynketh  I  durste  than  seie. 
This  londes  grace  shulde  arise. 

But  yet  to  loke  in  otherwise. 
There  is  estate,  as  ye  shall  here 
Aboue  all  other  on  erthe  here, 
Wliiche  hath  the  londe  in  his  balance. 
To  hym  belongeth  the  ligeance 
Of  clerke,  of  knight,  of  man  of  lawe. 
Under  his  honde  is  all  fortbdrawe 
The  marchant  and  the  laborer. 
So  stent  it  all  in  his  power 
Or  for  to  spllle,  or  for  to  sane. 
But  though  that  be  suche  power  haue. 
And  that  his  roightes  ben  so  large, 
He  hath  heov  nought  withouten  charge. 
To  whiche  that  euery  kynge  is  swore. 
So  were  it  good,  that  he  therfore 
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First  vntoTightftrisenes  entende,        ' 
Wherof  that  he  liym  selie  amende 
Towarde  his  god^  and  leue  yice, 
Whiche  is  the  cbiefe  of  his  office. 
And  after  all  the  remenant 
Re  shall  ypon  bis  couenant 
Gouerne,  and  lede  in  soche  a  wiie. 
So  that  there  be  no  tyrannise, 
Wherof  that  he  his  people  grene: 
Or  elles  maie  he  nought  aclieue. 
That  longeth  to  bis  regalie. 
For  if  a  kynge  will  iustifie 
His  londe,  and  hem  that  ben  within. 
First  at  hym  selfe  he  mot  begin 
To  kepe  and  rale  hu  owne  estate. 
That  in  hym  selfe  be  uo  debate 
Towaide  his  god :  for  otherwise 
Ther  maie  none  erthly  kynge  suffiie    * 
Of  his  kyngdome  the  folke  to  )ede, 
But  he  the  kynge  of  heuen  drede. 
For  what  kynge  sette  hym  vpon  pride. 
And  takth  his  lust  on  euery  side, 
And  will  not  go  the  right  weie, 
Though  god  his  grace  cast  aweie 
No  wonder  is,  for  at  last 
He  shall  well  witte,  it  maie  not  last. 
The  pompe  whiche  he  secheth  here. 
But  what  kynge  that  with  bumble  chere 
After  the  lawe  of  god  escfaeweth 
The  vices  and  the  vertues  seweth : 
His  grace  shall  not  be  suffisant 
To  gouerne  all  the  remenant, 
Whiche  longeth  vnto  bis  duetee: 
So  that  in  his  prosperitee 
The  people  shall  not  be  oppressed, 
Wherof  his  name  shall  be  blesseJ 
For  euer :  and  be  memorialle. 


Hie  in  fine  recapitulat  super  hoc,  quod  in  principio 
libri  promisit  se  in  amoris  causa  specialius  trac- 
taturum,  concludit  enim,  qnod  omnis  amoris  de- 
lectacio  extra  charitatem  nihil  est,  qui  manet  in 
charitate,  in  deo  manet. 

And  nowe  to  speke  as  in  finalle, 
Touchende  that  I  rndertoke, 
In  englysshe  for  to  make  a  boke, 
Whiche  stant  betwene  emest  and  game, 
I  haue  it  made,  as  thilke  same, 
Whiche  aske  for  to  be  excused. 
And  that  my  boke  be  not  refused 
Of  lered  men,  whan  thei  it  see 
For  lacke  of  curiositee 
For  thilke  scbole  of  eloquence 
Belongeth  not  to  my  science, 
Upon  the  forme  of  Rhetorike 
My  wordes  for  to  peiute  and  pike» 
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As  Tullius  somtyme  wrote^ 

But  this  I  knowe,  and  this  I  wote. 

That  I  haue  done  my  trewe  peyne. 

With  rude  wordes,  and  with  plesme 

la  all  that  euer  I  coothe  and  might. 

This  boke  to  write,  as  I  behight. 

So  as  sikenes  it  suffer  wolde. 

And  also  for  my  dales  olde 

That  I  am  leble  and  impotente, 

I  wote  not  bowe  the  worlde  is  wente : 

So  pray  I  to  my  lordes  all. 

Now  in  min  age,  bowe  so  befalle. 

That  I  mot  stonden  in  their  grace. 

For  though  me  lacke  to  pnrchace 

Jier  worUiie  thonke,  as  by  desertet 

Yet  the  simplesse  of  my  pouerte 

Desjrreth  for  to  da  plesanoe 

To  bem,  ynder  whose  gouemance 

I  hope  siker  to  abide. 

But  nowe  ypon  my  last  tide 

That  I  this  boke  haue  made  and  writte. 

My  muse  dothe  me  for  to  witte, 

And  sayth,  it  shall  be  for  my  beste. 

Fro  this  daie  forth  to  take  rcste. 

That  I  no  more  of  loue  make, 

Whiche  many  a  herte  hath  ouertake. 

And  ouertomed  as  the  blynde 

Fro  reason  in  to  lawe  of  kynde. 

Where  as  the  wisdome  goeth  aweie. 

And  can  not  see  the  right  weie, 

Howe  to  gouerne  his  owne  estate : 

But  euery  daie  stant  in  debate 

Within  him  selfe,  and  can  not  leue. 

And  thus  for  thy  my  finall  leue 
I  take  nowe  for  euermore 
Without  makynge  any  more 
Of  loue,  and  of  his  deadly  bele^ 
Whiche  no  phisicien  can  hele. 
For  his  nature  is  so  diners, 
That  it  hath  euer  some  trauers. 
Or  of  to  muche,  or  of  to  lite, 
That  plainly  maie  no  man  delitet 
But  if  him  feiie  or  that  or  this. 
But  thilke  loue,  whiche  that  is 
Within  a  mannes  herte  affirmed. 
And  stante  of  charitee  confirm^: 
Suche  loue  is  goodly  for  to  haue, 
Sucbe  loue  maie  the  body  saue, 
Suche  loue  maie  the  sowle  amende. 
The  bighe  god  sucbe  loue  vs  sende 
Forthwith  the  remenaunt  of  grace. 
So  that  aboue  in  thilke  pla«e, 
Where  resteth  loue,  and  all  pees^ 
Our  ioye  ipaie  be  endelees. 

AMIlf. 


VMUI  BNDRH  DB  COMFSIUO  AMAMTII. 


tHE 


POEMS 


OP 


JOHN  S  KELT  ON. 


Salre  plus  decies  qnot  sant  momenta  dierom, 
Quot  generum  species,  quot  res  quot  Domina  rerum, 
Siiot  prati  flores,  quot  sunt  in  oibe  colores, 
Suot  piscei,  quot  aves,  quot  sunt  in  equore  naues, 
duot  ▼olucnim  pennae,  quot  sunt  tormenta  Oehennae* 
Suot  CobU  stelle,  quot  sunt  in  orbe  puellac. 
Snot  sancti  Romae,  quot  sunt  miracula  Thomoe, 
8uot  sunt  virtutei,  tot  Tobis  mitto  salutes. 
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BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  eccentric  satyrist^  descended  from  an  ancient  family  in  Cumberland,  was  bora 
towards  the  latter  part  of  tbe  fifteenth  century,  and  appears  to  have  studied  in.both' 
aniversities.  Wood  claims  him  for  Oxford,  although  without  conceiving  that  he  was  a 
very  honourable  addition  to  his  list  of  worthies.  The  late  Mr.  Cole,  in  his  collections 
for  the  Atlienae  Cantabrigienses,  b  of  opinion  that  he  belongs  to  Cambridge,  partly 
because  be  alludes  to  his  being  curate  of  Trompington  in  loOJt  and  mentions  Swaffam 
and  Soham,  two  towns  in  Cambridgeshire,  and  partly  because  there  occurs  the  name 
4)f  one  Scheltfmy  M.A.  of  Cambridge  b  the  year  1484*.  On  the  other  hand,  Wood 
reckons  him  of  Oxford,  from  the  authority  of  Bale  in  a  MS.  in  the  Bodleian  library : 
and  in  the  preface  of  Caxton*8  Translation  of  tbe  ^neids  he  is  said  to  have  been  ''  lately 
created  poet  laureate  m  the  uny  versite  of  Oxenfordc,"  and  to  have  been  tbe  translator 
x>f  some  of  the  Latjn  classics. 

Thb  laureatship,  however^  it  must  be  ob!>erved,  was  not  tbe  office  now  known  as 
pertaining  to  the  court,  but  was  a  degree  conferred  at  tbe  university.  Churchyard^  in 
the  poem  prefaced  to  Skelton'^  works,  says 

Skelton  woro  the  lawrell  wreath. 
And  past  in  schoels  ye  knoe. 

This  honour  appears  to  have  been  conferred  on  him  about  the  year  1489>  &nd  if  our 
author  was  the  Schelton  discovered  by  Mr.  Cole,  he  had  now  left  Cambridge  for  Ox- 
ford; but  Mr.  Malone  says  that,  a  few  years  afler  this,  he  was  permitted  to  wear  the 
laurel  publicly  at  Cambridge,  and  had  been  previously  honoured  by  Henry  VII.  with 
a  grant  to  wear  either  some  peculiar  dress,  or  some  additional  ornament  in  his  ordinary 
apparel.  In  addition  to  this,  it  may  be  inferred  from  the  titles  of  some  of  his  works 
that  be  was  poet  laureate  to  king  Henry  VI II. ;  but  Mr.  Malone  has  not  been  able  to 
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''  discover  whether  he. received  any  salary  in  consequence  of  this  office •.  The  origin  of 
the  royal  laureat  is  somewhat  obscure.  According  to  Mr.  Warton  he  was  only  a 
graduated  rhetorician  employed  in  the  service  of  the  king,  and  all  his  productions  were 
in  Latin,  until  the  time  of  the  Reformation,  which^  among  other  adv^ntagesy  opened  the 
way  to  the  cultivation  of  the  English  tongue. 

In  the  page  where  Skelton  mentions  his  being  curate  of  Trompington,  he  informs  nt 
that  he  was  at  the  same  time  (1507)  rector  of  Diss  in  Norfolk,  and  probably  had  held 
this  living  long  before.  Tradition  informs  us  that  hb  frequent  buffooneries  in  the  pulpit 
excited  general  censure.  Of  what  nature  those  buffooneries  were  we  cannot  now  de-^ 
termine,  but  it  b  certain  that  at  a  much  later  period  the  pulpit  was  frequently  debased 
1i>y  irreverent  allusions  and  personal  scurrilities.  There  appear  to  have  been  thre^r 
subjects  af  which  Skelton  delighted  to  aim  hb  satire;  these  were  the  mendicant  friars, 
Lilly  the  grammarian,  and  cardinal  Wolsey.  From  what  we  find  in  his  works,  his  treat- 
ment of  these  subjects  was  coarse  enough  in  style,  and  perhaps  illiberal  in  sentiment, 
and  there  is  some  reason  to  think  that  he  did  not  preserve  a  due  reverence  for  the  forms 
and  pomp  of  the  establbhed  religion,  which  above  all  other  faults  would  naturally  tend 
to  biing  him  into  dbgrace  and  danger.  Those  who  felt  his  satire  would  be  glad  to 
excite  a  clamour  against  hb  impiety ;  and  it  must  be  allowed  that  the  vices  of  hb  age  are 
frequently  represented  in  such  indelicate  language,  as  to  furnish  his  enemies  with  the  very 
plausible  reproach^  that  he  was  not  one  of  those  reformers  who  begin  with  tbemselveSb 

But  although  we  can  now  have  very  little  sympathy  with  the  injured  feelings  of  the 
begging  fnars,  it  b  not  improbable  that  some  of  his  poems  or  ballads  might  very  justly 
rouse  the  vigilance  of  hb  diocesan,  the  bbhop  of  Norwich,  who,  Mr.  Warton  thinks,  su»- 
pended  him  from  his  functions.  Anthony  Wood  asserts  that  he  was  punished  by  the 
bbhop  for  '<  having  been  guilty  of  certain  crimes  as  most  poets  are."  According  ta 
Fuller,  the  *'  crime  oi most  poets*'  in  Skelton's  case  was  his  keeping  of  a  concubine,  which 
yet  was  at  that  time  a  less  crime  in  a  clergyman  than  marriage.  Skelton,  on  his  death- 
bed, declared  that  he  conscientiously  considered  his  concubine  as  his  wife,  but  was  afraid 
to  own  her  in  that  light;  and  from  thb  confession  and  the  occasional  liberties  he  has 
taken  with  his  pen  in  lashing  the  vices  of  the  clergy,  it  is  not  improbable  that  be  had 
imbibed  some  of  the  principles  of  the  Reformation,  but  had  not  the  courage  to  avow 
them  unless  under  the  mask  of  such  satire  as  might  pass  without  judicial  censure. 

With  respect,  however,  to  Wolsey,  his  prudence  appears  to  have  deserted  him,  as  he 
felt  bold  enough  to  stigmatize  the  personal  character  of  that  statesman,  then  in  the 
plenitude  of  his  power.  Whether  such  attacks  were  made  in  any  small  poems  or  ballads, 
or  only  in  lib  poem  of  Why  come  ye  not  to  Court?  is  not  certain;  but  the  latter  does 
not  appear  to  have  been  printed  until  1555,  and  was  too  long  to  have  been  easily  circa* 
hited  in  manuscript.  Wolsey,  however,  by  some  means  or  other,  discovered  the  abuse 
and  the  author,  and  ordered  him  to  be  apprehended.  Skelton  took  refuge  in  the 
sanctuary  of  Westminster  abbey,  where  the  abbot  Islip  afforded  him  protection  until  hb 
death,  which  took  place  June  21,  1529,  not  long  before  the  downfall  of  hb  illustrious 
prosecutor.    He  was  interred  in  St.  Margaret's  church-yard,  with  the  inscription 

J.  Sceitonus  Votes  Pierius  hie  situs  est^ 

*  Malone'«  Life  of  Dryden,  toI.  i.  p.  83.  where  the  reader  will  find  a  very  useful  sppendix  to  Mr, 
WavWa's  discoveries  on  tlit  nature  of  the  office  of  laureat.  G. 
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SkeltoB  appears  to  have  been  a  more  considerable  personage,  at  one  time  at  least, 
than  his  contemporaries  wonld  have  us  to  believe.  It  is  certain  that  he  was  esteemed  a 
scholar/  and  that  his  classical  learning  recommended  him  to  the  office  of  tutor  to 
prince  Henry,  afterwards  king  Henry  VIH.  who,  at  his  accession,  made  him  royal 
orator,  an  office  so  called  by  himself,  the  nature  of  which  is  doubtful,  unless  it  was 
blended  with  that  of  laureat.  As  to  his  general  reputation,  Erasmus  in  a  letter,  to 
Henry  VHl.  styles  him  Britannicarum  literarum  decus  et  lumen,  a  character  which 
must  have  either  been  inferred  from  common  opinion,  or  derived  from  personal  know^ 
ledge.  Whatever  provocation  he  gave  to  the  clergy,  he  was  not  without  patrons  who 
overlooked  his  errours  and  extravagancies  for  the  sake  of  his  genius;  and  during  the 
reign  of  Henry  VIL  he  had  the  enviable  distinction  of  being  almost  the  only  professed 
poet  of  the  age.  Henry  Algernon  Percy,  fifth  earl  of  Northumberland,  one  of  the  very, 
few  patrons  of  learned  men  and  artists  at  that  time,  appears  to  have  entertained  a  high 
regard  for  our  author.  In  a  collection  of  poems  magnificently  engrossed  on  vellum 
for  the  use  of  this  nobleman,  is  an  elegy  on  the  death  of  the  earl's  fiitber  written  by 
Skelton.  This  volume  is  now  in  the  British  Museum ;,  but  the  elegy  may  be  seen  in 
Helton's  works,  and  in  Dr.  Percy's  Relics. 

When  a  favourite  author  betrays  grossness  and  indecency,  it  is  usual  to  inquire  how 
much  of  tfab  is  his  own,  and  how  much  may  be  referred  to  the  licentiousness  of  his  age? 
Warton  observes  that  it  is  in  vain  to  apologize  for  the  coarseness,  obscenity,  and  scur* 
rility  of  Skelton,  by  saying  that  his  poetry  is  tinctured  with,  the  mabners  of  his  age,  and 
adds  that  Skelton  would  have  been  a  writer  without  decoruiA  at  any  period.  This 
decision,  however,  is  not  more  justly  passed  on  Skelton  than  it  ought  to  be  on  others  in 
this  collection  whom  it  has  been  the  fashion  to  vindicate  by  an  appeal  to  the  manners  of 
their  age«  The  manners  of  no  age  can  apologize  for  the  licentiousness  of  the  writer 
who  descends  to  copy  them.  There  are  always  enough  in  an  age  that  has  a  court,  a 
clergy,  and  a  people,  to  support  the  dignity  of  virtue  and  to  assert  the  respect  due  to 
public  decency.  If  we  knew  more  minutely  of  the  manners  of  our  country  in  those  re^ 
mote  periods,  it  would  probably  be  found  that  licentiousness  has  upon  the  whole  been 
more  discouraged  than  patronised  by  the  public  voice. 

Although  it  is  impossible  to  lessen  the  censure  which  Skelton  incurred  among  his 
contemporaries,  and  immediate  successors,  it  is  but  fair  to  say  that  his  indelicacies  are 
of  no  very  seductive  kind ;  that  they  are  obscured  by  cant  words  and  phrases  no  longer 
intelligible,  or  hitelligible  but  to  few;  and  that  the  removal  of  them  is  a  matter  of  less 
trouble  and  less  injury  to  the  colleclipn  than  his  biographers,  who  have  copied  one 
another,  would  insinuate.  As  to  his  poetry,  Mr.  Warton's  character  may  in  general  be 
followed  with  safety,  and  ought  to  be  preserved  with  the  respect  due  to  so  excellent  a 
critic. 

**  Skelton's  characteristic  vein  of  humour  is  capricious  and  grotesque.  If  his  whimv 
sical  extravagancies  ever  move  our  laughter,  at  the  same  time  they  shock  our  sensibility. 
His  festive  levities  are  not  only  vulgar  and  indelicate,  but  frequently  want  truth  and 
propriety.  His  subjects  are  often  as  ridiculous  as  his  metre:  but  he  sometimes  debases 
his  matter  by  his  versification.  On  the  whole,  his  genius  seems  better  .suited  to  low 
bnriesque,  than  to  liberal  and  manly  satire.  It  is  supposed  by  Caxton,  that  he  im^ 
proved  our  language;  but  he  sometimes  afiects  obscurity,  and  sometimes  adopts  the 
pIQst  familiar  phraseology  of  the  common  people  \"    After  quoting  some  lines  from 

f  Wi^rt<m*8  Hilt,  of  Poetry,  vol.  ii.  p.  342.   C, 


aSa  LItE  OF  SKELTON. 

the  Boke  of  Colin  CIoute»  Mr.  Wartoa  remarks  that  these  are  in  the  best  manner  of 
hb  petty  measure,  which  is  made  still  more  disgusting  by  the  repetition  of  the  rhymes; 
but  allows  that  m  the  poem  called  Tlie  Bouge  of  Court,  or  the  Rewards  of  a  Court, 
the  author,  by  '*  adopting  the  more  grave  and  stately  movement  of  the  seven-lined 
•tanza,  has  shown  himself  not  always  incapable  of  exhibiting  allegorical  imagery  witb 
spirit  and  dignity." 

Skelton,  however,  is  very  unequal,  although  his  natural  bias,  and  what  he  seems  most- 
anxious  to  revert  to,  is  comic  buffoonery.  That  the  author  of  the  Prayers  to  the 
Trinity,  and  the  lines  on  the  death  of  lord  Percie,  could  have  written  the  Tunning  of 
Elinour  Humming,  b  almost  incredible.  His  multiplied  repetition  of  rhymes,  arbitrary 
abbreviations  of  the  verse,  cant  expressions,  hard  and  sounding  words  newly  t:oined, 
and  patches  of  Latin  and  French,  Warton  supposes  to  be  peculiar,  though  not  ex<< 
clusively  to  our  author;  but  hb  new- coined  words  and  Latin  and  French  phrases  occur 
so  often,  that  other  critics  appear  to  have  been  too  hasty  in  asserting  that  he  wrote  only 
for  the  mob.  There  is  occasionally  much  sound  sense^  and,  it  b  to  be  feared,  much  just 
satire  on  the  conduct  of  the  clergy,  which  we  know  was  such  as  to  justify  the  plunder 
of  the  church  by  Henry  VIH.  m  the  eyes  of  the  people  at  large.  As  a  poet,  however, 
Skelton  contributed  very  little  to  the  improvement  of  the  poetical  style,  and  seems 
of^en  more  dbposed  to  render  ver^cation  ridiculous.  His  vein  of  humour  is 
copious  and  original,  and  had  it  been  directed  to  subjects  of  legitimate  satire,  and 
regulated  by  some  degree  of  taste,  he  might  have  been  thought  more  worthy  of  a  place 
in  a  collection  of  English  poets,  and  more  credit  would  have  been  given  to  what  he  in- 
sinuates, that  he  was  disliked  and  reviled  for  having  honestly,  though  bluntly,  exposed 
the  reigning  follies  of  his  day.  Mrs.  Cooper  calls  him,  with  some  degree  of  truths 
*«  the  restorer  of  invention  in  Englbh  poetiy ;"  and  by  Bradshaw,  a  very  indifferent  poet 
of  the  fifteenth  century,  he  b  complimented  as  the  inventive  Skelton. 

His  works  have  hitherto  been  ushered  into  the  world  without  much  care.  It  yet  re- 
mains to  explains  his  obscurities,  translate  his  vulgarisms,  and  point  hb  verses.  The  task 
would  require  much  time  and  labour,  with  perhaps  no  very  inviting  prospect  of  recom- 
pense. Besides  the  works  now  before  the  reader,  Mr.  Ritson*  has  given  a  list  of  pieces,, 
tlie  most  of  which  arc  easily  accessible,  and  might  have  been  added  to  the  present 
collection  had  they  appeared  to  throw  any  important  light  on  the  character  of  the 
author,  or  of  hb  age.  But  Mr.  Ritson  thinks  it  utterly  incredible  that  '<  the  Nigra- 
mansu-,''  described  by  Warton,  as  printed  by  Wynken  de  Worde,  m  1504,  ever  existedi. 

5  In  bii  Bibliographia  Poetica,  p.  102.    C. 
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JL  BE  followiiig  poemi  having  been  lately  recovered  from  the  obscurity  la  which  they  had  the  t9i4 
to  be  concealed  for  many  years,  the  editor,  instead  of  introducing  them  to  the  public,  with  a  pane-' 
gyric  on  their  author,  thinks  it  a  more  modest  proceeding,  to  leave  the  judgment  of  his  merit,  as  aL 
poet,  to  those  who  have  this  opportunity  of  reading  his  productions;  but  as  some  account  of  his  life 
may  possibly  be  expected  on  this  occasion,  it  was  thought  proper  to  collect  the  following  particulars, 
on  that  subject,  from  the  Athenae  Oxonienses  of  Mr.  Wood,  who  relates  them  in  this  matiner. 

John  Skelton,  the  eminent  poet  of  his  time,  was  originally,  if  not  nearly,  descended  from  the  Skel- 
tons  of  Cumberland ;  an4  having  been  educated  at  the  university  of  Oxford,  became  highly  renowned 
among  men,  for  his  poetry  and  philosophy.  Afterwards,  taking  holy  orders,  he  was  made  rector  of  Dysse 
in  Norfolk,  where,  and  in  the  diocess,  he  was  esteemed  more  fit  for  the  stage,  than  the  pew  or  pulpit. 
The  reader  is  now  to  know,  that  one  John  Skelton  was  made  vicar  of  Dultyng  in  the  diocess  of  Bath  and 
Wells,  anno  151  S»  upon  the  promotion  of  Hugh  Ynge  to  the  see  of  Meath  in  Ireland ;  where  having 
continued  some  years  without  a  degree  (as  some  chancellors,  archdeacons,  nay  priors,  abbats,  and 
deans,  have  so  done  in  their  respective  times  and  places)  did  retire  to  Oxon,  study  there  with  leave 
from  his  diocesan,  and  in  July  1518,  (10.  Hen.  VIII.)  was  admitted  to  the  extraordinary  reading  of 
any  book  of  the  decretals,  that  is  to  the  degree  of  bachelor  of  decrees,  which  some  call  the  canon  law. 
The  next  year  I  find  him  to  be  made  rector  of  Westquamtoked,  in  the  said  diocess,  by  the  name 
and  title  of  John  Skelton  bachelor  of  decrees,  and,  in  1525,  rector  of  Clotwortley  there.  But  this 
John  Skelton  I  cannot  take  to  be  the  same  with  him  that  was  the  poet,  and  rector  of  Dysse;  who  hav- 
ing been  guilty  of  certain  crimes  (as  most  poets  are)  at  least  not  agreeable  to  the  coat,  fell  under  the 
heavy  censure  of  Richard  Nykke,  bishop  of  Norwich,  his  diocesan  ;  especially  for  his  scoffs  and  ill 
language  against  the  monks  and  dominicans,  in  his  writings.  In  which  also,  reflecting  on  the  actions 
of  cardinal  Wolsey^  he  was  so  closely  pursued  by  his  oAcers,  that  he  was  obliged  to  take  sanctuary 
at  Westminster,  where  he  was  kindly  entertained  by  John  Islip  the  abbat,  and  continued  there  to  the 
time  of  his  death.  Erasmus,  in  an  epistle  to  king  Henry  VIII.  stiles  this  poet,  Britaunicarum  Literal 
mm  Lumen  et  Decus,  and  of  the  like  opinion  were  many  of  his  time.  Yet  the  generality  saw,  that 
his  witty  discourses  were  biting,  his  laughter  opprobrious  and  scornful,  and  his  jokes  commonly  sharp 
and  reflecting. 

At  length,  our  poet  dying  in  his  sanctuary,  was  buried  in  the  chancel  of  the  church  of  St  Margaret^ 
Within  the  city  of  Westminster  in  1529,  81  Henry  VIII.  Over  his  grave  was  this  inscription  soon 
lifter  put.    Johannes  Skeltonus  Vates  pierius  hie  situs  e»t.    Aniroam  egit  (^icit)  21  lunii  An.  Doai< 
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MDXXIX.    Near  to  his  body  was  aftenrauds  buried  on  old  court  poet,  called  Thomaf  Churchyard^ 
and  not  in  the  church  porch,  as  certain  old  rhymes  tell  you,  beginning  thus : 

Come  Alecto,  and  lend  me  thy  torch,  ^ 

To  find  a  Churchyard  in  a  church-porch. 

I  fi^d  another  John  Skelton,  who  lived  in  the  time  of  king  Henry  IV.  but  he  was  a  doctor  of  diri- 
nity  and  a  dominican,  and  therefore  I  conceive  it  the  reason  why  Baleus  stileth  this  poet  doctor  of 
divinity,  which  no  other  author,  beside  himself,  doth.  Another  John  Skelton  I  find,  who  was  confirmed 
abbat  of  Whitby  in  Yorkshire,  (upon  the  death  of  Thomas  Bolton)  l^y  the  archbishop  of  Yoik,  6 
Not.  1413. 
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Ir  slonth  and  tract  of  time, 

(That  wears  eche  thing  avmfy 
Should  rust  and  canker  worthy  artes, 

Good  works  would  soea  decay. 
If  suche  as  present  are. 

For  goeth  the  people  past: 
Our  selus  should  soen  in  silence  slepe, 

And  loes  renom  at  last. 
No  soyll  nor  land  so  rude. 

But  som  odd  men  can  shoe: 
Than  should  the  learned  pas  unknowne, 

Whoes  pen  and  skill  did  floe. 
God  sheeld  our  slouth  wear  sutch^ 

Or  world  so  simple  nowe: 
That  knowledge  seaept  without  reward. 

Who  sercheth  yertue  throwe 
And  paints  forth  ryce  aright. 
And  blames  abues  of  men: 
And  shoes  what  lief  desames  rebukef 

And  who  the  prayes  of  pen. 
You  see  howe  forrayn  realms, 

Aduance  their  poets  all : 
And  ours  are  drowned  in  the  dust. 

Or  flong  against  the  wall. 
In  Fraunce  did  Marrot  raigne. 

And  neighbour  thear  vnto 
Was  Petrark,  marching  full  with  Dantte : 

Who  erst  did  wonders  do 
Among  the  noble  Grekes, 

Was  Homere  ftill  of  skill: 
And  where  that  Ouid  norisht  was. 

The  soyll  did  florish  still 
With  letters  hie  of  style: 

But  ViigUl  wan  the  fraes, 
And  past  them  all  for  deep  engyen, 

And  made  them  all  to  gaes 
Upon  the  bookes  he  made  : 

Thus  eche  of  them  you  see 
Wan  prayse  and  fame  and  honor  had, 

Eche  one  in  their  degree. 
I  pray  you  then  my  friendes^ 

Disdaine  not  for  to  vewe 
The  workes  and  sugred  verses  fine. 

Of  our  raer  poetes  newe 
Whoes  barborus  language  rued. 

Perhaps  ye  may  mislike, 
But  blame  them  not  that  ruedly  playei 

If  they  the  hall  do  strike. 
Nor  skome  not  mother  tunge, 

O  babes  of  Englishe  breed, 
I  haue  of  other  language  seen, 
^  And  you  a^  full  noay  reed. 
Fine  ve^setf  trimly  wrought. 

And  cotttcht  in  comly  sort. 
But  neuer  I  nor  you  I  troe. 

In  sentence  plaine  and  short. 
Did  yet  beholde  with  eye. 
In  any  forraine  tonge, 
A  higher  yerse  a  staetly  style. 

That  may  be  read  or  song, 
Than  is  this  daye  in  deede 

Our  Englishe  verse  and  ryme: 
The  grace  wherof  doth  touch  the  gods, 
And  reatch  tbecloodes  tontime. 


Thorow  earth  and  waters  deepe. 
The  pen  by  skill  doth  passe : 
And  featly  nyps  the  worldes  abuse. 

And  shoes  vs  in  a  glasse. 
The  vertu  apd  the  vice. 
Of  evry  wyght  alyue: 
The  bony  combe  that  bee  doth  make. 

Is  not  so  sweete  in  hyue. 
As  are  the  golden  leues, 
.     That  drops  from  poets  head : 
Which  doth  surmount  our  common  talke 

As  farre  as  dros  doth  lead. 
The  flowre  is  sifted  deane. 

The  bran  is  cast  aside. 
And  so  good  come  is  knowen  fh)m  cha£fe. 

And  each  fine  graine  is  spide. 
Peers  plowman  was  full  plaine. 

And  Chausers  spreet  was  great: 
Earle  Surry  had  a  goodly  vayne. 
Lord  Vaus  the  marke  did  beat. 
And  Phaer  did  hit  the  pricke. 
In  thinges  he  did  translate : 
And  Edwards  had  a  special  gift. 

And  diners  men  of  late. 
Hath  helpt  our  Englishe  toung. 

The  first  was  baes  and  brute 
Ohe  shall  1  leaue  out  Skeltons  name, 

Tlie  blossome  of  my  frute, 
The  tree  wheron  in  deed. 

My  branchis  all  might  groe, 
Nay  Skelton  wore  the  lawrell  wreath, 

And  past  in  schoels  ye  knoe, 
A  poet  for  his  arte, 

Whoes  Judgment  suer  was  hie. 
And  had  great  practies  of  the  pen. 

His  works  they  will  not  lie. 
His  terms  to  taunts  did  lean. 
His  talke  was  as  he  wraet: 
Full  quick  of  witte,  right  sharp  of  woids. 

And  skilfol  of  the  staet 
Of  reason  riep  and  good. 

And  to  the  haetfiOl  mynd. 
That  did  disdain  his  doings  still, 

A  skornar  of  bis  kynd. 
Most  pleasant  euery  way. 

As  poets  ought  to  be: 
And  seldom  out  of  princis  grace. 

And  great  with  eche  degiv. 
Thus  haue  you  heard  at  full, 
What  Skelton  was  in  deed: 
A  further  knowledge  shall  you  haue. 

If  you  his  bookes  do  reed. 
I  haue  of  meer  good  will, 

Theas  verses  written  heer: 
To  honour  vertue  as  I  ought. 
And  make  his  fame  apeer. 
That  whan  the  garland  gay. 
Of  lawrel  leaues  but  laet. 
Small  is  my  pain,  great  is  his  prayes, 
That  thus  sutch  honour  gaet. 
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ORATORI8   REGIS  TKRTIUS. 
▲GAIIIST  VENEMOVB  TONGUES  BMPOYSONED IVITH 

SCLAUNDER  AND  FALSE  DETRACTIONS, 

Soid  detur  tibi  aat  quid  apponaiur  tibi  ad  Ho* 
f  uam  dolosam  ?    Psalm  C.  xlij. 

Dsus  destruet  te,  in  finem  evellet  te,  &  emi- 
grabit  te  de  tabernaCulo  tuo.  &  radicem  tuam  dc 
terra  vWentiuJii.     Psal.  Ix^ii. 

A  L  maters  wel  pondred,  and  wcl  to  be  regarded 

'^^  How  shuld  a  fals  lying  tcing  then  be  rewarded 

Such  tunges  sbuld  be  tome  out  by  the  harde  rootes 

Hoyning  like  bogges  that  groynis  and  wrotes. 

Dilexisti  omnia  verba  precipitationis  lingua 
dolosa.  vbi.  s.  &c. 

For  as  I  bane  rede  in  volumes  olde 

A  fills  lying  tunge  is  harde  to  withholde. 

A  sclaunderous  tuUge,  a  tunge  of  a  skolde 
Worketh  more  mischiefe  than  can  be  tolde. 

That  if  I  wrist  not  to  be  controlde 

Yet  somwhat  to  say  I  dare. well  be  bolde 

How  some  delite  for  to  lye,  thycke  and  threfolde. 

Ad  sannam  hominem  redegit  comite  et  gra- 
^hice. 

For  ye  said,  that  he  said,  that  I  said,  wote  ye  what 
I  made  (he  said)  a  windmill  of  an  olde  mat 

If  there  be  none  oiher  mater  but  that. 
Than  ye  may  commaunde  me  tugentil  Cok  wat. 

Hie  notat  (purpuraria  arte)  intextas  literas 
Romanes  in  amictibus  post  ambulonum 
ante  et  retro . 

For  before  on  your  brest,  and  behind  on  your 
1b  Romsinc  letters  I  neuer-founde  lack,    [back, 


In  your  crosse  rowe,  nor  Christ  crosse  you  tpede^' 
Your  Pater  noster,  your  Auc,  nor  your  Crede. 

Who  soeuer  that  tale  vnto  you  tolde, 
He  saith  vntruly,  to  say,  that  I  would 

Controlle  the  cognisaunce  of  noble  men : 
Either  by  language,  or  with  my  pen. 

Pedagogium  meum  de  sublimiori  Minems 
constat  esse.  ergo.  &c. 

IV^y  scole  is  more  solem,  and  somwhat  more  haute 
Than  to  be  founde  in  any  such  faute. 

Pedagogium  meum  male  sanos  maledicos 
(sibulis  conplosisque  mantibus)  explodit. 
&c. 

My  scoles  are  not  for  vnthriftes  vntaught, 
For  frantjck  faitours  half  mad,  and  balfstraught 

But  my  learning  is  of  an  other  degree, 
To  taunt  theim  like  liddrous,  lewde  as  thei  bee. 

Laxent  ergo  antemnam  elationis  sue  inflatam 
vento  vanitatis.  li.  ilie.  &c. 

For  though  some  be  lidder,  and  list  for  to  rayle. 
Yet  to  He  vpon  me  they  can  not  preuayle. 

Then  let  them  vale  a  bonet  of  their  proud  sayle. 
And  of  their  taunting  toies  rest  with  il  hayle. 

Nobilitati  ignobilis  cedat  vtilitas.  &:c. 

There  is  no  noble  man  wil  iudgc  in  me. 

Any  such  foly  to  rest  or  to  be. 
1  care  mucbe  the  lesse  what  euer  they  say, 

For  tunges  vntaydc  be  renning  a  stray. 
But  yet  I  may  say  safely,  so  many  wel  lettred 

Embraudred,  enlasid  together,  and  fettred. 
And  so  little  learning,  so  lewdly  alowed : 

What  lault  find  ye  herein  but  may  be  auowed? 
But  ye  are  so  full  of  vertibilite, 

And  of  frenetyke  folabilite. 
And  of  melancoly  mutabilite. 
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That  ye  would  ooarte,  and  enforce  me. 
Nothing  to  write,  but  bay  the  gy  of  thre. 
And  1  to  suffre  you  lewdly  to  ly, 
Of  me,  with  your  language  full  of  vilany. 

Sicut  nouocla  acuta  fecisti  dolum,  vbx,  a. 

Malicious  tunges,  though  they  bane  no  bones. 
Are  sharper  then  swordes,  sturdier  then  stones. 

Lege  philostratum  de  vita  tyanei  Apollong. 

Sharper  then  raysors.  that  shaue  and  cut  throtes. 
More  stinging  then  scorpions  that  stang  Pha- 
raotis 

Venenum  aspidum  sub  labiis  eornm.    Ps. 

More  renemous  and  much  more  virulent, 
Then  any  poysoned  tode,  or  any  serpent. 

fiuid  peregrinis  egemus  exemplis*  ad  domes- 
tica  recurramus.  Sec.  IL  ille. 

Such  tunges  unhappy  hath  made  great  diuisioo. 

In  realmes,  in  cities,  by  suche  fals  abusion. 
Offals  fickil  tunges,  suche  cloked  collusion. 

Hath  brought  nobil  princes  to  extreme  confii- 
sion. 

Suicquidloquantnr  vt  e^Beminantur  ita  eflSm- 
tur.  &c. 

Somtime  women  were  put  in  great  blame. 
Men  said  they  could  not  their  tunges  atame. 

But  men  take  upon  theim  nowe  all  the  shame. 
With  skolding  and  sklaundering  make  their 
tungs  lame. 

Novarum  rerum  cupidissioii.  captatores.  der 
latores.  odulatores.  inuigilatores^deliratores, 
&c.  id  genus  li.  iUe. 

For/oen  be  now  tratlers  and  tellers  of  tales, 

What  tidings  at  Totman,  what  newis  in  Wales? 
What  sbippis  are  sailing  to  Scalis  malis 

And  all  is  not  worth  a  couple  of  nut  shalis ' 
But  lerin^  and  lurking  here  and  there  like  spies. 

The  devil  tere  their  tunges  and  pike  ont  their 
ies. 
Then  ren  they  with  lesinges,  and  blow  them  about. 

With  he  wrate  such  a  bil  withouten  dout. 
With,  I  can  tel  you  what  such  a  man  said. 

And  you  knew  all,  ye  would  be  ill  apayd. 

De  more  vulpino  gannientes  ad  aurem,  flctas 
fabellas  fabricant.  U.  ille. 

In  auspicatum.  male  ominatum.  infortunatiim 
se  fateatur  habuisse  boroscopum  quicunque 
maledixerit  vati  Pierio.  S.  L.  &c 

But  if  that  I  knewe  what  his  name  bight. 
For  clatering  of  me,  I  would  him  sone  qnight 

For  his  false  lying,  of  that  I  spake  neuer, 
I  could  make  him  shortly  repent  him  for  euer. 

Although  be  made  it  neuer  so  tough. 
He  might  be  sure  to  haue  shame  ynough. 

Cerberus  horrendo  baratri  latrando,  sub  an- 
tra Te  rodatque  voret  lingua  dolosa  (pre- 
cor.) 

A  fals  double  tunge  is  more  fiers  and  fell. 
Then  Cerberus  that  cur  coaching  in  the  kenel 
ofhel 

Wherof  hereafter,  I  thinke  for  to  write. 
Of  fols  double  tunges  in  the  dispite. 

Recipit  se  scripturum  opus  sancte,  laudabile, 
acceptabile^  memorabtleque,  &  nimis  honorifican- 
dnin. 


Disperdat  dominns  vniaersa  labia  doloia  Ar  lin* 
guam  magniloquam« 


.  Why  were  ye  Calliope, 
embrawdred  with  letters  of  golde  ? 

skblton  laureate  orato.  reg.  maketh  this 
aun8were.  &c. 

Caluope 
As  ye  may  se 
Regent  is  she 

Of  poetes  al 
Whiche  gaue  to  me 
The  high  degre 
Laureat  to  be. 

Of  fame  royall 
Whose  name  enrolde 
With  silk  and  golde 
I  dare  be  bolde 

Thus  for  to  were 
Of  her  I  bolde 
And  ber  housbolde 
Though  1  waxe  olde 

And  somdele  sera 
Yet  is  she  fayne 
Voyde  of  dtsdayn 
Me  to  retayne 

Her  seniiture. 
With  her  certayne 
I  wyll  remayne 
As  my  souerayiie 

Most  of  pleasure. 

Maulgre  touz  malheureux. 


LATINUM  CARMEW  SEQU1TUR« 

Cur  tibi  contexta  est  aurea  Calliope? 

REBPONBIO  EJU8DEM   VATI8. 

Candida  Calliope  vatum  regina,  coronans 
Pierios  Uuro,  ratliante  intexta  sub  auro, 
Hanc  ego  Pierius,  tanto  dignabor  honore 
Dum  mihi  vita  manet,  dum  spiritus  bos  regit  artus 
Suamquam  conficior  senio  marcescoque  sensim 
Ipse  tamen  gestare  sua  bsc  pia  pignora  oerto, 
Assensuque  suo  placidis  parebo  camenis 
Indita  Calliope  it  semper  mea  maxima  cura  estv 

HsBC  Pierius  omni  Spartane  liberior. 

CALLIOPE. 

Mnsarum  excellentissima, 
speciosissiroa,  formosissimai 
Heroicis  preest  versibqs. 

FINIS. 


Arrecttngb  my  syght  towarde  the  zodiake 

The  signes  xij.  for  to  beholde  a  farre 

Whan  Mars  retrograunt  reuersed  his  backe 

Lorde  of  the  ycre  in  his  orbicular 

Put  up  his  sworde,  for  he  coude  make  no  WVT* 

And  whan  Lucina  plenary  dyd  shjrne 

Scorpion  ascendynge  degrees  twyse  nyne. 

In  place  alone,  than  musynge  in  my  thought 
How  all  thing  passeth,  as  doth  the  somer  flowrt 
On  euery  halfc  my  reasons  forthe  I  sought 
Howe  often  fortune  varyeth  in  an  how  re 
Now  clere  wether,. fortii  with  a  stormy  sbowrt 
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All  thyng  compassed,  no  perpetuyte. 
But  nowe  ia  welthe,  nowe  ia  aduersj'te. 

So  depely  drowned  I  was  in  this  dumpe 
Encraumpyshed  so  sore  was  my  conceyte 
That  me  to  rest,  I  lent  me  to  a  stumpe 
Of  an  oke,  that  somtyme  grewe  fdU  streygfate 
A  myghty  tre  and  of  a  noble  heygbt 
Whose  beaute  blasted  was  with  the  boystnrs  winde 
His  leaoes  loste,  the  sappe  was  from  the  rynde. 

Thus  stode  I  in  the  frytthy  forest  of  Galtres 
finsowked  with  sylt  of  the  myry  mose 
Where  hartes  belhiyng  embosed  with  distres 
Ran  on  the  raunge  so  longe,  that  I  suppose 
Fewe  men  can  teU  where  the  hynde  calft  gose. 
Faire  fel  the  forster  that  so  wel  can  bate  his  hounde 
But  of  my  purpose  now  tume  we  to  the  grounde* 

Whylis  I  stode  miisynge.  in  this  meditacion 
In  slumbryug«  I  fell,  and  halfe  in  a  slepe 
And  whether  it  were  of  ymaginacion 
.Or  of  humors  superflue,  that  often  will  crepe 
In  to  the  brayne  by  drynkyngouer  depe 
Or  it  preceded  of  fatall  perswasion 
I  can  nat  tell  you  what  was  the  occasion. 

But  sodaynly  at  ones  as  I  me  aduysed 
(As  one  in  a  trans  or  in  an  extasy^ 
I  sawe  a  pauylion  wondersly  disguised 
Garnyssbed  freshe  after  my  fantasy 
Enbacbyde  with  perle  and  stones  preciously 
The  grounde  engrosed  and  bet  witii  bourne  gold 
That  passynge  goodly  it  was  to  be  holde 

Within  that  a  princes  excetlente  of  porte 
Bat  to  recounte  her  fiche  abilyroent 
And  what  estates  to  her  dyd  rcsorte 
Therto  am  I  full  insufiycient 
A  goddesse  immortall  she  dyd  represent 
As  I  harde  saye  dame  Pallas  was  her  name 
Tp  whom  supplyed  the  royall  qoene  of  fatme. 

THE  QtBHE  Of  PABIB  TO  DAMB  PALLAS. 

Princes  most  pusant  of  hygh  preeminence 
Renowned  lady  aboue  the  sterry  heuyn 
All  other  transcendynge  of  very  congruence 
Madame  regent  of  the  sciences  seoyn 
To  whose  astate  all  noblenesse  most  lenen 
My  suppitcacion  to  you  I  arrecte 
Wherof  I  beseche  you  to  tendre'the  effecte. 

fCat  nnremembred  it  ii  unto  your  grace 
Howe  ye  gane  me  a  ryall  commaundement 
That  in  my  courte  Skelton  shulde  have  a  place 
Bycause  that  he  his  tyme  studiously  hath  spoit 
In  your  semice :  and  to  the  accomplysshement 
Of  yoor  request,  regestred  is  his  name 
With  laureate  triumphe  in  the  courte  of  Fame 

But  good  madame  the  accustome  and  Tsage 
Of  auncient  poetes  ye  woCe  full  wele  hath  bene 
Them  selfs  to  embnsy  with  all  their  whole  corage 
So  that  theyr  workes  myght  lamously  be  sene 
In  figure  wherof  they  were  the  laurell  grene 
But  howe  it  is,  Skelton  is  wuuder  slacke 
And  as  we  dare  we  fynde  in  him  a  lacke. 

For  ne  Irere  onely  he  hath  your  promocion 
Out  of  my  bokcs  full  soone  I  shulde  hym  rase 
But  sithe  he  hath  tasted  of  the  sugred  pocion 
Of  Heliconis  well :  refreshed  with  your  grace 
And  wyll  aat  ejidmowr  hyms^lfe  to  pnrdiaca 


The  fauour  of  ladys  with  wordes  electe 
It  is  syttynge  that  ye  must  hym  correcte. 

DAME  PALLAS  TO  THE  Q17ENB  OF  FAMB. 

The  sum  of  your  purpose  as  we  are  aduysed 
Is  that  our  seruaunt  is  somewhat  to  dull 
Wherein  this  answere  for  hym  we  baue  com* 

prised 
'  Howe  ryuers  ren  nat  till  the  sprynge  be  full 
Better  a  dumme  mouthe  than  a  brayneles  scull 
For  if  he  gloriously  publysshe  his  matter 
Than  men  will  saye  howe  he  doth  but  flatter. 

• 

And  if  so  him  fortune  to  write  true  and  plaint 
As  somtyme  he  must  vices  remorde 
Than  some  wyll  say  he  huth  but  lytell  brayne 
And  how  his  wordes  with  reasou  will  nat  accorde 
Beware,  for  wrjrtying  remayneth  of  recorde 
Displease  nat  an  hundred  for  one  mannes  plea* 

sure 
Who  wryteth  wysely  hath  a  great  treasure. 

Also  to  fumysshe  better  his  -excuse. 
Ouide  was  banysshed  for  such  a  skyll. 
And  many  mo,  whom  I  conde  enduce. 
Juuenal  was  thret  parde  for  tokyll 
For  certayne  inuectiues:  Yet  wrote  he  none  yD 
Sauynge  he  rubbed  some  vpon  the  gall. 
It  was  not  for  hym  to  abyde  the  tHall. 

• 

In  general  wordes  I  say  nat  greatly  nay 
A  poet  somtyme  may  for  his  pleasure  taunt 
Spekyng  in  parables,  howe  the  fox,  the  ^rey. 
The  gander,  the  goose,  and  the  huge  oliphant 
Went  with  the  pecocke  agaynst  the  fesaunt 
The  lesarde  came  leaping  and  sayd  that  he  must 
With  helpe  of  the  ram  lay  all  in  the  dust. 

Yet  dyuerse  there  be  industriouse  of  reason 
Som  what  wolde  gadder  in  their  coniecture 
Of  suche  an  endarked  chaptre  some  season 
Howe  be  it,  it  were  harde  to  construe  this  lec- 
ture 
Sophisticated  craftely  is  many  a  cOnfecture 
An  other  mannes  mynde  diffuse  is  to  expounde 
Yet  harde  is  to  make  but  some  ihute  be  founde. 


THE  QVBNE  OF  FAME  TO  DAME  PALLAS. 

Madame  with  fauor  of  your  benigne  suffiraunce 
Unto  your  grace  than  make  I  this  motiue 
Wherto  make  ye  me  hym  to  auaunce 
Unto  the  rowme  of  laureat  promotyue  ? 
Or  w  herto  shulde  he  haue  the  prerogatine 
But  yf  he  had  made  some  memoriail 
Wheiby  he  myght  have  a  name  immortall? 

To  passe  the  tyme  in  sloughtfull  ydelnesse 
Of  your  royall  palais  it  is  nat  the  gyse' 
Bat  to  do  som  what  eche  man  doth  hym  dresse 
For  howe  shulde  Cato  els  be  called  wyse 
But  that  his  bokes,  which  he  dyd  deoyse 
Recorde  the  same  ?  Or  why  is  had  in  mynde 
Plato,  but  for  that  he  lefte  wrytynge  behynde 

For  men  to  loke  on  ?  Aristotille  also 
Of  philosophers  called  the  principall. 
Olde  Diogines,  with  other  many  mo 
Demosthenes  that  oratonr  royall 
That  gpaue  Eschines  suche  a  cordiall 
That  banissbed  was  he  through  his  proposicion 
Agaynst  whom  he  coude   mako   no  contradic* 
tion« 
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SKELTON'S  POEMS. 


DAME  PALLAS  TO  THE  QUBRB  OF  FAME. 

Soft  my  good  syster,  and  make  there  a  pauses 
And  was  Eschines  rebuked  as  ye  say  ? 
Remembre  you  well,  poynt  well  that  clause 
Wherfore  than  rased  ye  nat  away 
His  name?  Or  why  is  it  I  you  praye, 
That  he  to  your  court  is  goynge  and  commyng 
Sith  be  is  thus  blamed  for  defaute  of  counnyng? 

THE  QUBKE  OF  FAME  TO  DAME  PALLAS. 

Madame  your  apposelle  is  well  inferred 
And  at  your  auauntage  quickely  it  is 
Touched ;  and  harde  for  to  be  barred 
Yet  shall  1  answerc  your  grace  as  in  this 
With  your  reformacion  if  1  say  amis 
7or  but  if  your  bounte  dyd  me  assure 
JMiyne  argument  els  could  nat  longe  endure 

As  touchynu  that  Eschines  is  remembred 
That  he  so  ^luilde  be,  me  semeth  it  fyttynge 
All  be  it  threat  parte  he  hath  surrendred 
Of  his  honr»ur,  whose  dissuasyue  in  wryttynge 
To  curuge  Demosthenes  was  moche  excitynge 
In  sett^Tige  out  fresbely  his  crafty  persuasion 
From  whiche  Eschines  had  none  euasion 

The  cause  why  Demosthenes  so  famously  is 
Onely  preceded,  for  that  he  did  outray      [bruted 
Eschines :  whiche  was  nat  shamefully  confuted 
But  of  that  famous  oratour  I  say 
Whiche  passed  all  other  :   wheifore  I  may 
Amonge  my  recordes  suffre  him  named. 
For  though  he  wer  vanquished  yet  W99  be  iiat 
shamed 

As  Hierome  in  his  preamble  frater  Ambrosius 
From  that  I  haue  sayd  in  no  poynt  doth  vary 
Wherin  he  reporteth  of  the  coragious 
Wordes.  that  were  moche  consolatory 
By  Eschines  rehersed,  to  the  great  glory 
Of  Demosthenes,  that  was  his  utter  fo 
Fewe  shall  ye  fynde  or  none  that  will  do  so. 

dame  PALLAS  TO  TUB  QUENE  OF  FAME. 

A  THANKE  to  haue  ye  haue  well  deSerued, 
Your  mynde  ye  can  maynteyne  so  apparently 
But  a  great  parte  yet  ye  haue  reserved 
Of  that  must  folow  than  consequently 
Or  els  ye  demeane  you  inordinatly 
For  if  ye  laude  hym,  whom  honour  hath  opprest 
Than  he  that  dothe  worst  is  as  good  as  the  best 

But  whom  that  ye  favour,  I  se  well  hath  a  name 
Be  he  neuer  so  lytell  of  substaunce 
And  whom  ye  loue  nat,  ye  wyll  put  to  shame 
Ye  counterwey  nat  cuynly  your  balaunce 
As  well  foly  as  w3r8dome  oft  ye  do  auaunce 
For  reporte  ryseth  many  dyuers  wayes 
jSome  be  moche  spoken  of  for  makyng  of  frayes 

Some  haue  a  name  for  thefte  and  bribery 
Some  be  called  crafty,  that  can  pyke  a  purse 
Some  ^len  be  made  of  for  their  mockery 
3om  careful  cokolds,  some  haue  their  wiues  curse 
Som  famous  witwoldes,  and  they  be  moche  wurse 
Som  lidderons,  som  losels,   som  naughty  packes 
Som  facers,  som  bracers,  som  make  gret  cracks. 

Some  dronken  dastards  with  their  drye  soules. 
Some  sluggyssbe  slouens  that  slepe  day  and  night 
Ryot  and  ReueU  be  in  your  courte  routes 


Maintenaunce  and    Mischefe  these  be  men  6( 

myght 
Extorclon  is  counted  with  you  for  a  knyght 
These  people  by  me  haue  none  assignement 
Yet  they  ryde  and  renne  from  Carl  ill  to  Kent. 

But  lytell  or  nothynge  ye  shall  here  tell 
Of  them  that  haue  vertue  by  reason  of  counnyng 
Whiche  soueraynely  in  honoure  shulde  excell 
Men  of  suche  matters  make  but  mummynge 
For  wysdome  ^nd  sadoesse  be  set  out  a  sunnyng 
And  suche  of  my  seruauntes  as  I  haue  promoted 
One  faute  or  other  in  them  shalbe  noted 

Eyther  they  wyll  say  he  is  to  wyse 
Or  elles  he  can  nought  but  whan  be  is  at  scofe 
Proue  his  wytte  sayth  he  at  cardes  or  dyce 
And  ye  shall  well  fynde  be  is  a  very  fole 
Twyshe,  set  hym  a  chayer  or  reche  him  a  stole 
To  syt  hym  upon,  and  rede  lacke  a  thrummis 

bibil 
For  truly  it  were  pite  that  he  sat  idyll. 

THE  QUBMB  OF  FAME  TO  DAME  PALLAS. 

To  make  repugnance  againe  that  ye  haue  said 
Of  very  dutie  it  may  nat  well  accorde 
But  your  benign  suffrancc  for  my  discharge  I  laid 
For  that  I  wolde  nat  with  you  fall  at  discorde 
But  yet  I  besecbe  your  grace  that  good  recorde 
May  be  brought  forth  suche  as  can  be  fouode 
With  laureat  triumphe  why  Skelton  shulde  be 
crounde. 

For  elles  it  were  to  great  a  derogacion 
Unto  your  palais  our  noble  courte  of  Fame 
That  any  man  vnder  supportacion 
Without  deseruing  shulde  haue  the  best  game 
If  he  to  the  ample  cncreace  of  his  name 
Can  lay  any  warkes  that  he  hatb  compiled 
I  am  content  that  he  be  nat  exiled 

From  the  laureat  senate :  by  force  of  proscripcion 
Or  elles  ye  knowe  well  I  can  do  no  lesse 
But  I  inust  bannysshe  him  from  my  iurisdiction 
As  he  that  aqueynteth  hym  with  Idelnesse 
But  if  that  he  puipose  to  make  a  redresse 
What  he  hath  done  let  it  be  brought  to  sygbt 
Graunt  my  peticion,  I  aske  you  but  ryght. 

DAME  PALLAS  TO  THE  QUENE  OF  FaViE. 

To  your  request  we  be  well  condiscended 
Call  forth,  let  se  where  is  your  clarionar 
To  blowe  a  blaste  with  bis  longe  breth  extended 
^olus  your  trumpet  that  knowen  is  so  farre 
That  bararag  blowetli  in  euery  marciall  warre 
Let  hym  blowe  nowe,  that  we  may  take  a  vewe 
What  poetes  we  haue  at  our  retynewe. 

To  se  if  Skelton  wyll  put  hym  selfe  in  prease 
Among  the  thickest  of  all  the  hole  route 
Make  noise  ynoughe,  for  claterars  loue  no  peace 
Lsi  se  my  syster,  nowe  spede  you,  go  aboute 
Anone  1  say  this  trumpet  were  founde  out 
And  for  no  man  hardely  let  hym  spare 
To  blowe  bararag,  tyll  both  his  eien  stare. 

SKELTON  POETA. 

FoRTHE  with  there  rose  among  the  throng 
A  wonderful!  noyse,  and  on  euery  syde 
They  presed  in  fast,  some  thought  thei  were  to 
long 
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£ome  were  to  hastji  and  wolde  no  man  byde 
Som  wbispred,  som  rowned,  som  spake,  and  som 

cride 
With  beuyng  and  shouyngy  haue  in  and  bane 

out 
Some  ran  the  next  waye,  aome  ran  abouL 

There  was  suynge  to  the  quene  of  Fame 
He  plucked  him  backC)  and  he  went  afore. 
Kay  hold  thy  tunge  quoth  an  other  let  me  haue 

the  name 
Make  vowme  said  an  other  ye  prese  all  to  sore  • 
Som  sayd,  holde  thy  peas  you  gettest  here  no 

more 
A  thousande  thonsande  I  sawe  on  a  plnmpe 
With  that  I  harde  the  noyse  of  a  trumpe 

That  longe  tyme  blew  a  full  tymorous  blaste 
Like  to  the  Boriall  wyndes,  whan  they  blowe 
That  towres^  and  townes,  and  trees  downe  cast 
Droue  clowdes  together  like  dryftes  of  snowe 
The  dredeful  dinne  droue  all  the  route  on  a  row 
Som  trembled,  som  gimed,  som  gasped,  some  gased 
As  people  halfe  peuissb  or  men  that  were  mased 

Anone   all  was  whyshte,   as  it  were  for  the 

nones 
And  eche  man  stode  gasyng  and  staryng  upon 

other 
With  that  there  come  in  wouderly  at  ones 
A  murmur  of  minstrels,  that  suche  an  other 
Had  I  neuer  sene,  some  softer  some  lowder 
Orpheus  the  Thracian  harped  melodiously 
WithAmphion,  and  other  musis  of  Archady 

Whose  heuenly  armony  was  so  passing  sure 
So  truly  proporcioned,  and  so  well  dyd  gree 
So  duly  entuned  with  euery  nfteasure 
That  in  the  forest  was  none  so  great  a  tre 
But  that  he  daunced  for  ioye  of  that  gle 
The  huge  myghty  okes  them  selfe  did  auaunce 
And  lepe  from  the  hilles  to  leme  for  to  daunce 

In  so  muche  the  stnmpe  wherto  I  me  lente 
Sterte  all  at  ones  an  hundred  fote  backe 
With  that  I  sprange  up  towarde  the  tent 
Of  noble  dame  Pallaji,  wherof  I  spake 
Where  I  sawe  came  after  I  wote  full  litAl  lacke 
Of  a  thousande  poetes  assembled  to  gether 
But  Ph^us  was  formest  of  al  that  came  theder 

Of  laurell  leaues  a  cronell  on  his  heed 
With  heares  encrisped  yolowe  as  the  golde 
Lamentynge  Daphnes,  whom  with  the  darte  of 

leed 
Cupide  hath  stryken  so  that  she  ne  wolde 
Concente  to  Phebus  to  haue  his  harte  in  holde 
But  for  to  presenie  her  maydenheed  clene 
Transformed  was  she  into  the  laurell  grene. 

Medled  with  muming  the    most  part  of  his 
muse 
O  tho\i  gatfuU  harte,  was  euer  more  his  songe 
Daphnes  my  derlynge  why  do  you  me  refuse  ? 
Yet  loke  on  me,  that  loued  you  haue  so  longe 
Vet  haue  compassion  vpon  my  paynes  stronge 
He  sange  also,  howe  the  tre  as  he  did  take 
Betwene  his  armes  he  felte  her  body  quake 

Than  he  assurded  into  this  exclamacion 
Unto  Diana  the  goddes  immortall 
O  mcrpi^es  madame  harde  is  your  coostellacion 


So  dose  to  kepe  your  cloyster  ^irginall 
Enharded  adyamant  the  seraent  of  your  wall 
Alas  what  ayle  you  to  be  so  ouerthwart 
To  banysshe  pite  out  of  a  maydens  harte? 

Why  haue  the  goddes  shewed  me  this  cnieltie 
Sith  I  contryued  first  principles  medycinable 
I  helpe  all  other  of  their  in  finny  te 
But  nowe  to  helpe  my  selfe  I  am  not  able 
That  profitteth  all  other  is  nothinge  profitable 
Unto  me,  alas  that  herbe  nor  gresse 
The  leruent  axes  of  loue  can  not  represse. 

O  fatall  fortune  what  haue  I  offended  f 
Odious  disdayne  why  raist  you  me  on  this  fitcyon  ? 
But  sith  I  haue  lost  nowe  that  1  entended 
And  may  nat  atteyne  it  by  no  mediacion 
Yet  in  remembraunce  of  Daphnes  transformaon 
All  famous  poets  ensuynge  after  me 
Shall  weare  a  garlande  of  the  lanrell  tre 

This  said,  a  great  nombre  folowed  by  and  by 
Of  poetes  laureat  of  many  diuerse  nacions 
Parte  of  their  names  I  thynke  to  specific 
First  olde  Suintilian  with  his  Declamations 
Theocritus  with  his  bucolicall  relacions 
Hesiodus  the  Icononucar, 
And  Homems  the  fresshe  historian 

Prince  of  eloquence  Tullius  Cicero, 
With  Salust  agaynst  Lucius  Catiline 
That  wrote  the  history  of  Jugurtha  alsp, 
Ouide  enshryned  with  the  Musis  nyne, 
But  blessed  Bacchus  the  pleasant  god  of  wyne 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  flotes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes* 

Lucan  with  Stacius  in  Acbilliedus 
Perseus  presed  forth  with  problemes  diffuse 
Virgin  the  Mantuan  with  his  eneidos 
Juucnall  satirray  that  men  makythe  to  muse 
But  blessed  Bacchus  the  pleasant  god  of  wyne 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  flotes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes 

There  Titus  Linius  hym  selfe  dyd  anaunce 
With  decadis  historious  which  that  he  mengleth 
With  waters  the  amount  the  Romayns  in  sub- 

staunce. 
Ennius  that  wrote  of  marciall  warre  at  length 
But  blessed  Bacchus  potenciall  god  of  strcngthe 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dro]>es 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  tbroteat 

AuTus  Gellius  that  noble  historiar, 
Orace  also  with  his  newe  poetry 
Maister  Terence  the  famous  comicar. 
With  Plautus  that  wrote  many  a  comedy 
But  blessed  Bacchus  was  in  their  company 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refressb^  their  throtes. 

Senec  full  sobrely  with  his  tragedies, 
Boece  recomforted  with  his  philosophic. 
And  Maximiane  with  his  madde  dities, 
Howe  dutynge  age  wolde  iape  with  yooge  foly 
But  blessed  Bacchus  most  reuerent  and  holy 
Of  clusters  engrossed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
lliese  orators  and  poetei  refresshed  their  throtes. 

There  came  John  Boccas  with  his  volumes  grete 
Sointus  Cnrsius  full  craflely  that  wrate 
Of  Alexander :  and  Macrobius  that  did  treate 
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Of  ScipioDt  dreame  what  was  the  true  probate 
But  blessed  Bacchus  that  neuer  man  forgate 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dropea 
These  orators  and  poetes  refmshed  their  throtes. 

Pogius  also  that  famous  Florentie 
Mustred  there  among  them  with  many  a  mad 

tale 
With  a  frere  of  Fraunce  men  call  syr  Gaguine 
That  frowned  ou  me  full  aogerly  and  pale 
But  blessed  Bacchus,  that  bote  is  of  all  bale 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

^  Plutarke  and  Patrarke  t#o  fttmous  darkes 

Lncilius   and  Valerius  Maximns  by  name 

With  Vincentius  in   speculo  that   wrote    noble 

warkes 
Propercius  and  Pisandros  poetes  of  iloble  fame 
But  blessed  Bachus  that  mastrise  oft  doth  frame 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
Tliese  notable  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

And  as  I  thus  sadly  among  them  aduysed 
I  saw  Gower»  that  first  gamtsshed  our  englishe 

rude 
And  maister  Chaucer,  that  nobly  entreprised 
How  that  our  eAglishe  myght  freshely  be  en- 

newed 
The  monke  of  Bury  than  after  them  ensued 
Dane  Johnn    Lydgate :    these   englishe    poetes 

thre 
▲s  I  ymagened  repayred  unto  me. 

Together  in  armes  as  bretheme  enbrased 
Their  apparel!  fiirre  passing  beyond  that  I  can 

tell 
With  diam'antes  and  rubies  their  taberdes  were 

trased 
None  so  riche  stones  in  Turkey  to  sell 
,  They  wanted  nothynge  but  the  Laurell. 
And  of  their  bounte  they  made  me  goodly  chere 
In  maner  and  forme  as  ye  shall  after  here. 

MAZ9TSR  60WER  TO  SKELTON.' 

Brother  Skelton  your  endeuorment 

So  haue  yc  done,  that  meretoriously 

Ye  haue  deserued  to  haue  an  enplement 

In  our  collage  aboue  the  sterry  skye 

Bycause  that  ye  encrease  and  amplifie 

The  bruted  Britons  of  Brutus  Albion 

That  welnere  was  lost  whan  that  we  were  gone. 

POETA  SKELTON  TO  MAISTER  GOWER. 

Maister  Gower  I  haue  nothyng  deserued 
To  haue  so  laudabyle  a  commendacion 
To  yow  thre  this,  honor  shalbe  reserued 
Arrectinge  vnto  your  wyse  examinacion 
How  ail  that  I  do  is  vnder  refformatton 
For  only  t)ie  substance  of  that  I  entend 
Is  glad  to  please  and  loth  to  offend. 

haister  chaccer  lawreat  poete  to  skelton. 

Codnterwaying  your  busy  diligence 
Of  that  we  beganne  in  the  supplement 
Enforced  are  we  you  to  recompence 
Of  all  our  hulle  collage  by  the  agrement 
That  we  shall  brynge  you  personally  present 
Of  noble  Fame  before  the  qoenes  grace 
In  whose  courte  poyctad  is  your  place. 


pobta  smelton  answereth. 

O  NORLB  Chaucer,  whose  pnllished  eloquence 
Our  Englishe  rude  so  fireshely  hath  set  out 
That  bounde  are  we  with  all  due  reuerenoe 
With  all  our  strengthe  that  we  can  bryng  about 
To  owe  to  you  our  seruice,  and  more  if  we  mowte 
But  what  shiilde  I  say, .  ye  wote  what  I  entende 
Whiche  glad  am  to  please,  s^nd  loth  to  offendet. 

MAISTER  LYOGATE  TO  SKELTON. 

So  am  I  prevented  of  my  bretheme  twayne 
In  rendrynge  to  you  thankes  meretory 
That  welnere  nqth3mge  there  doth  remayne 
Wherwith  to  gyue  you  my  regraciatory 
But  that  I  po3nEit  you  to  be  protonotory 
Of  Fames  courte,  by  all  our  holle  assent 
Auaunced  by  Pallas  to  laurel!  preferment. 

PORTA  SKELTON  ANSWERETB. 

So  haue  ye  me  far  passyng  my  myites  extolled 
Maister  Lydgate  of  your  accustomable 
Bounte,  and  so  gloriously  ye  haue  enrolled 
My  name.  1  knowe  well  beyonde  that  I  am  abia 
That  but  if  my  warkes  therto  be  agreable 
I  am  eiies  rebuked  of  that  I  entend 
Whiche  glad  am  to  please  and  lothe  to  offende. 

So  finally,  whan  they  had  shewed  their  deuise 
Under  the  forme  as  1  sayd  before 
1  made  it  straunge,   and  drewe  backe  ones  or 

twise 
And  euer  they  presed  on  me  more  and  more 
Tyll  at  the  last  they  forced  me  so  sore 
That  with  them  I  went  where  they  wold  me  bringe' 
Unto  the  pavylioa,  where  Pallas  was  syttyng 

Dame  Pallas  commanded  that  they  shuld  me 

oonuay 
Into  the  riehe  palace  of  the  queue  of  Fame, 
There  shall  he  here  what  she  to  hym  will  say 
Whan  he  is  called  to  answere  to  his  name, 
A  crye  anone  forthwith  she  made  proclame 
All  orators  and  poetes  shotilde  thider  go  before 
With  all  the  prease  that  there  was   lesse  and 

more* 

Forthwith  I  say  i  thus  wandring  in  my  thought 
Howe  it  was,  or  elles  within  what  howres 
1  cannat  tell  you,  but  that  I  was  brought 
into  a  palace,  with  turrettes  and  towres 
EngaJared  goodly  with  halles  and  bowres 
So  curiosly,  so  crafUy,  so  counnyngly  wrought 
That  all  the  worlde  I  trowe  and  it  were  sought 

Such  an  other  there  could  no  man  fynde 
Wherof  partly  I  purpose  to  expounde 
Whiles  it  remayneth  fresshe  in  my  mynde 
With  Turks  and    grossolites  enpaued  was  the 

ground 
Of  birral  enbosed  were  the  pyllers  round 
Of  elephantes  tethe  were  the  palace  gates 
Enlosenged  with  many  goodly  plates 

Of  gold ;  entached  with  many  a  precious  stone 
An  hundred  steppes  mountynge  to  the  halle 
One  of  iasper,  an  other  of  whales  bone. 
Of  diamantes  poynted,  was  the  rokky  wall. 
The  carpettes  within  and  tappettes  of  pall 
The  chambres  hanged  with  clothes  of  Arace 
Enuattted  with  rubies  the  taut*  was  of  thitf 
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Thus  pftMed  we  Ibrth*  walkyoj;  unto  the  pretory 
Wber  the  postis  wer  enbulion^  with  saphirs  indy 
Englasetl  gliiU'Tyng  with  many  a  clere  story  [blew 
lacinctes  and  smaragdes  out  of  the  florth  they 
Unto  this  place  all  poetes  there  dyd  sue  [grew. 
Wheria  «as  set  of  Fame  the  noble  quene 
All  other  transcendyng  most  richely  beseoe 

Under  a  glorious  Olothe  of  estate 
Fret  all  with  orient  perles  of  garnate 
Encrowued  as  empresse  of  all  this  worldly  fate 
So  ryally,  so  richely,  so  passyngly  ornate 
It  was  excedynge  beyonde  commune  rate 
This  house  enuiron  was  a  myle  about 
If  XMU  were  let  in.  xii.  hundred  stode  without 

Than  to  this  lady  and  souerayne  of  this  palace 
Of  purseuantes  there  prised  in  many  with  diuers 

tale 
Some  were  of  Poyle,  and  some  were  of  Thrace 
Of  Lymerik,  of  Lorein,  of  Spaine,  of  Portugale 
From  Napuls,  from  Nauern,  and  from  Rounceuale 
Some  from  Flaunders,  some  from  the  see  coste 
Some  from  the  maine  lande,  some  from  the  French 
host. 

With  how  doth  the  north,  what  tydinges  in  tlie 
The  west  is  wyndy,  the  eei<t  is  metely  wele  [south 
It  is  hardc  to  tell  of  euery  mannes  moutbe 
A  slypper  hulde  the  tayle  is  of  an  ele 
And  he  halteth  often  that  bath  a  kyby  hele 
Some  shewed  his  safe  conduct,  some  shewed  his 

chart 
Some  loked  ful  smothely,  and  had  a  fals  quart. 

With  Sir  I  praye  you  a  litell  tyne  stande  backe 
And  let  me  come  in  to  delyuer  my  letter 
An  other  tolde,  howe  shyppes  went  to  wracke 
There  were  many  wordes  smaller  and  greatter 
With  I  as  good  as  thou,  I  faith  and  no  better. 
Some  came  to  tell  treuthe,  some  came  to  lye. 
Some  came  to  flatter,  some  came  to  spye. 

There  were  I  saye  of  all  maner  of  sortes 
Of  Dertmonth,  of  Plymouth,  of  Portesmouth  also 
The  bnrgeis  and  the  bayliues  of  the  v.  portes 
With  nowe  let  me  come,  and  nowe  let  me  go 
And  all  tyme  wandred  I  thus,  to  and  fro, 
Tyll  at  the  laste  these  noble  poetes  thre 
Vnto  me  sayd,  lo  Syr  nowe  ye  may  se, 

Of  this  byghc  courte  the  dayly  busynes 
From  yon  must  we,  but  nat  longe  to  tary 
Lo  hither  cometh  a  goodly  maistres 
Occupacion,  Fames  regestary. 
Which  shal  be  to  you  a  souerayne  accessary 
With  singular  pleasures  to  dryue  away  the  tyme 
Jind  we  shall  se  you  agayne  or  it  be  pryme. 

Whan  they  wer  past,  and  went  forth  on  their 
way 
This  gentilwoman,  that  called  was  by  name 
Occupacioot  in  ryght  goodly  araye 
Came  towarde  me,  and  smyled  halfe  in  game. 
I  sawe  her  smyle,  and  than  1  dyd  the  same 
With  that  on  me  she  cast  her  goodly  loke 
Vnder  her  arme  me  thought  she  had  a  boke. 

OGCUFATIOH  TO  SXELTOM. 

Lykk  as  the  larke  vpon  the  siimers  daye 
Whan  Titan  radiant  buniisheth  his  hemes  bright 
Monnteth  on  hye,  with  hir  melodius  laye 

TOL.  U. 


Of  the  son  shyne  engladed  with  the  lyght 
So  am  I  supprised  with  pleasure  and  delygbt 
To  se  this  houre  nowe,  that  I  may  saye 
Howe  ye  are  welcome  to  this  court  of  araye 

Of  your  aqueyntaunce  I  was  in  tymes  paste 
Of  studious  doctrine  whan  at  the  port  salu 
Ye  fyrst  arryued,  whan  broken  was  your  mastt 
Of  worldly  trust,  than  dyd  I  you  reskew 
Your  storme  drjruen  shyp  I  repared  newe ' 
So  well  entacled,  what  wynde  so  euer  blow 
No  stonny  tempest  your  barge  shall  ouerthrow 

Welcome  to  me  as  hertly  as  herte  can  thinke. 
Welcome  to  me  with  all  my  holle  desyre 
And  for  my  sake  spare  neyther  pen  nor  ynke 
Be  well  assured  I  shall  aquyte  your  hyre. 
Your  name  recountyng  beyonde  the  land  of  Tire 
From  Sydony  to  the  mount  Olympian 
From  Babyll  towrje  to  the  hils  Caspian. 

SKELTON   POETA  ANSWERSTH. 

I  THANKED  her  moche  of  her  most  noble  offer 
Afiaunsynge  her  myne  hole  assuraunce 
For  her  pleasure  to  make  a  large  profer 
Empryntyng  her  wordes  in  my  remembrannce 
To  owe  her  my  sera  ice  with  true  perseuerannce 
Come  on  with  me  she  sayd,  let  vs  nat  stande 
And  with  that  worde  she  toke  me  by  the  hande 

So  passed  we  forth  into  the  forsayd  place. 
With  sueh  communicacion  as  came  to  our  mjmde 
And  than  she  sayd,  whyles  we  hane  time  and 

space 
To  walke  where  we  lyst,  let  vs  somwhat  finde 
To  passe  the  time  with,  but  let  vs  wast  no  wynd 
For  ydell  jaoglers  haue  but  lytell  brayne 
Wordes  be  swordes  and  harde  to  call  agayne 

Into  a  felde  she  brought  me  wyde  and  large 
Enwalled  about  with  the  stony  flynt 
Strongly  enbateld  muche  costious  of  charge 
To  walke  on  this  wal,  she  bed  I  should  natstint 
Go  softly  she  said,  the  stones  he  full  glynt 
She  went  before  and  bad  me  take  good  holde' 
I  sawe  a  thousande  yates  newe  and  olde 

Than  questipned  I  her  what  these  yates  ment, 
Wherto  she  answered,  and  briefly  me  tolde 
Howe  from  the  Est  vnto  the  Occident 
And  from  the  South  vnto  the  North  so  colde. 
These  yates  she  said,  whiche  that  ye  beholde 
Be  issues  and  portes  from  all  maner  of  nacions 
And  seriously  she  shewed  me  their  denomina- 
cions. 

They  had  wrytynge  some  Grekc,  some  Ebrew, 
Seme  Romayne  letters  as  1  vnderstode 
Some  were  olde  writen,  some  were  writen  new,  ' 
Some  carectis  of  Caldy,  some  French  was  fill  good 
But  one  gate  specially,  where  as  I  stode 
Had  grauen  in  it  of  Calcidony  a  capital!.  A. 
What  gate  call  ye  this  ?  and  she  sayd  Anglia 

The  buyldyng  therof  was  passing  commenda- 
ble 
Wheron  stode  a  lybbard  crowned  with  gold  and 

stones 
Terrible  of  countinaunce,  and  passing  formidable 
As  quickly  touched  as  it  were  fleshe  and  bones 
As  gastly  that  glaris,  as  grimly  that  gronis 
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Ah  fiersly  frownyng  as  he  had  ben  fyfrhtynge 
And  with  his  fonne  fbte,  he  shokc  forth  this  vrrit- 
ing. 

Cacosiothicon  ex  industria. 
Formidanda  nimis  louis  ultima' fulmina  tollis 
Vn.firuihus  ire  parat  lora  singula  liuida  curuis 
Suam  modo  per  Phebes  numinos  raptura  Celeno; 
Arma,  lues,  luctus,  fel,  uis  fraus  barhara  tellus 
M ille  modis  erras  odium  tibi  qucrere  martis. 
Spreto  spineto  cedat  saliunca  roseto. 

Than  I  me  lent  and  lokcd  ouer  the  wall 
Innumerable  people  pfpsed  to  euery  gate 
Shet  were  tlie  gates,  they  might  wel  knocke  and  cat 
And  turne  home  a'ayn,  for  they  came  al  to  late 
I  here  demaunded  of  them  and  their  astate 
Forsotbe  quoth  she,  these  be  haskardes  and  ry- 
Dicers,  carders,  tumblars  with  gambaudes.  [baudes 

Fordrers  of  loue,  with  baudrie  aqueynted 
Bruyneles  biynkardes  that  blowe  at  the  cole 
False  forgers  of  money  fur  coyimage  attcynted 
Pope  holy  hypocrites  as  they  were  golde  and  hole, 
Poule  hatcbettes  that  prat«  well  at  euery  ale  pole 
Ryot,  reueler,  rayler,  brybery,  thefte. 
With  other  condicions  that  well  might  be  leflc. 

Some  fayne  themself  foles,  and  wold  be  called 
wyse 
Some  medling  spies,  by  craft  to  grope  thy  minde 
Some  disdayuous  daucockes  that  al  men  dispise 
False  flatter(>rs  that  faune  the,  and  curres  of  kynd 
That  speke  faire  before  the,  and  shrewdly  behynde 
Hither  they  come  crowding  to  get  them  a  name 
But  bayled  they  be  homwarde  with  soruw  and 
shame 

With  that  I  herde  gunnes  rnshe  out  at  ones 
Bov/ns,  bowns,  bowns,  that  all  they  out  cryde 
It  made  some  limpe  legged  and  broised  their  bones 
Some  were  made  pyuysbe  porishly  pynke  cyde 
That  euermore  after  by  it  they  were  aspyde 
And  one  tber  was  there,  I  wondred  of  his  hap 
For  a  gunstone  1  say  bad  all  to  lagged  his  cap. 

Ragged  and  dagged  and  cunnyngly  cut 
The  blast  of  the  brymston  blew  away  his  bralne 
Mased  as  a  marchc  hare,  he  ran  lyke  a  scut 
And  sir  amongc  all  mc  thought  I  sawe  twayne 
The  one  was  a  tumblar  that  afterward  agayne 
Of  adyssour  a  deuyll  way  grewe  a  ientilman 
Pers  pratiT  the  seconde  that  quarelles  began 

With  a  pellet  of  peuishenes  thei  had  such  a 

stroke 
That  al  the  dayes  of  their  lyf  shal  stick  by  their 

ribbcs 
Foo,  foisty  baudias  som  smelted  of  the  smoke 
I  saw  diuers  that  were  caried  away  thens  in  cribbes 
Dasyng  after  dotrels  lyke  druukardes  that  dribbes 
These  tintiuils  with  taunpins  were  touched  and 

tapped 
Moche  mischef  I  bight  you  among  them  ther 

happed 

Somtymc  as  it  semeth  whan  the  mono  lyght 
By  means  of  a  grosdy  ciularked  clowde, 
Sodainly  is*  eclipsed  in  the  wynter  nyght 
In  like  maner  of  wyse,  a  myst  dyd  vs  shrowdc 
But  we!  may  ye  tbinke.     1  was  nothyng  prowde 
Of  that  auentures,  w})iche  made  me  sore  agaste 
Jn  darkenes  thus  dwelt  we,  tyll  at  the  last 


The  clowdes  gdkt  to  clere,  the  mist  was  nti^cd 
In  an  hcrber  I  sawe  brought  where  I  was 
There  byrdes  on  the  brere  sange  on  euery  syde 
With  aleys  ensanded  about  in  compas 
The  bankes  cnturfed  with  singular  solas 
Rnrailed  with  rosers,  and  vines  engraped 
It  was  a  new  comfort  of  sorowes  escaped 

In  the  middes  a  cundite,  that  curiously  was  cast 
With  pypes  of  golde,  engushyng  out  streames 
Of  crislall,  the  clcrenes  these  waters  for  past 
Enswimmyug  with  roches,  barbils,  and  breames 
Whose  skales  ensilured  again  the  son  beames 
Englisterd :  that  ioyous  it  was  to  behulde 
Than  farthermore  about  me  my  sight  I  reuoMe 

Where  I  sawe  growyng  a  goodly  laurell  tre 
Enuerdnred  with  leaue,  continually  grene, 
Aboue  iu  the  top  a  byrde  of  Araby 
Men  call  a  phenix :  her  wynges  bytwene 
She  bet  vp  a  fyre  with  the  sparkes  full  kene 
With  braunches  and  boughes  of  the  swete  olyue 
Whose  flagraunt  flower  was  chefe  preseruatiue. 

Ageynst  all  infections,  with  rancour  enflamed 
Agemst  all  baratous  broisiours  of  olde 
It  passed  all  bawmes  that  euer  were  named 
Or  gumuies  of  Saby  so  derely  that  be  solde 
There  blewe  in  that  garden  a  sofl  piplyng  coldc 
Enbrethyng  of  zephinis  with  his  pleasant  wynde 
Al  frutes  and  flowrcs  grewe  there  in  their  kynde. 

Dryadcs  there  daunsed  vpon  that  goodly  soile 
With  the  nyne  muses  Picridcs  by  name 
Phillis  and  Testalis  there  tresses  with  oyle 
Were  newly  enbybed:  and  rounde  about  the  same 
Grene  tre  of  laurell,  moche  solacious  game 
They  made  with  ohapplettes  and  garlaudes  grene 
And  formest  of  al  dame  Flora  the  queue 

Of  somer  so  formally  she  foted  the  dauncc 
Ther  Cinthous  sat  twinklyng  vpon    his    harpe- 

stringes 
And  Jopas  his  instrument  dyd  auaunoe 
The  poemes  and  stories  auncient  in  brynges 
Of  Athia^i  astrology,  and  many  noble  thyogea 
Of  wandryng  of  the  mone  the  course  of  the  son 
Of  men  and  of  bestes,  and  whereof  they  begone. 

What  thyiig  occasioned  the  shuwres  of  rayne 
Of  fyre  elementar  in  bis  supreme  spere 
And  of  that  pole  artike,  whyche  doth  remayne 
Behynde  the  tayle  of  Vrsa  so  clere 
Of  Pliades  he  preched  with  their  drowsy  chere 
Jmmoystred  with  mislyng  and  ay  droppyng  dry 
And  where  the  two  trions  a  man  shouldc  espye. 

And  of  the  wynter  dayes  that  bye  theym  so  fast 
And  of  the  wynter  nyghtes  that  tary  so  loiige 
And  of  the  somer  dayes,  so  longe  that  done  laste 
And  of  their  short  nightes:    be  brought  in  his 

songe 
How  wronge  was  no  right,  and  right  was  no  wrong. 
There  was  counteryng  of  carol »  in  meter  and  in 

uerse 
So  many,  that  longe  it  were  to  reberce. 

OCCUPACION  TO  8KBLTON. 
Howe  say  ye?  \»  this  after  your  appetite? 
May  this  content  you  and  your  mery  raynde  > 
Here  dwelletb  pleasure,  with  lust  and  delyte 
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ContiDoall  comfort  here  ye  may  fynde 
Of  welthe  and  solape  oothyuge  lefte  bebynde 
All  thjrnge  cooenably  here  is  contryued 
Wberwith  your  spritei  may  be  reuyued. 

POETA  SKELTON  ANSWERCTH. 

SuErriONLEs  no  doubte  of  that  ye  saye 
Jupiter  bimselfe  this  life  myght  endure 
This  ioye  eicedeth  all  worldly  sport  and  playe 
Paradyse,  this  place  is  of  syngular  pleasure 

0  well  were  hym  that  berof  might  be  sure 
And  here  to  iohabite,  and  aye  for  to  dwell 
But  goodly  maystres  one  thynge  ye  me  tell. 

OCCUPATION  TO  SKELTON. 

Of  your  demaunde  shew  me  the  content 
What  it  is,  and  where  vpon  it  standes 
And  if  there  be  in  it  any  tbynge  ment, 
Wberof  the  answere  restyth  in  my  handes 
It  shall  be  losed  iul  sone  out  of  the  bandes 
Of  scrupulus  doubt  wherfore  your  mid  discharge 
And  of  your  will  tbe4ilaynne8  shewe  at  large 

POETA  SKELTON  ANSIVERETH. 

I  THANKS  you  goodly  maistres  tome  most  benign 
That  of  your  bountie  so  well  haue  me  assured 
But  my  request  is  nat  so  great  a  thynge 
That  I  ne  force  what  thoughe  it  be  discured 
I  am  nat  wounded  but  that  I  may  be  cured 

1  am  nat  laden  of  lyddyrnes  with  lumpes 
As  dased  doterdes  that  dreame  in  their  dumpes. 

OCCUPACION  TO  SKELTON. 

NowE  what  ye  meane  I  trowe  1  coniect 
God  gyue  you  good  yere  ye  make  me  to  smyle 
Nowe  by  your  fayth  is  nat  this  theffect 
Of  your  question  ye  make  all  this  whyle 
To  vnderstande  who  dwelleth  in  yone  pile    [diddil 
And  what  blundrer  is  yonder  that  playeth  diddil  ] 
He  fyndeth  false  mesures  out  of  his  fonde  fiddill 

Interpolata  (que  industriosum  postulat  interpre- 
tem)  satyra  in  uatis  adversarium. 

Tressis  Agasonis  species  prior,  altera  Daui. 
Aocupium  culicis  dum  limis  torquet  ocellum. 
Concipit  aligeras  rapit,  opetit,  aspice  muscas. 
Maia  quoque  fouet,  fouet  aut  que  lupiter,  aut  que 
Frigida  Satumus,  Sol,  Mars,  Venus,  Algida  Luna, 
Si  tibi  contingat  uerbo  aut  committen'  scripto 
2uam  sibi  mox  tocita  sudant  precordia  culpa? 
Hinc  ruit  in  flammas,8timulans  hunc  urgetet  ilium 
Inuocat  ad  rixas,  uanos  tamen  excitat  ignes. 
LabramoTens  tacitus,  rumpantur  ut  ilia  Oodro. 

17.     4.     7.     2.     17.     5.     18. 
13.  19.    1.  19.       8.    5.     12. 

Hw  name  for  to  knowe  if  that  ye  lyst 
Enuious  rancour  truly  he  bight 
Beware  of  him  I  wame  you:  tor  if  ye  wyst 
How  dangerous  it  were  to  stande  in  his  lyght 
Ye  wold  nat  deale  wyth  him  though  that  ye  might 
For  by  his  deuillishe  drift  and  graceles  provision 
An  holle  realnie  he  is  able  to  set  at  dyuision. 


For  whan  he  speketh  fairest  than  thinketh  he 
most  il 
Ful  gloriously  can  he  glose,  thy  mynd  for  to  fcle 
He  wyl  sett  men  a  feighting  and  syt  bimselfe  styll 
And  iimerke  lyke  a  smythy  cur  at  sperkes  of  stele 
He  can  oeuer  leaue  warke  whyles  it  is  wele 


To  tell  all  his  touches  it  were  to  great  wonder 
The  deuyll  of  hell  and  he  be  seldume  asonder 

Thus  talking  we  went  forth  in  at  a  postern  gate, 
Turning  on  the  right  handc,  by  a  wynding  stay  re 
She  brought  me  to  a  goodly  chambre  of  astate. 
Where  the  noble  countes  Of  Surrey  in  a  cbaire 
Sate  honorably,  to  whom  dyd  repayre 
Of  ladyes  a  bieuy,  with  all  dewe  reuerence 
Syt  downe  fayre  ladyes  and  do  your  diligence 

Come  forth  gentilwomen  I  pray  you  she  said 
1  haue  contryued  for  you  a  goodly  warke 
And  who  can  worke  best  nowe  shalbe  assayd 
A  cronell  of  laurell  with  verdures  light  and  darke 
1  haue  deuised  for  Skclton  my  clcrke 
For  to  his  seruicc  I  haue  snche  regarde 
That  of  our  bountie  we  wyll  hym  rewartle. 

For  of  all  ladyes  he  hath  the  library 
Their  names  recountyng  in  the  court  of  Fame 
Of  all  gcntylwomen  he  hath  the  scmteny 
In  Fames  courte  reportyng  the  same 
For  yet  of  women  he  neuer  sayd  ^hame  [call 

But  if  they  were  couiitrefcttcs  that  women  them 
That  list  of  their  lewdncsse  with  him  for  to  bral. 

With  that  the  tappettes  and  carpettes  were  layde 
Wheron  these  ladyes  softely  myght  rest 
The  saumpler  to  sowe  on,  the  laces  to  enbrayde 
To  weaue  in  the  stole  some  were  full  prest    - 
With  slaies,  with  tauels,  with  hedelles  wel  drest 
The  frame  was  brought  forth  with  his  weauing  pin 
God  glue  them  good  spede  their  warke  to  begin. 

Some  to  enbrowder  put  them  in  preasc 
Wcl  gyding  their  glotton  to  kepe  streight  their  silk 
Some  pyrlyng  of  golde  their  worke  to  increase 
With  fingers  smale,  and  handes  as  white  as  mylk 
With  reche  me  that  skayne  of  tewly  sylke 
And  wynde  me  that  botoe.me  of  suche  an  hcwc 
Grene,  red,  tawney,  whyte,  purple,  and  blewe, 

Of  broken  warkes  wroght  many  a  goodly  thing 
In  castyng,  in  turnyng,  in  Borishint^  of  flowres 
With  burres  rowgh  and  buttons  surffyllyng 
In  nedyll  warke  raysyng  byrdes  in  bowres 
With  uertue  enbesed  all  tymes  and  "how/es 
And  tmly  of  theyr  botmtie  thus  were  they  bent 
To  worke  me  this  chaplet,  by  good  aduiscment. 

OCCUPACIOM  TO  SKELTON. 

Beciolde  and  se  in  your  aduertisement, 
Howe  these  ladies  and  gentylwomen  all 
For  your  pleasure  do  theyr  endeuourment 
And  for  your  sake,  howe  fast  to  «arke  they  fail 
To  your  remembraunce  wherfore  ye  must  call 
In  goodly  wordes  pleabauntly  comprised 
That  for  them  some  goodly  conceyte  be  deuised. 

With  propre  captacions  of  beneuolenoc 
Ornately  puUyshed  after  your  faculte 
Sith  ye  must  nedes  afforce  it  by  pretence 
Of  your  profession  \'nto  humanite 
Commensyng  your  proces  after  their  degree 
To  eche  of  them  rendiing  thankes  commendable 
With  sentence  fructuous,  and  termes  couenable. 


POETA  SKELTON  ANSWERETH. 

AUANSYNG  my  selfe  some  thanke  to  deserue 
I  me  detei-myned  for  to  sharpe  my  pen 
Deuoutly  arrectyng  my  prayer  to  Mincruc 
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She  to  vooche  safe  me  to  enforme  and  ken 

To  Mercary  also  hertely  prayed  I  then  , 

Me  to  supporte,  to  heipe,  and  to  assyst 

To  gyde  and  to  gouerne  my  dredfiil  trembling  fist 

As  a  mariner  that  amased  is  in  a  stormy  rage 
Hardly  be  stad  and  dryuen  is  to  hope 
Of  that  the  tempestous  wynde  wJU  aswage 
In  trust  wherof  comfort  his  heart  doth  grope 
From  the  anker  he  cutteth  the  gabill  rope 
Committeth  al  to  God,  and  letteth  his  ship  ryde 
So  I  beseche  Jesu  now  to  be  my  gyde. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  NOBLB  COUNTB8  OF  SURREY. 

After  all  duly  ordred  obeysaunce 
In  humble  wyse  as  lowely  as  I  maye 
Vuto  you  madame  I  make  reconisaunc^ 
,  My  lyfe  enduryng  I  shall  both  wryte  and  saye 
Hecounte,  reporte»  reherse  without  delaye 
The  passynge  bountie  of  your  noble  estate 
Of  honour  and  worship  which  hath  the  formar  date. 

Lyke  to  Argiua  by  inst  resemblaunce 
The  noble  wyfe  of  Polimites  kynge 
Prudent  Rebeca,  of  whom  remembrannce 
The  bible  maketh,  with  whose  chaste  lyuynge 
Your  noble  demenour  if  couuterwaynge 
Whos^  passing  bounte,  and  right  noblS  estate 
Of  honour  and  worshyp  it  hath  the  former  date. 

The  noble  Pamphilia  quene  of  the  Grckesland 
Habilimentes  royall  founde  out  industriously 
ThaimT  also  wrought  with  her  goodly  hande 
Many  diui^es  passynge  curiously 
Whom  ye  represent  and  exemplify 
"Whose  passynge  bounte  and  right  noble  estate. 
Of  honour  and  worship  it  bath  the  tbrmar  date, 

As  dame  Thamaris  whiche  toke  the  kyng  of 
Cyrus  by  name,  as  writeth  the  story.  [Perse, 

Dame  Agrippina  also  1  may  reherse 
Of  grntill  eorage  the  parfite  memory 
So  shall  your  name  endure  perpetually 
Whose  passynge  bounte  and  right  noble  estate 
Of  honour  and  worship  it  hath  the  formar  date. 

TO  MY  I.ADY  ELISABETH  HOWARD. 

To  be  your  remembrauuce  madame  I  am  bounde 
Lyke  to  Aryna  maydenly  of  porte 
Of  vertue  and  conn'yng  the  well  and  per6t  grounde 
Whom  dame  nature,  as  well  I  may  reporte 
Hath  freshely  enbeautied  with  many  a  goodly  sorte 
Of  womanly  fetures,  whose  florishing  tender  age 
Is  lusty  to  loke  on,  plesaunt,  demeure,  and  sage 

Goodly  Creseid:  fayrer  than  Polyxene 
For  to  enuyne  Pandarus  appetite 
7'roilus  I  trowe,  if  that  he  had  you  sene 
In  you  he  wolde  haue  pet  his  holle  delytc 
Of  all  your  beaute  I  suffice  nat  to  write 
But  as  I  sayd  your  florishyng  tender  age 
Is  lusty  to  loke  on,  pleasaunt,  demure,  and  sage. 

TO  MY  LADY  MYRRIALL  HAWARDE. 

My  lytcll  lady  I  may  nat  leauc  behyude 
But  to  do  you  seruioe  neclcs  nowe  I  must 
Benigne  curteyse  of  gentill  harte  and  mynde 
Whom  fortune  and  fate  playnly  haue  discust 
Longe  to  enioye  pleasure,  delyte,  and  lust. 
The  enbudded  blossoms  of  roses  redde  of  hewe 
With  lilies  white  your  beauty  doth  renewe. 


I      Compare  you  1  may  to  Cidippes  the  mayde 
That  of  Aconcius  whan  she  founde  the  byll 
In  her  bosome>  lorde  howe  she  was  afrayde 
The  ruddy  stiamefkstnes  in  her  vysage  fyll 
Which  maner  of  abasshement became  her  not  yll 
Right  so  mailanie  the  roses  redde  of  hewe 
With  lillyes  whyte  your  beautie  doth  renewe. 

TO  MY  LADY  AHMB  DAKERf  OF  THB  SOVTH. 

Zeusis  that  enpictured  fayre  Helene  the  quene 
You  to  deulse  his  crafte  were  to  seke 
And  if  Apelles,  your  countenaunce  had  sene 
Of  porturature,  which  was  the  famous  Qreke 
He  could  not  d^iise  the  lest  point  of  your  cheke 
Princes  of  youthe  and  flowre  of  (goodly  porte 
Uertue,  counnyng,  solace,  pleasure,  comforte. 

Paregall  in  honour  Tuto  Penelope 
That  for  her  trouth  is  in  remembraunce  had 
Fayre  Diantra  surmountynge  in  beautie 
Demure  Diana  womanly  and  sad 
Whose  lusty  lokes  make  heuy  faarteg  glad 
Princes  of  youthe,  and  flowre  of  goodly  porte 
Uertue,  counnyng,  solace,  pleasure,  comforte. 

TO  NAI8TRES  MARGARY  WENTWORTHE. 

With  maigerain  gentill 
The  flowre- of  goodly  hede 
Enbrowdered  the  mantyll 
Is  of  your  maydenhede, 

Playnely  I  can  nat  glose 
Ye  be  as  I  deuyne 
The  praty  primerose 
The  goodly  columbyne. 

With  margerain  gentill 
The  flo\%Te  of  goodly  hede 
Enbrowdered  the  mantill 
Is  of  your  maydrnhede 

Benygne,  courteise,  and  meke. 
With  wordes  well  denysed 
In  you  who  lyst  to  seke 
Be  vertues  well  comprysed. 

With  margerain  gentill 
The  flowre  of  goodly  hede 
Enbrowdered  the  mantill 
Is  of  your  maydenhede. 

TO  MAISTRB8  MARGARET  TYLNCV. 

I  YOU  assure 
Ful  well  I  knowe. 
My  busy  cure 
To  you  I  owe 
Humbly  and  lowe 
Commendyng  me 
To  your  bounte.  ' 

As  Machareus 
Fayre  Canace 
So  1,  i  wys 
Endeuoure  me 
Your  name  to  se 
It  be  enrolde. 
Writen  with  golde 

Phedra  ye  may 
Well  represent 
Intentyue  ay 
And  diligent 
No  tyme  myspent 
Wherfore  delyte 
I  have  to  wryte 
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Of  Margarite 
Perle  orient 
Lode  sterre  of  lygbt 
Moche  relocent 
Madame  regent 
I  maye  you  call 
Of  vertuea  alU 

TO  MAISTRSS  lANE  BLENNER-HAHST. 

What  thoughe  my  penne  waze  faynt 
And  hatb  smallc  lust  to  paynt 
Yet  shall  there  no  restraynt 
Cause  me  to  cease, 
Amonge  this  prease, 
For  to  encrease 
Your  goodly  oame. 

1  wyll  my  selfe  applye 
Truste  me  ententyudy 
You  for  to  stellifye 
And  so  obsenie 
That  ye  ne  swanie 
For  to  deseme 
Immortal  fame. 

Sith  maistres  lane  Haiset 
Small  flowres  helpte  to  sette 
III  my  goodly  chappelet 
Therforc  I  rend  re,  of  her  the  memorie 
Vnto  the  legcnde  of  (ay  re  Leodomie. 

TO  MAlSTRBfl  fSABELL  PENNBLL. 

By  saynt  Mary  my  lady 
Your  matniny  aod  your  dady 
Brought  forthe  a  goodly  baby 

My  BiaydeD  Isabdl, 
Reflarynge  rosabell. 
Tbe  flagraaot  cammamell, 

Tbe  ruddy  rosary. 
The  souerayne  rosemary 
The  praty  strawbery, 

The  columbyne,  the  nepte, 
Tbe  ieloffer  well  sette, 
Tbe  propre  violet. 

Ennewed  your  colowre 
Is  lykc  the  dasy  flowre. 
After  tbe  Aprile  showre. 

Sterre  of  tbe  morowe  graye. 
The  blossome  on  the  spraye, 
The  fresheste  flowre  of  Maye. 

Maydenly  demure. 
Of  woman  hede  the  lure, 
Wheiibre  I  make  you  sure. 
It  were  anheuenly  heithe. 
It  were  an  endlesse  weltbe, 
A  lyfe  for  God  hymsdfe. 

To  here  this  nyghtyngale 
Amonge  the  byrdes  smaie, 
Wafhelynge  in  the  vale 
Dug,  dug,  iug,  iug. 
Good  yere  and  good  lucke. 
With  chucke,  chucke,  chucke,  chucke. 

TO  MAISTRES  MARGARET  HUSSJTT. 

MiRRY  Margaret 
As  midsomer  flowre 
Gentyll  as  faucoun 
Or  hauke  of  the  towre 

With  solace  and  gladnet 
Moch  mirth  and  no  madne9 
AU  good  and  no  badnet 


So  ioyously 
So  maydenly 
So  womanly 
Her  demenynge 
In  euery  thynge 
Far,  far  passynge 
That  I  can  endite 
Or  suffice  to  write 
Of  mirry  Margar^tc 
As  mydsomer  flowre 
Gcntiil  as  faucoun 
Or  hauke  of  the  towre 

As  pacieat  and  as  styll 
And  as  ful  of  good  wil 
As  fayre  Isipbill 
Coliander 
Swete  pomaunder 
Good  Cassander 
Ste&st  of  thought 
Wei  made,  wel  wroght 
Far  may  be  sought 
Krst  that  yc  can  tyndo 
So  curteise  so  kjrnde 
As  mirry  Margarete 
This  midsomer  flowre 
Gentyll  as  faucoun 
Or  hauke  of  the  towre. 

T1)  MAISTRES  OERETRUDB  STATU  AM. 

Thodohe  ye  were  harde  harted 
And  I  with  you  thwarted 
With  wordes  that  smarted, 
Yet  nowe  doutles,  ye  gyue  me  caufte 
To  wryte  of  you  thi*  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
With  woman  hede  endude 
With  vertue  well  renude. 

I  wyll  that  ye  sbalbe  • 
In  all  benignite,  lyke  to  dame  Pasipbe. 
For  nowe  doutlesse,  ye  gyue  me  cause 
To  write  of  you  this  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
With  woman  hede  endude. 
With  virtue  well  renude. 

partly  by  your  counselL 
.  Garnys^shed  with  laurell. 
Was  my  fresshe  coronell. 
Wherfore  doutles 
Ye  gyue  me  cause 
To  write  of  you  this  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
With  woman  hede  endude 
With  vertue  well  renude. 

TO  MAISTRES  1SABBLI.  KmrOHT. 

But  if  I  sbulde  aquite  your  kyndnes 
Els  say  ye  myght 
That  in  me  were  great  blyndnes 
I  for  to  be  so  myndles 
And  coulde  nat  write 
Of  Isabell  Knyght 

It  is  nat  my  custome  nor  my  gyse 
To  leane  bebynde 

Her,  that  is  both  womanly  and  wyse 
And  specially  whichc  glad  was  to  deuyse 
Tbe  meanes  to  fynde 
To  please  my  mynde. 

In  helpynge  to  warke  my  laurel  grcne, 
With  sylke  and  golde 
Galatbea  Um  mayde  wel  b€  sene. 
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Was  neuer  halfe  so  fayre  as  I  wene 
WJiich  was  extoUle,  a  thousand  foldc 

By  Maro  the  Mantua n  prudent 
Who  ly.H  to  tede, 
But  and  I  had  leyser  compotent 
I  coude  shewe  you  suche  a  president 
In  very  dede,  howe  ye  excede. 

OCCUPACION  Tl>  S&ELTON. 

WiTHDRAWE  your  hand,  the  tyme  passetb  faste 
Set  on  yodr  heed  this  laurell  which  is  wrought 
Here  you  nat  Eolua.  for  you  bloweth  a  blaste 
I  dare  well  saye,  that  ye  and  I  be  sought. 
Make  no  delay,  for  now  ye  must  be  brought 
Bcforcuiy  ladys  grace,  the  queue  of  Fame, 
Where  ye  must  brefely  answere  to  your  name. 

8KELT0N  POETA. 

Castyng  my  syght  the  chambre  about 
To  sc  howe  duly,  eche  thyng  in  ordre  was 
Towarde  the  dore  as  we  were  commyng  out 
I  sawe  maister  Newton  syt  with  his  compas 
His  plummet,  his  pensell,  his  spectacles  of  glas 
Deuysynge  in  picture  by  his  industrious  wit 
Of  my  laurell  the  proces  euery  whitte. 

Forth  with  vpon  this  as  it  were  in  a  thought 
Gower,  Chawcer,  Lydgate  these  thre 
Before  remeinbred,  me  courteisely  brought 
Into  that  place,  where  as  they  lefte  me 
Where  all  the  sayd  poetes  t»at  in  their  degre 
But  whan  they  saw  my  laurell  richely  wrought 
All  other  besyde  were  countrefet  they  thought. 

In  comparison  of  that  whiche  I  ware 
Some  prcysed  the  perle,  some  the  stones  bryght 
Well  was  hym  that  tht^rvpon  migh(  stare 
Of  this  warkc  they  had  so  gicat  delyght 
The  sylke,  the  golde,  the  flowrcs  fresh  to  sight. 
They  sayd  my  laurell  was  the  goodlyest 
That  cuer  they  saw,  and  wrought  it  was  the  best. 

In  her  estate  there  sate  the  noble  qucne 
Of  Fame,  perceyuyng  howe  that  I  was  cum 
She  wondred  me  thought  at  my  laurell  grene 
She  loked  hautely,  and  gaue  on  me  a  glum 
There  was  amouge  them  no  word  than  but  mum 
For  eche  man  herkened  what  she  wolde  to  me  say 
Wherof  in  substaunce  I  brought  this  awaye. 

THE  QUENE  OF  FAME  TO  SKELTON. 

My  frende  sith  ye  are  before  vs  here  present. 
To  answere  vnto  this  nob'.f  audience 
Of  that  shalbe  reasoned  ye  must  be  content 
And  fur  as  morhc  as  by  the  hye  pretence 
That  ye  haue  nowe  by  the  preeminence 
Of  laureat  triumphe,  your  place  is  here  reserued 
We  will  vnderstande  howe  ye  haue  it  deserued. 

8KELTON  POETA  TO  THE  QUENE  01^  FAME. 

Ryght  high  and  mighty  princes  of  astate 
In  famous  glory  all  other  transcendyng 
Of  your  boiinte  the  customable  rate 
Hath  ben  ful  often,  and  yet  is  attendyng 
To  all  that  to  reason  is  condiscendyng 
But  if  hasty  credence  by  maintenaunce  of  mygbt 
Fortune  to  stande  betwene  you  and  the  lyght. 

But  suche  euidonce  I  thynke  for  to  eiiduce, 
And  so  largely  to  lay  for  myne  indempnyte 
That  I  trust  to  make  mine  excuse 


Of  what  chai|^  loeuer  ye  lay  against  me 
For  of  my  bokes,  parte  ye  shal  se 
Which  in  your  recordes  I  know  wel  be.enrolde 
And  so  occupacioQ  your  regester  me  tolde. 

Forthwith  she  commanded  I  shuld  take  my  place 
Caliope  pointed  me  where  I  shoulde  sit 
With  that.  Oocupacion  preased  in  a  pace 
Be  mirry  she  sayd,  be  nat  a  ferde  a  whi^ 
Your  discharge  herevnder  myn  arme  is  it 
So  than  commaunded  she  was  vpon  this 
To  shewe  her  boke :  and  she  sayd  here  it  is. 

the  QUENE  OF  FAME  TO  OCCUPACION. 

Your  boke  of  remembrance  we  wil  now  that  ye 
If  any  recordes  in  nombre  can  be  found         [rede 
What  Skelton  hath  compiled  and  written  in  dede 
Rehersynge  by  ordre,  and  what  is  the  grotinde 
Let  se  nowe  for  hym,  howe  ye  can  expounde 
For  in  our  court  ye  wote  wel  bis  name  can  nat  rise 
But  if  he  write  oftenner  than  ones  or  twyse. 

BKBLTON  POETA. 

With  that  of  the  boke  losende  were  tbeclaspei 
The  margeut  was  illumined  a1  with  golden  railes 
And  bice  enpictured,  with  grassoppes  and  waspes. 
With  butterflies,  and  freshe  pecocke  tailes. 
Enflured  with  flowres  and  slymy  snayles, 
Enuiued  pictures  well  touched  and  quickely  [sikly 
It  would  haue  made  a  man  hole  that  bad  be  right 

To  beholde,  howe  it  was  gamisshed  and  bound, 
Encouerde  ouer  with  golde  of  tissue  fine 
The  claspes  and  bullions  were  worth  a.  M.  pounde 
With  balassis   and  carbuncles  the  borders  dyd 
With  aurum  musicum  euery  other  Ijrne      [shyne 
Was  writen:  and  so  she  dyd  her  spede 
OccupacioQ  immediately  to  rede. 

Occupacion  readeth  and  expoundeth  ^ome  part  of 
Skeltons  bokes  and  balades  with  dities  of  plea> 
sure :  in  asmoche  as  it  were  to  longe  a  proces 
to  reherce  by  name,  that  he  hath  compiM.  5&c. 

Of  your  oratour  and  poete  laureate 
Of  Gnglande,  his  warkes  here  they  begyne 
In  primis  the  boke  uf  Honorouse  astate 
Item  the  boke  howe  men  shoulde  fle  synne 
Item  royall  demenaunce,  worshyp  to  wypne 
Item  the  boke  to  speke  well  or  be  styll. 
Item  to  lerne  you,  to  dye  whan  ye  will. 

Of  vertue  also,  the  souerayne  cnterlude 
The  boke  of  the  rosiar,  prince  Aithuris  creacion 
The  false  faith  that  now  goth  which  daily  is  renude 
Item  his  dialogues  of  ymaginacion 
Item  Antomodon  of  loues  mcditaciou 
Item  newe  grammar  in  Englishe  com  pi  lied 
Item  Bouge  of  courte,  where  drede  was  begylled 

His  comedy,.  Achademios  called  by  name 
Of  Tullis  familiars  the  translacion 
Item  good  aduisement  that  braineles  doth  blame 
The  recule  against  Gaguine  of  the  French  nacion 
item  the  Popingay  that  hath  in  commendacion 
Ladies  and  gentilwomen  suche  as  deserued  - 
And  suche  as  be  couiitrefettes  they  be  reserued. 

And  of  soueraintie  a  noble  pampbelet 
And  of  magnificence  a  notable  mater 
Howe  countrefet  countenaunce  of  the  new  get 


With  crafty  conueyaunce  doth  smater  and  flater 
And  cloked  collusion  is  brought  in  to  clater 
With  courtly  abusion  who  printeth  it  wcl  in  minde 
Moch  doublcBes,of  the  world  therin  he   may 
finde. 

Of  manerly  maistres  Margery  mylke  and  ale 
To  her  he  wrote  many  maters  of  myrth 
Yet  thoughe  1  saye  it,  therby  lieth  a  tale 
For  Margery  wynsed  and  brake  her  hynder  gyrth 
Lorde  howe  she  made  moche  of  her  gentill  byrth 
With  gingerly  go  gingerly  her  taile  was  made  of 

hay 
Go  she  neuer  so  gingerly  her  honestie  is  gone 

awaye. 

Hai^e  to  make  ought  of  that  is  naked  nought 
This  fustian  maistres  and  this  giggisshe  gase 
Wonder  is  to  write  what  wrenches  she  wrought 
To  face  out  her  foly  with  a  mydsomer  mase 
With  pitche  she  patched  her  pitcher  should  nat 

erase 
It  may  well  ryme  but  shrewdly  it  doth  accorde 
To  pyke  out  honestie  of  suche  a  potshordc. 

Patet  per  uersus. 
.  Hinc  puer  hinc  natus?  uir  coniugis  hinc  spo- 

liatus 
lure  thori?  est?  fetus  deli,  de  sanguine  cretn». 
Hinc  magis  extoUo,  quod  erit  puer  alter  Apollo. 
Si  querisqualis?  meretrix  castissima  talis. 
Et  relis  et  ralis,  ct  relitjualis. 

A  good  herynge  of  these  olde  talis 

Fynde  no  mo  such  from  Wandete  to  Walls. 

Et  reliqua.   Omelia  de  diuersis  tractatibus. 

Of  my  ladys  grace  at  the  contemplacion  ' 
Out  of  Frenche  into  Engl isshe  prose 
Of  mannes  lyfe  the  peregrinacion 
He  dyd  translate,  interpretc,  and  disclose 
The  treatise  of  triumphes  of  the  redde  rose: 
Wheriu  many  stories  are  brefely  contayned 
That  vnremembred  louge  tyme  remayned. 

The  duke  of  Yorkes  crcanncer  whan  Skelton  was 
Nowe  Henry  the  viii.  kynge  of  Englande 
A  treatise  he  deuysed,  and  brought  it  to  pas 
Called  Speculum  Prineipis,  to  beare  in  his  hande 
Therin  to  rede,  and  to  vuderstande 
All  the  demenour  of  princely  astate 
To  be  our  kynge  of  God  preordinate. 

Also  the  tunny ng  of  Elinor  Rummyng 
With   Colin    Clout,   John   Yue,    with    Joforth 

Jacke 
To  make  suche  trifels  it  asketh  some  couniiyng 
In  honest  myrth  pi^rde  requireth  no  lackc 
The  white  appereth  the  better  for  the  blacke 
And  after  conueyaunce  as  the  worlde  gose 
It  is  no  foly  to  vse  the  Walshmannes  hose. 

The  vmbles  of  venison,  the  hotels  of  wyne 
To  faire  maistres  Anne,  that  shuld  haue  be  sent 
He  wrote  therof  many  a  praty  lyne 
Where  it  became,  and  whither  it  went 
And  howe  that  it  was  wantonly  spent. 
The  balade  also  of  the  mustarde  tarte 
Suche  problemes  to  paint  it  longeth  to  his  arte. 

Of  one  Adam  all  a  knaue  late  dead  and  gooe 
Dormiat  in  pace  like  a  dormous 
He  wrote  an  epitaph  for  bis  graue  stonQ 
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With  wordes  deuout  and  sentence  Egerdous 
For  he  was  euer  a^aynst  Goddes  house 
All  his  delite  was  to  braule  and  to  barke 
Agayne  holy  churche,  the  prest,  and  the  clarke. 


Of  Philip  Sparowe  the  lamentable  fate 
The  dolefoll  desteny,  and  the  carcfull  chaunce 
Deuised  by  Skelton  after  the  fuuerall  rate 
Yet  some  there  be  there  with  that  take  greuamice 
And  gnigice  therat  with  frowning  countenaunce 
But  what^of  that?  horde  it  is  to  please  all  men 
Who  lyst  amende  it,  let  hym  set  to  his  pennc. 

For  the  gyse  now  adaycs, 
Of  some  iangelynge  da  iayes 
b  to  discommende 
That  they  can  nat  amende 
Thoughe  they  wolde  spende 
All  the  wittes  they  haue 

What  ayle  them  to  dcprauc 
Philippe  Sparowes  graue 
His  dirige,  her  commendacion 
Can  be  no  derogation 
But  myrthe  and  comolacion 
Made  by  protestacion 
No  roan  to  myscontent 
With  Philippis  enteremcnt 

Alas  that  goodly  mayde 
Why  should  she  be  afrayde? 
Why  shoulde  she  tako  shame, 
That  her  goodly  name 
Honorably  reported, 
Should  be  set  and  sorted 
To  be  matriculate,  with  ladies  of  astate? 

I  conjure  the  Philip  Sparowe 
By  Hercules  that  hell  dyd  harowe 
And  with  a  veneraous  arowe 
SIcwe  of  the  Epidaures 
One  of  the  Centaui-cs 

Or  Onocentaums,  or  Hippocentaurus 
By  whose  myght  and  mayne 
An  hart  was  slayne,  with  homes  tifraync 
Of  glitieryng  golde,  and  the  apples  ofgolde 
Of  Hesperides  with  holde 
And  with  a  dragon  kepte 
That  neuer  more  slepte 
By  marciall  strength,  he  wan  at  length. 

And  slewe  Gerionc,  with  thre  bodyes  in  oiw 
With  mighty  corage,  adaonted  the  rage 

Of  a  lyon  sauare. 

Of  Diomedis  stabyll,  he  brought  oat  a  rabill 

Of  coursers  and  rounses 

With  leapes  and  bounses 
And  with  myghty  luggynge 

Wrastelynge  and  tuggynge 

He  plucked  the  bull,  by  the  homed  scul 

And  offred  to  Cornucopia, 

And  so  forthe  per  cetera 
Also  by  Hecates  bowre 

In  Plutos  gastly  towre. 
By  the  vgly  Eumenidesi 

That  neuer  haue  rest  nor  case 

By  the  Tenemous  serpent, 

That  in  hell  is  neuer  brent. 

In  Lcma  the  Grekes  fen 

That  was  engendred  then 
By  Chemeras  flames, 

And  all  the  deedly  names, 

Of  infemall  posty 

Where  soiilas  frye  and  rosty» 
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By  the  stygial  flode,  and  the  stremes  wode 
Of  Cocjrtus  botomlesse  well. 
By  the  feryman  of  bell 

Caron  with  his  berde  Hore 
That  roweth  with  a  rude  ore, 
And  with  his  frounsed  fore  toppe 
Gydeth  his  bote  with  k  proppe. 

I  coniure  Philippe  and  call 
In  the  name  of  kynge  Saul. 
Primo  regum  expres,  he  bad  the  Phitones 
To  wytche  crafte  her  to  dres, 
And  by  her  abusions, 
And  damnable  illusions, 
Of  merveylous  conclusions. 
And  by  her  supersticions. 
And  wonderfull  condicions, 
She  raysed  vp  in  that  stede 
Samuel,  that  was  dede. 

But  wheder  it  were  so,  he  were  idem  iunumero. 
The  selfe  same  Samuel, 
Howe  be  it  to  Saul  he  dyd  tell 
The  Philistinis  should  hym  aslcTye 
And  the  nexte  daye  he  should  dye, 

wyll  my  selfe  discharge 
To  lettred  men  at  large. 

But  Philip  I  coniure  the 
Nowe  by  these  names  thre 
Diana  in  the  woddes  grene, 
Luna  that  so  bryght  doth  shene, 
Proserpina  in  hell,  that  thou  shortly  tell 
And  shewe  nowe  vnto  me. 
What  the  cause  may  be,  of  this  perplextte, 

Inferias  Philippe  tuas  Scroupe  pulchra  loanna 
Instanter  peciit,  cur  nostri  carminis  illam 
Nunc  pudet  est  sero,  minor  est  infinmia  vero , 

Than  suche  as  haue  disdayned. 
And  of  this  worke  complayned, 
I  praye  God  they  be  pained 
No  worse  than  is  oontayned 
In  verses  two  or  thre. 
That  folowe  as  ye  maye  se. 
Luride  cur  liuor  Tolucris  pia  funera  damnas 
Talia  te  rapiant,  rapiunt  quae  fata  volvcrem, 
Eit'tamen  inuidia  mors  tibi  continua. 

The  gprounting  and  the  groining  of  the  groning 
Also  the  mourayng  of  the  mapely  rote       [swyne 
Howe  the  grene  couerlet  suffred  great  pyne. 
Whan  the  flie  net  was  set  for  to  catche  a  cote 
Strake  one  \^  ith  a  byrdbolt  to  the  heart  rote 
Also  a  dcuoute  prayer  to  Moyses  homes 
Metrified  merily,  medled  with  scornes. 

Of  paiantes  that  were  played  in  ioyous  garde 
He  wrate  of  a  mows  through  a  mud  wall 
Howe  a  doe  cam  trippjmg  in  at  the  rere  warde 
But  lorde  howe  the  parker  was  wroth  with  all 
And  of  castell  Angell  the  fienestrall 
Glittryng  and  glistryng  and  gloriously  glased 
It  made  some  mennetf  eyen  dasyld  and  dased. 

The  repcte  of  the  recule  of  Rosamundcs  bowre 
Of  his  pleasant  paine  there  and  his  glad  destres 
In  plantyng  and  plucking  a  propre  ielofier  flowre 
But  howe  it  was,  some  were  to  recheles 
Nat  withstandyng  it  is  remedeles 
What  myght  she  say?  what  myght  he  do  therto? 
Though  Jack  sayd  nay:  yet  mok  ther lost  her  sho. 

Howe  than  lyke  a  man  he  wan  the  Barbican 
With  a  saute  of  solace  at  the  longe  last 
The  colour  deedly,  swart,  bio,  aiKl  wan 


Of  Exeone  her  lambe  is  dede  and  past 
Tbe  cheke  and  the  necke  but  a  shorte  tatt 
In  fortunes  fauour  euer  to  endure 
No  man  lyuyng  he  sayth  can  be  sore. 

How  dame  Minerua  first  found  the  oliue  tre» 

she  red 
And  planted  yet  wher  neuer  before  was  none, 

vnshred 
An  hynde  vnhurt  it  by  casuelte,  nat  bled 
Recouerd  whan  the  forster  was  gone,  and  sped 
The  hartes  of  the  herd  began  for  to  gronc,  and  fled 
The  houndis  began  to  yerne  and  to  quest;  and 

dred 
With  lyttell  busines  standeth  moche  rest,  in  bed. 

His  epitomis  of  the  myller  and  his  ioly  make 
How  her  ble  was  bryght  as  Wos^om  on  the  spray 
A  wanton  wenche  and  well  coulde  bake  a  cake 
The  myllar  was  loth  to  be  out  of  the  way     ■ 
But  yet  for  all  that  be  as  be  may 
Whether  he  rode  to  Swasshamm  or  to  Some 
The  myllar  durst  nat  leaoe  bis  wyfe  at  home 

With  wofuUy  arayd  and  shamefully  betrayde 
Of  his  making  deuoute  medjrtacions 
Vexilla  regis  he  deuysed  to  be  desplayde. 
With  Sacris  solempnus,  and  other  contemplaciooa 
That  in  them  comprised  consideracions 
Thus  passeth  he  the  time  both  night  and  day 
Somtime  with  sadnes,  somtime  with  play 

Though  Galeae  and  Dioscorides 
With  Hipocrates,  and  mayster  Auicen 
By  theyr  phisike  done  many  a  man  ease 
And  though  Albumasar  can  the  enforme  and  ken 
What  constellacions  ar  good  or  had  for  men : 
Yet  whan  the  raine  raineth  and  the  gote  winketb 
Litell  wotteth  the  gosling  what  the  gose  thinketh 

He  is  nat  wise  agayne  the  streame  tbat  striueth 
Dun  is  in  the  mire,  dame  rcche  mc  my  spur 
Nedes  must  he  ren  that  tbe  deuiU  dryueth 
Whan  tlie  stede  is  stolen  sparre  the  stable  dur 
A  gentyll  lioundc  shoulde  neuer  playe  the  kur 
It  is  soone  aspyed  where  the  thorne  pricketh 
And  well  wotetb  the  cat  whose  berde  she  licketh 

With  Marione  darione  sol  lucerne 
Grande  iuir,  of  this  Frenche  prouerbe  olde 
How  men  were  wont  for  to  disoeme 
By  candelmas  daye,  what  wether  ahoulde  hoide 
But  Marione  clanone  was  caught  with  a  colde 
And  all  ouercast  with  cloudes  vnkinde 
This  goodly  flowre  with  stormcs  was  tqatwinde 

This  ielofier  gentill,  this  rose,  this  lylly  flowre. 
This  prime  rose  pereles,  this  propre  violet* 
This  delicate  dasy,  this  straubery  prately  set. 
This  coUimbyne  clere  and  fresshest  of  colonre 
With  iVowarde  frostis  alas  was  all  to  fret 
But  who  may  haue  more  Ungracious  IH^ 
Than  a  childes  byrde  and  a  knaues  wife  ? 

Thinke  what  ye  will 
Of  this  wanton  byil. 
By  Mary  Gipcie 
Suod  scrips!  scripsi 
Vxor  tua  sicut  Vitis 
Hftbetis  in  custodiam 
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Costodfte  iitat  scitU. 
Secundum  Lucam*  &c. 

Of  the  bone  boms  of  Asshrige  beside  Barcanstede 
That  goodly  place  to  Skelton  most  kynde, 
YHiere  the  sange  royall  is,  Chnstis  blode  so  rede 
"Whervpon  he  mctrified  after  his  mynde.  [finde 
A  plesanter  place  than  Aashrige  is,  hard  were  to 
As  Skelton  reherseth  with  wordes  fewe  and  playne 
In  his  disticbon,  made  on  verses  twayne. 

Fraximus  in  cliuo  froodetque  Viret  sine  riuo. 

Non  est  sub  diuo  similis  sine  flumini  uiuo. 

The  nacion  of  foles  he  lefte  nat  behinde. 
Item  Apollo  that  whirled  up  his  chare, 
That  matle  some  to  snurre  and  snufe  in  the  winde 
It  made  them  to  skip,  to  stampe,  and  to  stare, 
Which  (if  they  be  happy)  haue  cause  to  beware 
In  rymynge  and  raylynge  with  him  for  to  mell 
For  drede  that  he  lerne  them  tbeyr.  A.B.C.  to  spell. 

POCTA  SKELTON. 

With  that  I  stode  vp,  balfe  sodaynly  afrayde 
Supplieng  to  Fame,  I  besought  her  grace 
And  that  it  wolde  please  her  full  tenderly  I  preyd 
Out  of  her  bookes  Appollo  to  rase. 
Nay  Syr  she  sayd,  what  so  in  this  place 
Of  our  noble  cuurte  is  ones  spoken  out 
It  muste  nedes  after  ren  all  the  worMe  aboute. 

God  woie  these  wonles  made  me  full  sad 
And  whan  that  I  sawe  it  wolde  no  better  be 
But  that  my  peticiou  wolde  nat  be  had, 
What  shoulde  I  do,  but  take  it  in  gre? 
For  by  Jupiter  and  his  high  maiestyr, 
I  dyd  what  1  coulde  to  scarpe  out  the  scrolles 
Apollo  to  rase  out  of  her  ragman  rolles. 

Nowe  here  of  it  erketh  me  lengcr  to  wryte, 
To  Occnpacion,  1  wyll  ag&yne  resort 
Whiche  recfde  on  fstyll,  as  it  came  to  her  syght 
Rendrynge  my  deuises  I  made  in  disporte 
Of  the  mayden  of  Kent  called  confforte 
Of  loners  testamentes  and  of  tbeyr  wanton  wtllis 
And  howe  loHas  loned  goodly  Phlllis. 

DiodoTvs  Sionloa  of  my  tnatlatian 
Out  of  ftessbe  Latiiw  into  our  Englysslie  playne, 
Recountyng  commodites  of  many  a  strange  nacion 
Who  redeth  it  ones  wolde  rede  it  agayne 
Six  volumes  engrosed  torether  it  doth  contayne. 
But  wban  of  the  laureTI  she  made  rehersati 
Al  orators  and  poetes  with  other  great  and  smal 

A  thousande  thoasande  I  trowe  to  my  dome 
Trroiupha  triiwipba  they  cried  all  about  [Rone 
Of  tmmpettes  and  clarions  the  noyse  went  to 
The  sterry  heoen  me  thought  shoke  with  the  shout 
The  grtsund  groned  and  trembled  that  noyse  was 
90  stout  [booke 

The  qnene  of  Fame  commaunded,  shet  fast  the 
And  thcrwith  sodayncly  out  of  my  slepe  I  woke 

My  miode  of  the  great  din  was  somdele  anased 
I  wyped  myn  eyen  for  to  make  them  clere 
Than  to  the  faeauen  sphericall  upwrarde  I  gased 
Where  I  sawe  Janus  with  his  dooUe  chere 
Makynge  bis  almanak  for  the  ncwe  yere 
He  turned  his  ttrickcs  his  volu«^U  ran  fast 
Good  lucke  this  nenre  yere  the  oWe  yere  is  past. 
Mens  tibi  sit  consulta  petit?  sic  console  menii, 
Emiilft  sii  lani,  retro  speculetur  &  ante. 


Skeltonis  alloquitur  librum  suum, 

Ite  Britannorum  lux  o  radiosa  Britannum 

Carmina  nostra  pium  Vestrum  celebrate  Catullum 

Dicite  Skdtonis  Vester  Adonis  erat. 

Dicite  Skeltonis  Vester  Homenis  erat. 

Barbara  cum  lacio  pariter  iam  currite  Versu. 

£t  licet  est  Verbo  pars  maxima  texta  Britanno, 

Non  magis  incompta  nostra  Thalia  patet: 

Est  magis  inculta  neo  mea  Caliupe. 

Nee  uus  pceniteat  liuoris  tela  subire. 

Nee  uos  pceniteat  rabiem  tolerare  caninam. 

Nam  Maro  dissimiles  non  tulit  itle  minas, 

Immuuit  nee  enim  musa  Nasonis  «rat. 

LENUOY. 

Go  little  quaire 
Demeane  you  faire 
Take  no  dispaire 
Thongh  I  you  wrate 
After  this  rate 
In  Englishe  letter 

So  muche  the  better  ^ 

Welcome  shall  ye 
To  some  men  be 
For  Latin  warkes 
Be  good  for  clarkes 
Yet  nowe  and  then 
Some  Latin  men 
May  happely  loke 

Vpon  your  boke  * 

And  so  proccde 
In  you  to  rede 
That  so  in  dede 
Your  fame  may  sprede 
In  lengthe  and  brede 
But  that  I  drede 
You  shall  haue  nede 
You  for  to  spede 
To  hames  bryght 
By  force  of  might 
Agaynst  enuy 
And  obloquy 
And  wote  ye  why 
Nat  for  to  fygbt 
Aga3mst  dispyght 
Nor  to  derayne  • 

Batayle  agayne 
Scornfull  disdayne 
Nor  for  to  chyde 
Nor  fbr  to  hyde 
You  cowardly 
But  courteisly 
That  I  haue  pende 
For  to  defende 
Vnder  the  banner 
Of  all  good  maner 
Vnder  protection 
Of  sad  correction 
With  toleracion 
And  supportacion 
Of  reformacion 
If  they  can  spye 
Circumspectly 
And  worde  defaced 
That  mygbt  be  raaed 
Els  ye  shall  praye 
Them  that  ye  may 
Continue  styll 
With  tbeyr  good  wyll. 

Ad' seranissimam  Maiestatem  Regiam,  pariter 
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■  cum  Domino  Cardinal  i  Legato  a  latere  hunori- 
ficatissimo  &c. 

LAUTRE  ENUOY. 

Pergb  Ijber,  celebrem  pronus  regem  venerare 
Henricum  octauum,  resonans  sua  premia  laudis. 
Cardineum  domiuum  pariter  venerando  salutes, 
Legatum  a  latere  &  fiat  memor  ipse  precare, 
Prebende,  quam  promiset  mthi  credere  quondam. 
Meque  suum  referas  pignus  sperare  salutis 
Inter  spemque  metum. 

Twene  hope  and  drede 
My  lyfe  I  lede 
But  of  my  spede 
How  be  it  I  rede 
Both  worde  and  dede 
Should  be  agrede 
Or  els.  &C. 


Small  seVemes. 


In'noblenes. 


THE  PROLOGUE  TO  THE  BOUQE  OF 
COURTE. 

In  Autumpne  wban  the  sonne  in  vyrgyne 

By  radyante  bete  enryped  bath  our  come 

Whan  Luna  full  of  mutahylyte 

As  emperes  the  dyademe  hath  worne 

Of  our  pole  artyke,  smylyuge  halfe  in  scorne 

At  our  foly,  and  our  vnstedfastnesse 

The  tyme  whan  Mars  to  warre  hym  dyd  dres, 

I  callynge  to  mynde  the  greate  auctoryte 
Of  poetes  olde,  whiche  full  cxaftely 
Vnder  as  couerte  termes  as  coulde  be 
Can  touche  a  trouth,  and  cloke  subtylly 
With  fresshe  vtteraunce  ftill  sentencyously 
Dyucrse  in  style  some  spared  not  vyce  to  wryte 
Some  of  mortalitie  nobly  dyd  endyte 

>VlieTby  I  rede,  theyr  renome  and  theyr  fame 
Maye  neuer  dye,  but  euermore  endure 
I  was  sore  moued  to  a  forse  the  same 
But  ignoraunoe  full  soone  dyde  me  dyscure 
And  shewed  that  in  this  arte  I  was  not  sure 
For  to  illuBiine  she  sayd  I  was  to  dulle 
Aduysynge  me  my  penne  awaye  to  pulle 

And  not  to  wr}'te,  for  he  so  wyll  atteyne 
Excedyng  ferther  than  bis  connynge  is 
His  heed  maye  be  harde,  but  feble  is  brayne 
Yet  baue  I  knowen  suche  er  this 
But  of  reproche  surely  be  maye  not  mys 
That  clymmeth  hyer  than  he  may  fotinge  haue 
What  and  he  slyde  downe,  who  shall  hym  saue? 

Thus  yp  and  downe  my  mynde  was  drawen  and 
That  1  ne  wyste  what  to  do  was  be^te  [caBt 

So  sore  enwered  that  I  was  at  the  laste 
Enforsed  to  slepe,  and  for  to  take  some  reste 
And  to  lye  downe  as  soone  as  I  my  dreste 
At  Harwyche  porte  slumbrynge  as  1  laye 
In  myne  hostes  house  called  Powers  keye 

Me  thought  I  sawe,  a  shyppe  goodly  of  sayle 
Come  saylyng  forth  into  that  haucn  brood 
Her  takelyng  ryche  and  of  hye  apparayte 
She  least  an  anker  and  there  she  laye  at  rode 
Marchauntes  her  horded  to  se  what  she  had 
Therein  they  founde  royall  marchaundyse 
Fraghted  with  pleasure  of  what  ye  oould  deuise 


Bqt  than  I  thought  1  wolde  not  dwell  bchynde 
Amange  all  other  I  put  my  ielfe  in  prece 
Than  there  could  I  none  aquentaunce  fynde 
There  was  moche  noyse  anone  one  crycd  cese 
Shurprly  commainidyngc  eche  man  holde  his  pece 
Maysters  be  sayd,  tbeshyp  that  ye  here  se 
TliC  Bowgt'  of  courte  it  hyghte  for  certeynte. 

The  owner  thereof  is  lady  of  estate 
Whoos  name  to  tell  is  dame  saunce  pere 
Her  marchaundyse  is  ryche  and  fortynate 
But  who  will  haue  it  moste  paye  therfore  derc 
This  royall  chaffre  that  is  shypped  here 
Is  called  fauoure  to  stonde  in  her  good  grace 
Than  should  ye  se  there  pres'Jynge  in  a  pace. 

Of  one  and  other  that  wolde  this  lady  se 
Which  sat  bebyndc  a  tranes  of  sylke  fyne 
Of  golde  of  tessew  the  fyuest  that  myght  be 
In  a  trone  whiche  ferre  clere  dyd  shyne 
Than  Phebus  in  bis  spere  celestyne 
Whoos  bcautie  honoure  goodly  porte 
I  haue  to  lytell  connynge  to  reporte 

But  of  eche  thynge  there  as  I  toke  hede 
Amonge  all  other  was  wryten  in  her  trone 
Jn  golde  leters  this  worde  Whiche  1  dyd  rede 
Garde  le  fortune  qne  est  mauelz  et  bone 
And  as  I  stode  redync  this  verse  my  selfc  alone 
Her  chyef  gentylwoman  daunger  by  her  name 
Gaue  me  a-taunte  and  sayd  I  was  to  blame. 

To  be  so  perte  to  prese  so  proud riy  uppe 
She  sayd  she  trowed  that  I  had  eaten  sause 
She  asked  yf  eucr  I  dranke  of  sauces  cuppe 
And  I  than  soflely  answered  to  that  clause 
That  so  to  saye,  I  had  gyuen  her  no  cause 
Than  asked  she  me  Syr  so  God  the  spede 
What  is  thy  name  ?  and  I  sayd  it  was  Drede. 

What  moued  the  quod  she  hydder  to  come 
Foraoth  quod  I  to  bye  some  of  your  ware 
And  with  that  worde  on  me  she  gaue  a  glome 
With  browes  beute  and  gan  on  me  to  stare 
Full  daynously  and  fro  me  she  dyd  fare 
Leuynge  me  stondynge  as  a  mased  man 
To  wbome  there  came  an  other  geiitilwoman. 

Desire  her  name  was  and  so  she  me  tolde 
Sayenge  to  me  brother  be  of  good  chere 
Abasshe  you  not  but  bardely  be  bolde 
Auaunce  your  selfe  to  aproche  and  come  oere 
What  though  our  chaffer  be  neuer  so  dere 
Yet  t  auyse  you  to  speke  for  ony  drede 
Who  spareth  to  speke,  in  faith  he  spareth  to  sped 

Maistres  quod  1, 1  haue  none  aquentaunce 
That  wyll  for  me  be  medyatoure  and  mene 
But  this  another  I  haue  but  smale  substaunce 
Peace  quod  Desyre  ye  speke  not  worth  a  bene 
Yf  ye  haue  not  in  fayth  1  will  you  lene 
A  precious  Jewell  no  rycher  in  this  londe 
Bone  auenture  haue  here  nowe  in  your  honde. 

Shyfte  now  therwith  let  se  as  ye  can 
In  Bowge  of  courte  cheu3rsaunce  to  make 
For  I  dare  sf  ye  that  there  nys  erthly  man 
But  and  he  can  bone  auenture  take 
There  can  no  favoare  nor  frendshyp  him  forsake 
Bone  auenture  may  brynge  you  iu  suche  case 
That  ye  shall  stonde  in  fauoure  and  in  grace. 
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But  of  one  thynge  I  warne  you  er  I  goo 
She  that  styreth  the  shyp  make  her  your  frende 
Maystre*  quod  I,  I  praye  yon  tel  me  why  so 
And  how  1  may  that  waye  and  meanes  fynde 
Fonoth  quod  she  how  euer  blowe  the  wynde 
Fortune  gydeth  and  ruleth  ail  our  shyppe 
Whom  she  bateth  shall  ouer  the  shyp  horde  skyp. 

Whome  she  loueth  of  all  pleasure  is  riche 
Whyles  she  laugheth  and  hath  luste  for  to  playe 
Whome  she  hateth  she  casteth  in  the  dyche 
For  whan  she  frouneth  she  thinketh  to  make  a  fray 
She  cheryftshed  hym  and  hym  she  chasseth  away 
Alas  qucd  1  how  myght  I  haue  her  sure 
In  fayth  quod  she  by  bone  auenture. 

Thus  in  a  row  of  marchauntes  a  grete  route 
Sued  to  fortune  that  she  wolde  be  theyr  fryode 
They  tbronge  in  faste  and  flocked  her  aboute 
And  1  with  them  prayed  her  to  haue  in  mynde 
She  promysed  to  vs  all  she  wolde  be  kynde 
Of  iSowgc  of  court  she  asketb  what  we  wold  haue 
And  we  asked  lauoure,and  fauoure  she  vs  gaue. 

Thus  endetb  the  Prologue. 


DREDB. 

The  sayle  is  vp  fortune  ruleth  our  belme 
We  wante  no  wynde  to  passe  now  ouer  all 
Fauoure  we  haue  tougher  then  any  el  me 
That  will  abide  and  neuer  frome  vs  fall 
But  vnder  bonie  oftetime  lieth  bytter  gall 
For  as  me  thoughte  in  our  shippe  I  did  se 
Full  subtell  persones  in  nombre  foure  and  thre 

The  Hi'st  was  Fauell  full  of  flatcrie 
With  fublcs  false  tliat  well  coude  fayne  a  tale 
The  seconde  was  Suspccte  wbiclie  that  dayly 
Mysdemptc  eche  man  with  face  dee<lly  and  pale 
And  Haruy  Master  that  well  coulde  picke  a  male 
With  other  foure  of  theyr  affynyte 
Dysdayne,  Ryotte^  Dyssymuler,  Subtylte. 

Fortune  theyr  frende  with  whom  oft  she  dyd 

daunce 
They  coude  not  fayle  they  thought  they  were  to 

sure 
And  •Centimes  1  wold  myselfe  auaunce 
With  them  to  make  solace  and  pleasure 
But  my  dysporte  they  coulde  not  well  endure 
They  said  they  hated  for  to  dele  ivith  Dredc 
Than  Fauell  gan  with  fayre  speche  me  to  fede. 

FAUELL. 

Nothing  B  erthly  that  I  wonder  so  sore 
As  of  our  conninge  that  is  so  excellent 
Deynte  tu  haue  with  vs  suche  one  in  store 
So  vertuously  that  hath  his  dayes  spente 
Fortune  to  you  gyftes  of  grace  bathe  lente 
Lo  what  it  is  a  man  tu  haue  conninge 
All  erthly  tresoure  it  is  &urmountinge 

Ye  be  an  apte  man  as  ony  can  be  ibund 
To  dwell  with  vs  and  serue  my  ladyes  grace 
Ye  be  to  her  yea  worth  a  thousande  pounde 
1  herde  her  speke  of  3'ou  within  shorte  space 
When  there  were  dyuerse  that  sore  did  you  manace 
And  though  I  saye  it,  1  was  mytelfc  your  frend 
For  here  be  dyuerse  to  you  that  be  vokizide 


But  this  one  thinge  ye  may  be  sure  of  me 
For  by  that  Lorde  that  bought  dere  all  maokinde 
1  cannot  flatter  I  must  be  playne  to  the 
And  ye  nede  ought  man  shew  to  me  your  minde 
For  ye  haue  me  whome  faythfuU  ye  shall  finde 
Whyles  I  haue  ought  by  Qod  you  sbalte  not  lacke 
And  if  nede  be,  a  bolde  woide  I  dare  cracke 

Naye  naye  be  sure  whiles  I  am  on  your  >yde 
Ye  may  not  fall  truste  me  ye  maye  not  fayle 
Ye  stande  in  iauoiire  and  fortunf*  is  your  gydf 
And  as  she  wyll  so  shall  our  greate  shyppe  sayle 
These  lewd  cok  witts  bhall  neuermure  preuaile 
Againste  you  hardely  therfore  be  not  afrayde 
Fare  well  till  soone  but  no  worde  that  1  sayde. 

DREDE. 

Than  thanked  I  him  for  his  great  geotylnes 
But  as  me  thought  he  ware  on  him  a  cloke 
That  lyned  was  with  doubtfull  douhlenes 
Me  thouglite  of  wordes  that  ho  had  full  a  poke 
His  stoniuke  stuffed  oftetyuics  dyde  reboke 
Suspycyon  me  thoughte  mett  hym  at  a  brayde 
And  I  drewe  nere  to  herke^  what  they  two  sayde 

In  iayth  quod  Susp(  c^,  bpake  Drede  no  worde 
of  me 
Why  what  than  wylte  thou  lette  men  to  speke 
He  sayth  he  cannot  well  accorde  with  the 
Twyssfaom  quod  Suspecte  goo  playe  him  I  ne  reke 
By  Chryst  quod  Fauell  Drede  is  soleyn<i  freke 
What  letc  vs  holde  hym  vp  man  for  a  whyle 
Ye  so  quod  Suspecte,  he  maye  vs  bothe  begyle 

And  whan  he  came  walkinge  soberly 
With  whom,  and,  ha,  and  with  a  croked  loke 
Me  thoughte  his  heed  was  full  of  gelou<y 
His  cyen  roily nge  his  hondes  fast  they  quokc 
And  to  me  warde  the  strayghte  way  he  toke 
God  sped  brother  to  me  quod  he  than 
And  thus  to  talk  with  me  he  began, 

SUSPICION. 

Ye  remembre  the  gentylman  ryght  now  [spake 
That  commaund  with  you  me  thought  a  party 
Beware  of  hym  for  I  make  God  auowe 
He  wyll  begyle  you  and  speke  fayre  to  your  face 
Ye  neuer  dwelte  in  suche  an  other  place 
For  here  is  none  that  dare  well  other  truste 
But  I  wolde  tell  you  a  thinge  and  I  durste 

Speke  he  a  fayth  no  worde  to  you  of  me 
1  wotc  and  be  dyde  ye  wolde  me  tell 
I  haue  a  fauoure  to  you  wberof  it  be 
That  1  muste  shewe  you  muche  of  my  counselle 
But  I  wonder  what  the  deuyil  of  hell 
He  sayd  of  me  whan  he  with  you  dyd  talkc 
By  myne  aduyse  vse  not  with  him  to  waike 

The  souerayust  thinpre  that  any  man  may  haue 
Is  litill  to  saye,  and  much  to  here  and  se 
For  but  I  trusted  you  so  God  me  saue 
I  vvolde  nothing  so  playne  be 
To  you  onely  me  thynke  I  durste  sbryue  me 
For  nowe  am  I  plenarely  dysposed 
To  shewe  you  tbyogs  that  may  not  be  disclosed. 

DRBDB. 

Than  I  assuted  hym  my  fydelyte 
His  counscyle  secrete  neuer  to  dyscure 
Yf  be  could  fynde  in  herte  to  truste  me 
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Els  1  prayed  hym  with  all  my  besy  cure 
To  kepe  it  byniBelfe  for  than  he  myght  be  sure 
That  no  man  erthly  coald  bym  bcwreye 
Whyles  of  his  myud  it  were  lockte  with  the  keye 

By  God  quod  he  this  and  thus  it  is 
And  of  bis  mynde  he  shewed  me  al  and  some 
Farre  well  quod  he  we  will  talke  more  of  tbis 
So  he  departed  there  he  wolde  be  come 
1  dare  not  speke  I  promised  to  be  dome 
But  as  I  stode  musinge  in  my  minde 
Haruy  Haster  came  lepinge  light  as  linde, 

Vpon  his  breste  he  bare  a  versinge  boxe 
His  throte  was  clere  apd  lustely  coulde  fayne 
Me  thought  his  gowne  was  all  furred  with  foxe 
And  euer  he  sange,  sithe  I  am  nothinge  pUine 
To  kepe  him  from  pikinge  It  was  a  grete  paine 
He  gased  on  me^witb  his  gotishe  berde 
Whan  1  loked  on  him  me  purse  was  half  aferde. 

HERUY  HASTER. 

Syr  God  you  saue  why  loke  ye  so  sadde 
What  thinge  is  that  1  maie  do  for  yon 
A  wonder  thinge  that  ye  waxe  not  madde 
For  and  1  studie  sholde,  as  ye  do  nowe 
My  witte  wolde  waste  I  make  God  auowe 
Tell  me  ycur  minde  me  thinke  ye  make  a  verse 
I  could  it  skan  and  ye  wolde  reherse 

But  to  the  pointe  shortelie  to  precede 
Wher  haihe  your  dwelling  ben  e^  ye  came  here 
For  as  I  trowe  I  haue  sene  you  in  dede 
Er  this  whan  that  ye  made  me  rpiall  chere 
Holde  vp  the  helme  loke  vp  and  lete  God  stere 
I  wolde  be  merie  what  wind  that  euer  blowe 
Heue  and  how  rom  below  row  the  bote  Norman 
rowe 

Princes  of  youghte  can  ye  singe  by  rote 
Or  shall  I  saile  with  you  a  felosbip  assaie 
For  on  the  booke  I  cannot  singe  a  note 
Wolde  to  God  it  wolde  please  you  some  daye 
A  ballade  booke  before  me  for  to  laye 
And  leme  me  to  singe  (ke  mi  fa  sol) 
And  when  I  faile  bobbe  me  on  the  noli 

Loo  what  is  to  you  a  pleasure  great 
To  haiie  that  coninge  and  waies  that  ye  bane 
By  Goddes  soule  I  wonder  howe  ye  gete 
Soo  great  pleasure  or  who  to  yon  it  gaue 
Sir  pardone  me  I  am  an  homelie  knaue 
To  be  with  you  thus  perte  and  thus  bolde 
But  ye  be  welcome  to  our  houssholde 

And  1  dare  saie  there  is  no  man  here  inne 
But  wolde  be  glade  of  your  companie 
I  wiste  neuer  man  that  so  soone  coude  winne 
The  fauoure  that  ye  haue  with  my  lady 
I  praye  to  God  that  it  maie  neuer  dy 
It  is  your  fortune  for  to  haue  that  grace 
As  I  be  saued  it  is  a  wonder  case 

For  as  for  me  I  serued  here  many  a  daie 
And  yet  vnneth  1  can  haue  my  Ijruynge 
But  I  requyre  you  no  worde  that  I  saye 
For  aod  I  knowe  ony  erthly  thynge 
That  is  agayde  you  ye  shall  haue  wctynge 
And  ye  be  welcome  syr  so  God  me  saue 
I  hope  hereafter  a  frende  of  you  to  have. 


DRBDB. 


With  that  as  he  departed  so  fro  me 
Anone  there  mette  with  bym  as  me  thonghte 
A  man,  but  wonderly  besene  was  he 
He  loked  bawtie  he  sette  cche  man  at  nongbte 
His  gawdy  garment  with  scomes  was  all  wrought 
With  indy{cnacion  lyned  was  his  bode 
He  frowned  as  he  wolde  swere  by  cockes  blode. 

He  bote  the  lyppe  be  loked  passynge  coya 
His  (ace  was  belymmed  as  byes  bad  hym  sUmnge 
It  was  no  tyme  with  hym  to  jape  nor  toye 
Enuye  bath  wasted  his  lyoer  and  his  lonnge 
Hatred  by  the  berte  so  had  hym  wrounge 
That  he  loked  pale  as  asshes  to  my  syghte 
Dysdayne  I  wene  his  comerous  crabes  hygfate 

To  Heroy  Haster  than  he  spake  of  me 
And  I  drewe  nere  to  harke  what  they  two  layde  ' 
Now  quod  Dysdayne  as  1  shall  saued  be 
I  haue  grete  soorae  and  9m  ryght  euyll  apayed 
Than  quod  Heruy  why  arte  thou  so  dysmayde 
By  Chryst  quod  he  for  it  is  shame  to  saye 
To  se  Johan  Dawes  that  came  but  yestcrdaye 

How  he  is  now  taken  in  conceyte 
T^is  doctour  dawcocke  Drede  I  wene  he  hyght 
By  Goddes  bones  but  yf  we  haue  some  sleyte 
It  is  lyke  he  wyll  stonde  in  your  lyghte 
By  God  quod  Heruy  and  it  so  happen  myghte 
Lete  vs  therfore  shortly  at  a  worde 
Fynde  some  mene  to  caste  hym  ouer  the  horde 

By  him  ^t  me  bought  than  quod  Dysdayne 
I  wonder  sore  he  is  in  suche  conceite 
Turde  quod  Haster  I  wyll  the  nothjmge  sayne 
There  must  for  him  be  layde  some  prety  beyte 
We  twejmy  I  trowe  be  not  without  dyscejrte 
Fyrste  pycke  a  quarell  and  fall  oat  with  him  then 
And  so  outface 'hym'  with  a  carde  of  ten. 

Forthwith  he  made  on  me  a  proude  asMwte 
With  scomfuU  loloe  meuyd  all  in  moode 
He  wente  about  to  take  me  in  a  lawte 
He  frouude  be  stared  he  stampped  where  he  stoode 
I  loked  on  hym  I  wende  he  had  be  woode 
He  set  the  arme  proudly  vnder  the  syde 
And  in  this  wise  be  gan  with  me  to  chyde. 

DYSDAYRK. 

Rembmbrest    thou  what  thou  sayd    yester 
Wilt  thou  abide  by  the  wordes  againe       [nyghte 
By  God  I  haue  of  the  now  grete  dispite 
I  shall  the  angre  ones  in  euery  vaine 
It  is  gpnete  scorne  to  se  sucbe  an  haine 
As  thou  arte  one  that  came  but  yesterdaie 
With  vs  olde  servauntes  suche  maisters  to  plaie 

I  tell  the  I  am  of  countenaunce 
What  wenest  1  were,  I  trowe  you  know  not  me, 
By  Goddes  woundes  but  for  displesaunce 
Of  my  querell  soone  wolde  I  venged  be 
But  no  force  I  shall  ones  mete  with  the 
Come  whan  it  will  oppose  the  I  shall 
What  som  euer  auenture  thereof  fall 

Trowest  thou  dreuill  1  saie  thou  gawdie  knaue 
That  I  haue  deinte  to  se  the  cherisshed  thus 
By  Goddis  side  my  sworde  thy  berde  shall  ahaue 
Well  ones  thou  sbalte  be  chermed  I  wus 
Nate  stmwe  for  tales  thou  shalt  not  rule  vs 
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We  be  thy  betters  and  so  tboo  shake  vs  take 
Or  we  shall  the  out  of  thy  clothes  shake. 

DREDB.  , 

With  that  came  Ryotte  rushing  a1.  at  ones 
A  rustie  galabde  to  ragged  and  to  rente 
And  on  the  horde  he  whirled  a  paire  of  bones 
Quarter  treye  dews  he  clattered  as  he  went 
Noue  haue  at  all  by  saint  Thomas  of  Kente 
And  euer  be  threwe  and  kyst  I  wote  nere  what 
His  here  was  growen  thorowe  out  his  hat 

Than  I  behylde  how  he  dysgysed  was 
His  heed  was  heuy  for  watchinge  ouer  night 
His  eyeu  blered  his  face  shone  like  a  glas 
His  gowne  so  shorte  that  it  ne  couer  myght 
His  nimpe  he  wente  so  all  for  somcr  light 
His  hose  u-as  garded  with  a  lyste  of  grene 
Yet  at  the  knee  they  were  broken  I  wene 

His  cote  was  checkevd  with  patches  rede  and 
Of  kyrkeby  kendall  was  his  shorte  demye   [blewe 
And  ay  he  sange  in  feytfa  decon  thou  crewe 
His  elbowe  bare  he  ware  his  gere  so  nye 
His  nose  droppinge,  his  lippes  were  fiill  drye 
And  by  his  syde  his  wfaynarde  and  his  pooche 
The  deayll  myght  dance  therin  for  any  croucbe 

Counter  he  coude  (O  lux)  upon  a  potte 
And  ce^triche  fedder  of  a  capons  tayle 
He  set  vp  frasshely  vpon  his  hat  alofte 
What  reuell  route  quod  he  and  gan  to  rayle 
How  ofte  he  hit  lenet  on  the  tayle 
Of  felyce  fetewse  and  lytell  prety  cate 
Howe  ofte  he  knocked  at  her  klycket  gate 

"What  should  [  tell  more  of  bis  rybaudrye 
I  was  ashamed  so  to  hrre  hym  prate 
He  had  no  pleasure  but  in  harlotrye 
Ay  quod  he  in  the  deuylles  date 
What  art  thou  I  sawe  the  nowe  but  late 
Forsoth  quod  I  in  this  courte  I  dwel  nowe 
Welcome  quod"  Ryote  1  make  God  nuowe. 

RYOT. 

And  syr  in  fayth  why  comste  not  vs  amonge 
To  make  the  mery  as  other  felowes  done 
Thou  must  sware  and  stare  man  aldaye  longe 
And  wake  all  nyght  and  slepe  tyll  it  be  none 
Thou  mayste  not  studye  or  rouse  on  the  mone 
This  worlde  is  nothing  but  ete  drynke  and  slepe 
And  thus  with  vs  good  company  to  kepe 

Plucke  vp  thyne  hertc  vpon  a  mciy  pinne 
And  let  vs  laugh  a  plucke  or  twayne  at  nale 
What  the  deny  11  man  myrth  is  here  within 
What  lo  man  se  here  of  dycc  a  bale 
A  brydelynge  caste  for  that  is  in  thy  male 
Nowe  haue  at  all  that  lyeth  vpon  the  burde 
Fye  on  this  dyce  they  be  not  worth  a  turde 

Haue  at  the  hasarde  or  at  the  dosen  browne 
Or  els  I  pas  a  penny  to  a  pounde. 
Now  wolde  to  Ood  thou  wold  leyc  money  dovn 
Lorde  how  that  I  wolde  caste  it  foil  rounde 
Ay  in  my  pouche  a  buokell  1  haue  founde 
The  armes  of  Calyce  I  haue  no  coyne  nor  crosse 
1  am  not  happy e  I  renne  ay  on  the  losse 

Now  renne  muste  I  to  the  stewes  syde 
To  wete  yf  malkyn  my  lenman  haue  gete  ought 
I  lete  her  to  byre  that  men  may  on  her  ryde 


Her  armes  easy  fefre  and  nere  is  sougbte 
By  Goddis  sydea  syns  1  her  thyder  broughte 
She  hath  gote  me  more  money  with  her  tayle 
Than  hath  some  sbyppe  that  into  bordews  sayte 

Had  I  as  good  an  bors  as  she  is  a  mare 
1  durste  auenture  to  journey  to  Fraunce 
Who  lydeth  on  her  he  nedeth  not  to  care 
For  the  is  trussed  for  to  breke  a  lavnce 
It  is  a  onrtel  that  well  can  wynche  aod  praunce 
To  her  wyll  I  now  all  my  pooerty  lege 
And  tyll  I  come  1  baue  here  myne  bat  to  plege. 

D&BDB. 

Gone  is  this  knaue  this  rybaude  foule  and  leude 
He  ranne  as  faste  as  euer  that  he  myghte 
Vnthryftynes  in  him  maye  well  be  shewed 
For  whome  tybome  groneth  both  dale  and  nigbte 
And  as  1  stode  and  caste  asyde  my  syghte 
Dasdayne  I  sawe  with  Dyssymulacyon 
Standynge  in  sadde  communicacyon 

But  there  was  poyntynge  and  noddyng  with  the 
And  many  wordes  sayd  in  secrete  wyse        [bade 
They  wandred  ay  and  stode  styll  in  no  stede 
Me  thoaghte  alwaye  Disaymular  dyde  dcujnie 
Me  passynge  sore  myne  herte  than  gan  aryae 
I  dempte  and  drede  their  talkynge  was  not  good 
Anone  Dyssimidar  came  where  I  stode 

Than  in  his  hode  I  sawe  there  faces  tweyne 
That  one  was  lene  and  lyke  a  pyned  gbpst 
That  other  loked  as  he  wolde  me  iiaue  slayne 
And  to  me  warde  as  he  gan  for  to  coost 
Whan  that  he  was  euen  at  me  almoost 
I  sawe  a  knyfe  byd  in  bis  one  tleue 
Wberon  was  wryten  this  woide  mytchefe 

And  in  his  other  sleue  me  thought  I  sawe 
A  spone  of  golde,  foil  of  bony  swete 
To  fede  a  fole,  and  for  to  preye  a  dawe 
And  on  that  sleue  these  wordes  were  wrete 
A  false  abstracte  cometh  frame  a  fals  concrete 
His  hode  was  syde  his  cope  was  roset  graye 
These  were  the  wordes  that  he  to  me  dyde  saye* 

DYSSYMULACYON. 

How  do  ye  maister  ye  loke  so  soberly 
As  I  be  saued  at  the  dredefull  daye 
It  is  a  perikMia  vyce  this  enuy 
Alas  a  coonynge  man  ne  dwelle  maye 
In  no  place  well  but  folcs  with  fraye 
But  as  for  that  conniuge  hatli  no  foo 
Saue  him  that  noughte  can  scripture  saith  soo. 

I  knowe  your  vertue  and  your  lytterkture 
By  that  lytell  conninge  that  I  haue 
Ye  be  maligned  sore  1  you  ensure 
But  ye  haue  crafte  your  selfe  alwaie  to  saue 
It  is  grete  skome  to  se  a  misproude  knaue 
With  a  dcrke  that  conning  is  to  prate 
Let  them  go*  lowse  them  in  the  deuilles  date 

For  all  be  it  that  this  longe  not  to  me 
Yet  on  my  backe  I  brre  suche  lewde  delyng 
Right  now  I  spake  with  one  I  trowe  I  ac 
But  what  a  strawe  T  maye  not  tell  all  thing 
By  Ood  I  saie  there  is  grete  herte  brenuiog 
Betwene  the  personne  ye  wote  of  Jou 
Alas  I  coulde  not  dele  so  with  an  yew 
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I  wold  eche  mftn  were  as  playne  as  I 
It  is  a  worlde  I  saye  to  here  of  some 
I  hate  this  ftiynioge  fye  upon  it  lye 
A  man  can  not  wote  where  to  become 
I  wis  I  coalde  tell  but  bumlery  home 
I  dare  not  speke  we  be  so  layde  awaite 
Fur  all  our  courte  is  full  of  desceite 

Now  by  saint  Frauncys  that  holy  man  and  fireif' 
1  hate  this  wayes  agayue  you  that  tbey  take 
Where  I  as  you  I  wolde  ryde  them  full  nere 
And  by  my  trouthe  but  yf  an  ende  they  make 
Yet  wyll  1  saye  some  wordes  for  your  sake 
7'hat  shall  them  angre  I  holde  thereon  a  grote 
For  some  shall  wene  be  banged  by  the  tbrote. 

I  blue  a  stoppynge  oyster  in  my  poke 
Truste  me  and  yf  it  come  to  a  nede 
But  I  am  lothe  for  to  reyse  a  smoke 
Yf  ye  could  be  otherwyse  agrede 
And  so  I  wolde  it  were  so  God  me  spede 
For  this  maye  brcde  to  a  confusyon 
Without  God  make  a  good  conclusyon. 

Naye  se  where  yonder  stondeth  the  teder  man 
A  flaterynge  knaue  and  false  he  is  God  wote 
The  dreuiU  stondeth  to  berken  and  he  can 
It  were  more  thryfte  he  bought  him  a  new  Qpte 
It  will  not  be,  his  purse  is  not  on  flote 
AH  that  he  wereth  it  is  borowed  ware 
His  wytte  is  thynne  his  bode  is  threde  bare. 

More  could  1  saye  but  what  this  is  ynowe 
Adewe  till  sbone  we  shall  speke  more  of  this 
Ye  muste  be  ruled  as  I  shall  tell  you  howe 
Ameodes  may  be  of  that  is  now  a  mys 
And  I  am  your  syr  so  baue  I  blys 
To  cuery  poynte  that  I  can  do  or  saye         [daye 
Gyue  me  your  hondc  fare  well  and  haue  good 

DRBDE. 

SoDAYNLY  as  he  departed  me  fro 
Came  pressynge  in  one  in  a  wonder  araye 
Rr  I  was  ware  behynd<^  me  he  sayde  bo 
Than  I  astonyed  of  that  sodeyne  fraye 
Sterte  all  at  ones  I  liked  nothynge  his  playe  , 
For  yf  I  had  not  quyckely  fledde  the  touche 
He  had  plucte  out  the  nobles  of  my  pouche. 

He  was  tnisscd  in  a  garmente  strayte 
I  haue  not  sene  suche  an  others  page 
For  he  coude  well  upon  a  casket  wayte 
His  body  all  pounsed  and  garded  lyke  a  cage 
Lyghte  lyroe  fyn^er  he  toke  none  other  wage 
Harken  quod  he  lo  here  myne  honde  in  thyne 
To  rs  frelcome  thou  art  by  saint  a^uyntyne. 

DI8CEYTE. 

But  by  that  lorde  that  is  one  two  and  thre 
I  haue  an  errande  to  rounde  in  your  ere 
He  tolde  me  so  by  Qod  ye  may  trust  me 
Parte  remembre  whan  ye  were  there 
There  I  wynked  on  you,  wote  ye  not  where 
In  (A)  loco  I  mene  iuxta  (B) 
Woo  is  hym  that  is  blynde  and  mayc  not  se 

But  to  here  the  subtylte  and  the  crafte 
As  I  shall  tell  you  yf  ye  will  harke  agayu 
And  whan  I  sawe  the  horsons  wolde  you  hafte 
To  holde  myne  honde  by  God  1  had  greate  payne 
Fur  forthwyth  there  1  had  hym  slayne 
But  that  I  drede,  mordre  wolde  come  oute 
Who  delcth  with  shrewcS|  hath  ncde  to  loke  about. 


DRBOe. 

And  as  he  rounded  thus  in  myne  ere 
Of  false  collusion  confetryd  by  assente 
Me  thought  I  se  lewde  felowes  here  and  there 
Came  for  to  slee  me  of  mortall  entente 
And  as  they  came  the  shypborde  fast  I  bente 
And  tboughte  to  lepe,  and  euen  with  that  woke 
Caughte  penne  and  ynke  and  wrote  this  lityll 
boke 

1  wolde  therewith  no  man  were  myscontente 
Besechynge  you  that  shall  it  se  or  rede 
In  euery  poynte  to  be  indyiferente 
Syth  all   in  substaunce  of  slumbryng  dooth  pro* 
I  wyl  not  saye  it  is  matter  in  dede  [cede 

But  yet  oftyme,  such  dremes  be  founde  trewe 
Now  constrewe  ye,  what  is  the  resydewe. 

Thus  endeth  tlie  Bouge  of  Courte. 


SKELTON  LAUREATE,  £Cc. 

HOW  THB  DOUTY  DUKE  OP  ALaAMY  LYKE  A  COW- 
ARD KNYOHT,  RAM  AWAY E  SHAMPULLY  WITH 
AN  HUNDRED  THOUSANOETRATLANDE  6COTTES 
AND  FAINT  HARTED  FRENCHBBIEN:  BESIDB 
THE  WATER  OF  TWEDE,  &C. 

Rbioyse  Englande 

And  vnderstandc 

These  tidings  newe 

Whicbe  be  as  trewe 

As  the  gospell : 

This  duke  so  fell     Of  Albany 

So  cowardly 

With  all  his  boost 

Of  the  Scottyshe  coost 

For  all  theyr  boost 

Fledde  like  a  beest.    . 

Wherfof%  to  ieste 

Is  my  delygbt 

Of  this  cowarde  knyght 

And  for  to  wright 

In  the  dispyght 

Of  the  Scottes  ranke 

Of  Huntley  banke 

Of  Lowdyan.    Of  Locryan 

And  the  ragged  ray 

Of  Galaway. 

Dunbar,  Dunde 
Ye  shall  trowe  me 
False  Scottes  are  yc 
Your  hartes  sore  faynted 
And  so  attaynted 
Lyke  cowardes  starke 
At  the  castell  of  Warke 
By  the  water  of  Twede 
Ye  had  euill  spede. 
Lyke  cankerd  curres 
Ye  loste  your  spurres 
For  in  that  fraye 
Ye  rannc  awaye 
With  hey  dogge  hay. 

For  sir  William  Lyie 
Within  shorte  whyle 
Tliat  valiaunt  knyght 
Pulte  you  to  fly^ht 
By  his  valyaunce 
Two  tbousande  of  Fraunce 
There  he  puttc  backc 
To  ypur  great  lacke 
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And  Titer  shame 

Of  your  Scottysshe  name. 

Your  chefe  cheftayne 
Voyde  of  all  brayoe 
Duke  of  all  Albany 
Than  sbamefuly 
He  reculed  backe 
To  his  great  lacke 
Whan  he  herde  tell 
That  my  lorde  AmrcU 
Was  comyng  4owne 
To  make  bym  frowne 
And  to  make  bym  lowre 
With  the  noble  powre 
Of  my  lorde  Card ynal . 
As  au  boost  royall 
After  the  auncient  manner 
With  sainct  Cutberdes  banner 
And  sainct  William's  also 
Your  capitayne  ranne  to  go 
To  go  to  go  to  go 
And  brake  vp  all  his  boost 
For  all  his  crake  and  host 
Lyke  a  cowarde  knyght 
He  fledde.and  durst  nat  fygbt: 
He  ranne  awaye  by  night 

But  now  must  I 
Your  duke  ascry,  of  Albany 
With  a  worde  or  twayne 
In  sentence  plasme: 

Ye  duke  so  doutty 
So  steme  so  stoutty  « 

In  shorte  sentens 
Of  your  pretens 
What  is  the  grounde: 
Breuely  and  rounde 
To  me  expounde 

Or  eU  wyli  I 
Euydeutly 
Sbewe  as  it  is 
For  the  cause  is  this 
Howe  ye  pretcnde 
For  to  defende 
The  yonge  Scotlyshe  kyng 
But  ye  mcanc  a  thyng 
And  ye  coudc  bryng 
The  matter  about 
To  potte  his  eyes  out 
And  put  hym  downe 
And  set  hys  crowne 
On  your  owne  heed 
Whan  he  were  deed 

Such  trechery  :  and  traytory 
Is  all  your  cast. 
Thus  yc  haue  rompast 
With  the  Frenche  kyng 
A  fals  rekcuyng 
To  enuade  Englande 
As  I  \'nderstande. 
But  our  kyng  royall 
Whose  name  ouir  all 
Noble  Henry  the  eyght 
Shall  cast  a  beyght 
And  uette  sue  he  a  snare 
That  shall  cast  you  in  care 
Both  kyng  Fraunces  and  the 
That  knowen  ye  shall  be 
Forthemoost  recrayd 
Cowardes  afrayd 
And  falsest  forswome 
That  euer  were  borne. 


O  ye  wretched  Scottet 
Ye  puaunt  pyspottes 
It  shalbe  yoar  lottes 
To  be  knytte  vp  with  knottea 
Of  halters  and  ropes 
About  your  traytours  throtes: 

O  Scottes  pariured 
Unhaply  vred 
Ye  may  be  assured 
Your  falshod  discured 
It  is  and  shal  be. 
From  the  Scottish  se 
Unto  Gabione 
For  ye  be  false  echone 
False  and  fislse  agayne 
Neuer  true  nor  piayne 
But  fiery,  flatter  and  layne 
And  euer  to  remayne 
In  wretched  beggary 
And  maungy  misery 
In  lousy  lothsumnesse 
And  scabbed  scorffynessa 
And  in  abhominacion 
Of  all  maner  of  nacion 
Nacion  moost  in  hate 
Proude  and  poore  of  state : 

I'wyt  Soot  go  kepe  thy  den 
Mell  nat  with  Bnglys^c  men 
Thou  dyd  nothyng  but  barke 
At  the  castell  of  Warke : 

Twyt  Scot  yet  agayne  ones 
We  shall  breke  thy  bones 
And  hang  you  vpon  polles 
And  byme  you  all  to  coUes 
With  twyt  Scot,  twyt  Scot  twyt 
Walke  Scot  go  begge  a  byt 
Of  brede,  at  ylke  manues  becke 
The  fynde  Scot  breke  thy  necke 
Twyt  Scot  agayne  I  saye 
Twyt  Scot  of  Galaway 
Twyt  Scot,  shake  thy  dogge  hay 
Twyt  Scot  thou  ran  away 
We  set  nat  a  flye 

By  your  duke  of  Albany 
We  set  nat  a  prane 
By  such  a  dronken  drane 
We  set  nat  a  myght 
By  such  a  cowarde  knyght 
Sue  he  a  proude  palyarde 
Suche  a  skyi^galiarde 
Suche  a  starke  cowarde 
Snche  a  proude  pultrowne 
Suche  a  foule  Coystrowne 
Suche  a  doutty  dagsw&yne 
Sendc  him  to  Fraunoe  agayne 
To  bring  with  hym  more  brayne 
From  kynge  Fraunces  of  Frauns 
God  scndt?  thorn  botbe  myschauns: 

Ye  Scoltes  all  the  rable 
Ye  shall  neuer  be  hable 
With  vs  for  to  compare 
What  though  ye  stampe  and  stare 
(^od  spnde  you  sorow  and  care 
With  vs  whan  euer  ye  mell 
Yet  we  bear  away  the  bell 
Whan  ye  cankerd  knaues 
Must  crepe  into  your  caucs 
Your  heedes  for  to  hyde. 
For  ye  dare  nat  abyde. 

Sir  duke  of  Albany 
Right  inconuenyently 
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Ye  rage  and  ye  raue 

And  your  worshyp  depraue 

Nat  lyke  duke  Hamylcar 

With  the  Romayns  that  made  war 

Nor  lyke  his  sonne  Hanyball 

Nor  lyke  duke  HasdruboJl 

Of  Cartage  in  Aphrike 

Yet  somwhat  ye  be  lyke 

In  some  of  their  condicions 

And  their  false  sedycions 

And  their  dealyng  double 

And  their  weywarde  trouble: 

But  yet  they  were  bolde 

And  manly  manyfolde 

Their  enemyes  to  assaylc 

In  playn  felde  and  battayle. 

But  ye  and  your  boost 
Full  of  bragge  aqd  boost 
And  full  of  waste  wynde 
Howe  ye  wyll  beres  bj^de 
And  the  deuyll  downe  dynge 
Yet  ye  dare  do  nothynge 
But  lepe  away  lyke  fh>g;ges 
And  byde  you  vnder  iogges 
Lyke  pygges  ond  lyke  hogges 
And  lyke  manngy  dodges. 
What  an  army  were  ye  ? 
Or  what  actyuyte  ? 
Is  in  you  beggers  braules 
Full  of  scabbes  and  scaules : 
Of  vermyne  and  of  lyce 
And  of  all  maner  vyce. 

Syr  duke :  nay  syr  ducke 
Syr  drake  of  the  lake:  sir  ducke 
Of  the  donghyll,  for  small  lucke 
Ye  haue  in  featea  of  warre 
Ye  make  nought  but  ye  marre 
Ye  are  a  fals  entnisar 
And  a  fills,  abusar 
And  an  rntrewe  knyght 
Thou  hast  to  lytdl  myght 
Agaynst  Englande  to  fyght 
Thou  art  a  gracelcs  wyght 
To  put  thy  selfe  to  flyght 
A  vengeaunoe  and  dispight 
On  the  must  nedes  lyght 
That  durst  nat  bydf  the  sight 
Of  my  lorde  Amrell 
Of  chiualry  the  well 
Of  knighthode  the  flourc 
In  euery  marciall  shourc 
The  noble  erle  of  Surrey 
That  put  the  in  suche  fray 
Thou  durst  no  felde  dcrayne 
Nor  a  batayle  mayntayne 
With  our  stronge  captaine 
For  you  ran  home  agayne 
For  feare  thou  shoulde  be  slayne 
Lyk  a  Scottyshe  keteryng 
That  durst  abyde  no  reknyng 
Thy  hert  woldc  nat  serue  the 
The  fynde  of  bell  mot  steruc  the 

No  man  hath  harde 
Of  such  a  cowarde 
And  such  a  mad  ymagc 
Caried  in  a  cage : 
As  it  were  a  cotage 
Or  of  suche  a  mawment 
Carycd  in  a  tent 
In  a  tent:  nay  nay. 
But  in  a  mountayne  gay 


Lyke  a  great  hill :  for  a  wyndmil 

Therein  to  oooche  styll 

That  no  man  hym  kyll 

As  it  were  a  gote 

In  a  shepe  cote 

About  hym  a  parke 

Of  a  madde  warke 

Men  call  it  a  toyle 

Therin  lyke  a  royle 

Sir  Dunkanye  dared 

And  thus  ye  prepared 

You  re  carkas  to  kepe 

Lyke  a  sely  shepe 

A  shepe  of  Cottyswolde 

From  rayne  and  from  colde 

And  from  raynning  of  nppea 

And  luche  after  clappes 

Thus  in  your  cowanlly  castall 

Ye  decte  you  to  dwell 

Such  a  captayne  of  fors 

He  made  no  great  fort 

If  that  ye  had  tane 

Your  last  doedly  bane 

With  a  gon  stone 

To  make  you  to  grone 

But  hyde  the  sirTopias 

Nowe  into  the  castell  of  Bas 

And  lutke  ^here  lyke  an  as 

With  some  Scottyshe  tfs 

With  dogges  dugges  dug]ge8 

I  shrewe  thy  Scottishe  lugges 

Thy  munpynnys  and  thy  crag 

For  thou  can  not  but  brag 

Lyke  a  Scottyshe  hag 

Adue  nowe  sir  wrig  wrag 

Adue  sir  dalyrag 

Thy  mellyng  is  but  mockyng 

Thou  mayst  giue  vp  thy  cocking 

Gyue  it  up.    And  cry  creke 

Lyke  an  buddy  peke  : 

Whereto  shuld  I  more  speke 
Of  suche  a  farly  freke 
Of  suche  an  home  keke 
Of  suche  an  bolde  captayne 
That  dare  nat  turne  agayne 
Nor  durst  nat  crak  a  worde 
Nor  durst  nat  drawe  his  swerde 
Agaynst  the  lyon  white 
But  ran  away  quyte 
He  ran  away  by  nygbt 
In  the  owle  (lyght 
Lyke  a  cowarde  knyght 
Adue  cowarde  adue 
Fals  knight  and  mooste  vntrue 
1  render  the  fals  rebel le 
To  the  flingande  fende  of  helle. 

Harke  yet  sir  duke  a  worde 
In  ernest  or  in  horde 
What  haue  ye  villayn  foiiged  } 
And  virulently  dysgorged 
As  though  ye  wolde  parbrake 
Your  auauns  to  make 
With  a'ords  enboted 
Ungraciously  engrosed 
Howe  ye  wyll  vndertake 
Our  oyall  kyng  to  make 
His  owne  r^me  to  forsake 
Suche  lewde  langage  ye  spake: 

Sir  Dunkan  in  the  dcuiU  waye 
Be  well  ware  what  ye  say. 
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Ye  saye  that  he  and  ye 

Whycbe  be  and  ye  ?  let  se 

Ye  meane  Fraunces  French  kyng 

Shulde  bring  about  that  thing 

I  say  thou  lewde  lurdayne 

That  ueyther  of  you  twayne 

So  hardy  nor  so  bolde 

His  countcnaunce  to  beholde 

If  our  moofit  royall  Harry 

Lyst  with  you  to  varry 

Full  soone  ye  should  iniscary 

For  ye  durst  nat  tarry 

With  hym  to  stryue  a  stownde 

If  he  on  you  but  frounde 

Nat  for  a  thousande  pounde 

Ye  durst  byde  on  the  grounde 

Ye  wolde  ryn  away  rounde 

And  cowardly  toume  your  backes 

For  all  your  coiply  crackes 

And  for  feare  par  case 

To  loke  hym  in  the  face 

Ye  wolde  defoyle  the  place 

And  ryn  your  way  apace 

Thoughe  I  trym  you  thys  trace 

With  F.ng1yshe  somwhat  base 

Yet  Sana  voster  grace 

Therby  1  shall  purchace 

No  displesaunt  rcwarde 

If  ye  wele  can  regarde 

Your  caokarde  cowardnesae 

And  your  shamfuU  doublenesse 

Are  ye  nat  frantyke  madde  ? 
And  wretchedly  bestadde 
To  rayle  agaynst  his  grace 
That  shall  bring  you  full  bace 
And  set  you  in  suche  case 
That  by twene  you  twayne 
There  shalbe  drawen  a  trayne 
That  shalbe  to  your  payne 
To  flye  ye  shalbe  foyne 
And  ncuer  tourue  agayue  : 

What  wold  Fraunces  our  friar? 
Be  suche  a  false  lyar 
So  madde  a  cordylar 
So  madde  a  mormurar 
Ye  muse  somwhat  to  far 
All  out  of  joynt  ye  jar 
God  let  you  neuer  thriue 
Wene  ye  daucockes  to  driue 
Our  kyngy  out  of  his  reme 
Ge  heme  ranke  Scot  ge  heme 
With  fonde  Fraunces  French  kyng 
Our  mayster  shall  you  brynge 
I  trost  to  lowe  estate 
And  mate  you  with  chek  mate : 

Your  braynes  are  ydell 
It  is  time  for  you  to  brydell 
And  pype  in  a  quibyblc 
For  it  is  impossible 
For  you  to  bring  about 
Our  kyng  for  to  driue  out 
Of  this  his  realme  royall 
And  lande  imperiall 
So  noble  a  prince  as  he 
In  all  actyuite 
Of  hardy  merciall  actes 
Fortunate  in  all  his  faytes : 

And  nowe  I  wyll  me  dresM 
His  valiauAce  to  expresse 
roL  II. 


Though  insufficient  am  X 
His  grace  to  magnify 
And  iaude  equiualently 
Howe  be  it  loyally 
After  mync  allegyaunce 
My  pen  I  will  auaunce 
To  extoU  his  noble  grace 
In  spyght  of  thy  cowardes  face 
In  spyght  of  king  Fraunces 
Deuuyde  of  all  nobles 
Deuoyde  of  good  corage 
Deuoyde  of  wysdome  sage 
Mad :  frantyke,  and  sauage 
Thus  he  dothe  disparage 
His  blode  with  fonde  dotage  t 

A  prince  to  play  the  page 
It  18  a  recbelesse  rage 
And  a  lunatyke  ouerage 
What  though  my  stile  be  rode  ? 
With  trouthe  it  is  ennewde 
Troutli  ought  to  be  rescude 
Trouthe  should  nat  be  subdude 

But  nowe  will  I  expounde 
What  noblenesse  dothe  abounda 
And  what  honour  is  founde 
And  what  vertues  be  resydent 
In  our  royall  regent 
Our  perelesse  president 
Our  kyng  most  excellent: 

In  merciall  prowes 
Lyke  vnto  Hercules 
In  prudence  and  wysdom 
Lyke  vnto  Salamon 
In  his  goodly  person 
Lyke  vnto  Absolon 
lu  loyalte  and  fby 
Lyke  to  Ector  of  Troy 
And  his  glory  to  lucres 
Lyke  to  Scipiadcs 
In  royal  mageste 
Lyke  vnto  Pcholome 
Lyke  to  duke  Josue 
And  the  valiaunt  Machube: 

That  if  I  wolde  repoita 
All  the  roiall  sorte 
Of  his  nobilyte 
His  magnanymyte 
His  animosite 
His  fragalite 
His  lyberalite 
His  afiabilite 
His  humanyte 
His  stabilite 
His  humiliCe 
His  benignite 
His  royall  dignyte. 
My  lernyng  is  to  small 
For  to  recount  them  all. 

What  losels  than  are  ye 
Lyke  cowardes  as  ye  be 
To  rayle  on  his  astate 
With  wordes  inordinate. 

He  rules  his  cominalta 
With  all  benignite 
His  «oble  baronage 
He  putteth  them  in  corage 
To  exployte  dedes  of  army s 
To  the  domage  and  harmys 
Of  suche  as  be  his  foos 
Wbereuer  be  rydes  or  goo* 
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His  sabiecfces  he  dothe  supporte 
Maintayne  tbcm  with  comforte 
Of  his  moste  princely  porte 
As  all  men  can  reporte: 

Thah  ye  be  a  knappishe  sorte 
£t  faitez  a  luy  grant  torte 
With  your  enbosed  iawes 
To  rayle  on  hym  lykc  dawes 
The  fende  scracbe  out  your  mawes :  . 

All  his  subiectes  and  he 
Moost  louyngly  agre 
With  hole  hart  and  true  mynde 
They  fynde  bis  grace  so  kynde 
Wherwith  he  doth  them  bynde 
At  houres  to  be  redy 
With  hym  to  lyue  and  dye 
Their  bodyes  and  their  gode 
And  to  spende  their  hart  blode 
W^ith  hym,  in  all  dystre&se 
Alway  in  redynesse. 
To  assy  St  bis  noble  grace 
In  spyght  of  thy  co^vardcs  face 
Moost  false  attaynted  traytour 
And  false  forsworne  faytour. 

Auaunte  cowarde  recraycd 
Thy  pride  shalbe  alayd 
With  sir  Fraunces  of  Fraunce 
We  shall  pype  you  a  daunce 
Shall  tourne  you  to  myschauas: 

I  rede  you  loke  about 
For  ye  shalbe  driuen  out 
Of  your  lande  in  sborte  space 
We  will  so  folowe  in  the  chace 
That  ye  shall  haue  no  grace 
For  to  tourne  your  face 
And  thus  sainct  George  to  borowe 
Ye  shall  haue  shame  and  sorowe. 

LENVOY. 

Go  lytell  qua3rTe  quickly 
Sbenr  them  that  shall  you  rede 
How  that  ye  are  lykely 
Ouer  all  the  worlds  to  sprede : 

The  fals  Scottes  for  dred 
Wfth  the  duke  of  Albany, 
l^ifside  the  water  of  Twede 
They  fled  full  cowardly. 

Though  your  Englishe  be  rude 
Barreyne  of  eloquence 
Yet  breuely  to  conclude 
Grounded  is  your  sentence 
On  trouthe,  vnder  defence 
Of  all  trewe  Englyshemea 
This  mater  to  credence 
That  1  wrate  with  my  pen. 

SRELTON  LAUREAT:  OBSEQUIOUS  AND  LOYAL. 

TO  MY  LORDE  CaRDVNALS  RIGHT  NOBLE 
GRACE,  &C. 

LBNUOY. 

Go  lytell  quayre  apace 
In  moo«t  humble  wyse 
Before  his  noble  grac^ 
That  caused  you  to  ileuise 
This  ly tel  enterprise 
And  hym  moost  lowly  pray 
In  his  mynde  to  comprise 
Tboee  wordes  his  grace  dyd  layt 
Of  aa  aminaf  gray. 


Je,  Foy  entcrment 
£n  sa  bone  grace. 


TUE     BOKB    COMPILED    BY    MAI8TER  IKELTON, 
POKT    LAUREATE    CALLED 

SPEAKE  PARROT, 

My  name  is  pnrrot,  a  bird  of  paradise 

By  natui*e  deuised,  of  a  woiiderous  kynd 

Dienteli  dieted,  with  diuers  delicate  spice 

Tyt  Euphrates  that  floud,  driueth  me  into'Inde 

Where  men  of  that  countrcy,  hi  fortune  me  find 

And  send  me,  to  great  ladyes  of  estate 

Then  parrot  mui>t  haue  an  almou  or  a  date 

A  cage  curiously  camen,  with  siluer  pin 
Properly  painted,  to  be  my  couertowre 
A  myrrour  of  glasse,  that  I  may  tote  therin 
These  niaidcnK  ful  mekely  with^any  a  diuers  flour 
Freshly  they  dresse,  and  make  swete  my  l)Oure 
With  speke  parrot  1  prai  you,  ful  courteously  thei 
Parrot  is  a  goodly  byrd,  a  prety  popagey       [say 

With  my  becke  bent,  my  litle  wanton  eye 
My  feders  freshe,  as  is  the  emrawde  grene 
About  my  necke  a  circulet,  lyke  the  ryche  rabye 
My  lyttle  legges,  my  fete  both  fete  and  cleane 
I  am  a  minion,  to  wayt  vpon  the  quene 
My  proper  parrot,  my  lytle  pretty  foole 
With  ladies  I  leame,  and  go  with  them  to  scole. 

Hagh,  ha,  ha,  parrot,  ye  can  laugh  pretely 
Parrot  hath  not  dined,  of  al  this  long  day 
Lyke  your  pus  cat  parrot  can  mute  and  cry 
In  Lattyn,  in  Ebrew,  Araby  and  Caldey 
In  Greke  tonge,  parrot,  can  both  speake  and  saye 
As  Percius  thai  poet,  doth  rei^ort  of  me 
Suis  expedivit  psitaco  suum  Chaire. 

Howse  Frenche  of  Parrise,  parrot  can  leame 
Prononsynge  my  purpose,  after  my  properte 
With  perliez  bien,  parrot  ou  parlez  rien 
With  Duche,  with  Spanish,  my  tonge  can  agre 
In  English,  to  God  parrot  can  supple 
Christ  saue  king  Henry  the  eight  our  roial  king 
The  red  rose  in  honour,  to  florish  and  spring. 

With  Kathcrin  incomparable:  our  roial  quene 
also  [^^''^ce 

That  pareles  pomgamet  Christ  saue  her  noble 
Parrot  sauies,  habler  castiliano 
With  si  dasso  de  costo,  in  Turkey  and  in  Trace 
Vis  consilii  expers,  as  teacheth  me  Horace 
Mole  ruit  sua,  whose  dices  at  pregnaunte. 

My  lady  maisters,  dame  Philology 
Gaue  me  a  gift,  in  my  nest  whan  I  lay 
To  learne  al  language,  and  it  to  speke  aptely 
Now  pandez  mory,  wax  franticke  som  men  saye 
Proneles  or  freneses,  may  not  hold  her  way 
An  almon  nowe  for  parrot,  delicatly  drest 
In  satuc  festa  dies  toto,  their  doth  best 

Moderata  iuvant,  but  toto  doth  excede 
Discression  is  mother  of  noble  vertues  all 
Niden  agan,  in  Greke  tonge  we  rede 
But  reason,  and  wit  wanteth  their  prouinciall 
When  wilfulncs,  is  vicar  generall 
Hec  res  acti  tangitur,  parrot  par  ma  foy 
Ticez  T008  parrot,  tencz  vous  coye. 
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Besy,  besy,  besy,  and  besines  agayne 
Sue  pensez  voz  parrot,  what  mcneth  this  besines 
Uitulus  in  Oreb,  troubled  Arous  brayn 
Melchisedecke  mercifull,  made  Moioc  mercites 
To  wise  is  no  vertue,  to  medling,  to  restles 
In  measure  is  treasure,  cum  sensu  marturato 
Ne  tropo  saangy  ne  tropo  mato 

Aram  was  fired,  with  caldies  fire  called  Ur 
Job  was  brought  up,  in  the  land  of  Hus 
The  linage  of  Lot,  toke  supporte  of  Assur 
Jereboseth  is  Ebrue,  who  list  the  law  discus 
Peace  parrot  ye  prate,  as  ye  were  ebrius 
Howst  the  lyuer  god,  van  hemrick  ic  seg 
In  popeting  grew  peres,  whan  parrot  was  an  eg. 

What  is  this  to  purpose,  ouer  in  a  whinnin  meg 
Hop  Lobin  of  Lowdeon,  wold  haue  a  bit  of  bread 
The  Jebet  of  Baldock,  was  made  for  Jacke  leg 
A  narow  vnfethered,  and  without  an  bed 
A  bagpype  without  blowyng,  standeth  in  no  sted 
Some  run  to  fair  before,  some  run  to  far  behinde 
Some  be  to  churlish,  and  some  be  to  kynd. 

Ic  dien  serueth  for  erstrych  fether 
Ic  dien,  is  the  language  of  the  land  of  Berne 
In  AfTric  tongne,  Byrsa  is  a  tonge  of  lether 
In  Palestina,  there  is  Jerusalem 
Collostrum  now  for  parot,  whit  bred   and  swete 

creme 
Oar  Thomase  she  doth  trip,  our  Jenet  she  doth 

sbail 
Parrot  hath  a  blacke  beard,  &  a  faire  grene  tayle 

Morysh  myne  owne  shelf,  the  ostermoiiger  say 
Fate,  fate,  fate,  ye  trysh  water  lag 
In  fletteriog  fables,  men  fynde  but  lytel  fayth 
But  moveatur  terra,  let  the  world  wag 
Let  syir  wrig  wrasr,  wrastle  wyth  sir  declarag 
Eucry  man,  after  his  maner  of  wayes 
Paw  be  veue  aruer,  so  the  Welche  man  sayes 

Suche  shredis  of  sentence,  strowed  in  the  shop 
Of  auncieut  Aristippus,  and  such  other  mo 
I  gather  together,  and  close  m  my  crip 
Of  my  wanton  conceyt,  undo  depromo 
Dileroata  docta,  in  pedagogio 
Sacro  vatum,  wherof  to  yon  I  breake 
I  pray  you,  let  parrot  haue  lybertie  to  speke : 

But  ware  the  cat  parrot,  ware  the  false  cat 
With  who  is  there,  a  mayd,  nay,  nay,  I  trow 
Ware  ryat  parrot,  ware  ryot,  ware  that 
Mdate,  meate  for  parrot:  meate  I  say  how 
Thus  diuers  of  language,  by  leamyng  1  grow 
With  has  me  swete  parrot:  has  me  swote  swete 
To  dwel  amonge  ladies,  parrat  is  mete. 

Parrot,  parrot,  parrot,  praty  popigay 
With  my  beke  I  can  pyke,  my  lytle  prety  too 
My  delight  is  solas,  pleasure:  disport  and  play 
Lyke  a  wanton  whan  I  will,  I  rele  to  and  froo 
Parrot  can  say,  Cesar,  aue,  also 
But  parrot,  hath  no  fauour  to  Esebon 
Aboue  all  other  byrdes,  set  parrot  alone. 

Ulula,  Esebon,  for  Jeremy  doth  wepe 
Sion  is  in  sadoes,  Hachel  ruly  doth  loke 
Madionita,  Jetro,  our  Moyses  kepeth  hys  shepe 
Gedcon  is  gon,  that  Zalmane  vndertoke 
Oreb  and  Zeb^  of  Judicom  rede  the  boke 


Now  Gebal,  Amon,  and  Amolocb,  harke,  harke. 
Parrot  pretcndeth  to  be  a  bibil  clarke. 

O  Esebon  Esebon,  to  the  is  come  agayne 
Seon  the  regent  amoreorum 
And  bog  that  fat  hog,  or  basan  dothe  retayne 
The  crafty  coistroinus  canaueorum 
And  assilum,  whilom,  refugium  miserorum 
Non  phanum  sed  prophanum,  standeth  in  llttl« 

sted 
Ulula  Esebon,  for  iept  is  starke  ded. 

Estbon,  Maribon,  Wheston,  nexte  Bamet 
A  trim  tram  for  an  hors  mil  it  wer  a  nise  thing 
Deintes  for  dammoysels,  Chaffer  far  fet 
Bo  bo  doth  barkwel,  but  hough  ho  ruleth  the  ring 
From  scarpary  to  tartari  renoun  therin  doth  spring 
With  he  said,  &  we  said  ich  wot  now  what  ich 
3uod  magnus  est  dominus  ludas  Scarioth.      [wot 

Ptholomie,  and  haly  were  cunnyng  and  wyse 
Tn  the  vol  vet,  in  the  quadrant,  and  in  the  astroloby 
To  prognosticate  truli  the  chaunce  of  fortunes  dise 
Some  trete  of  their  tirikis,  some  of  astrology 
Some  pseudo  propheta  with  chiromancy 
If  fortune  be  frendly,  and  grace  be  the  guyde 
Honoure  with  renowne,  will  renne  of  that  side 

Manon  calon 

Agaton  quod  parato.  In  Grcca 

Let  parrot  I  pray  you,  haue  liberty  to  prate 
Por  aurea  lingua  greca,  ought  to  be  magnified 
If  it  wer  cond  perfitely,  and  after  the  rate 
Ks  lingua  latina,  in  schole  matter  occupied 
But  our  Grekis,  their  Greke  so  wel  haue  applied 
That  they  cannot  say  in  Grejce,  riding  by  the  way 
How  hosteler,  fetche  my  horse  a  bottel  of  hay. 

Neither  frame  a  silogisme,  in  phriesesomonun 
Formaliter  &  grece,  cum  medio  termino 
Our  Grekes  ye  walow,  in  the  washbol  ai^liconim 
For  though  ye  can  tel  in  Greke  what  is  phormio 
Yet  ye  seke  out  your  G  reke,  in  Capricomio 
For  they  scrajie  out  good  scripture,  and  set  in  a 

gal 
Ye  go  about  to  amend,  and  ye  mar  all. 

Some  argue,  secundum  quid  ad  simplicitcr 
And  yet  he  would  be  rekened,  pro  Ariopagita 
And  some  make  distinctions,  multipliciter 
Whether  ita  were  before  non,  or  non  before  ita 
Nether  wise  nor  well  lerned  but  like  hermopbra- 

dita 
Set  Sophia  aside,  for  euery  Jacke  raker. 
And  euery  mad  medler  must  now  be  a  maker. 

In  achademia  parrot,  dare  no  probleme  kepe 
For  grecisari,  so  occupieth  the  chayre 
That  latinum  fari,  may  fal  to  rest  and  slepe 
And  sylogisari,  was  drowned  at  Stuibridge  faire 
Triuiale,  and  quatriuials,  so  sore  now  they  appair 
That  parrot  that  popagay,  hath  pity  to  beholde 
How  the  rest  of  good  lerning,  is  roulled  up  and 
trolde 

Albertus  de  modo  significandi 
And  Donatus,  be  dryuen  out  of  schole 
Frisians  hed  broken,  now  handy  dandy 
And  interdidascolos,  is  rekened  for  a  fole 
Alexander,  a  gander  of  Menanders  pole 
With  da  cansales,  is  cast  out  of  the  gate 
And  da  racionalea,  dare  not  shew  bis  pate. 
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I*Iaut  si  in  his  comedies,  a  child  shal  now  rehers 
And  medil  with  2uintilian,  in  his  declarations 
That  pety  Caton,  can  scantly  construe  a  verse 
With  Aueto,  in  Greco,  and  such  solempn  saluta- 

cions 
Can  skantiy  the  tcnsis,  of  his  conjugacions 
Setting  their  miudes,  so  much  of  eloquence 
That  of  theyr  scole  maters,  lost  is  the  hole  sen- 
tence 

Now  a  nutmeg,  a  nntmeg,  cum  gariopholo 
For  parrot  to  pike  vponj  his  brayne  for  to  stable 
Swete  synamum  stickes,  and  pleris  commusco 
In  paradise,  that  place  of  pleasure  perdurable 
The  progeny  of  parrottis,  were  faire  and  fauorable 
Now  in  vallc  Ebrou,  Parrot  is  fayne  to  fede 
Christ  crosse  and  sanct  Nicolas,  parrot  be  your 
good  pede 

The  myrrour  that  I  tote  in,  quasi  diaphonum 
V^l  quasi  sprculum,  in  Euigmate 
Elencum,  or  elles,  Emtimaticum 
For  logicions  to  loke  on,  somwhat  sophistice 
Rctorcions  and  oratours,  in  freshe  humanite 
Support  parrot,  I  pray  you  which  your  suffrage 

ornat 
Of  confuse  tantum,  avoyding  the  checkmate 

But  of  that  suposicion,  that  called  is  arte 
Confuse  distrubitiue,  as  parrot  hath  deui:^ed 
Let  euery  man,  after  his  merit,  take  hys  part 
For  in  this  proces,  parrot  nothing  hath  surmised 
No  matter  pretended,  nor  nothing  enterprysed 
But  that  metaphora,  alegoria  with  all 
Shall  be  his  protection,  his  pauis  and  bis  wall. 

For  parrot  is  no  churlish  chough  nor  no  flekcd 

py 

Parrot  is  no  pendugum,  that  men  call  a  carlyng 
Parrot  is  no  woodcocke,  nor  no  butterfly 
Parrot  is  no  stamring  stare,  that  men  call  a  star- 
ling 
But  parrot  is  mine  own  dcre  harte,  and  my  der- 

ling 
Melpomene  the  fair  maid,  she  burnished  his  beke 
I  pray  you  let  parrot  haue  libertie  to  speke. 

• 

Parrot  is  a  fayre  byrde  for  a  lady 
God  of  his  goodnes  framed  and  wrought 
Whan  parrot  is  dead  she  doth  not  putrify 
Ye  all  thinge  mortall  shall  turn  vnto  noughte 
Except  mannes  soule,  that  Christ  so  dere  bought 
That  neuer  may  dye,  nor  ncuer  dye  shall 
Make  much  of  parrot,  tliat  popcgay  royal. 

For  that  pereles  prynce,  that  parrot  did  creat 
He  made  you  of  nothing,  by  his  magisty 
Pointe  wel  this  problemo,  that  parrot  doth  prate 
And  remembre  among,  how  parrot  and  ye 
Shal  lepe  from  this  life,  as  merye  as  we  be 
Pompe,  pryde,  honour,  ryches  and  worldly  luste 
Parrot  saith  plainly,  shall  tourne  all  to  du^t. 

Thus  parrot  doth  pray  you 
With  heart  most  teuder 
To  reken  with  this  recule  non' 
And  it  to  remember 
Psitacus  ecce  cauo  nee  sunt  mea  carmina  phebo 
Digua  scio  Tamcu  est 
Plena  cameoa  d«o. 
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Secundum  Skeltonida  famigeratuni 
In  piereorum  Cathalago  numeratum 

Galathea. 
Itaquc  Consolamini  inuicem 
In  uerbis  istis. 

Candidi  leciores  callide  oallete 
Vestrum  fauete,  psitacum. 

Galathea. 
Now  kus  me  parrot,  kus  roe,  kus,  kus,  kns 
Gods  blessing  light  on  thy  swete  litle  mus 
Vica  &  anima 
Zoe  kai  psyche 

Aquinatcs      Amen, 
Concubunt  grecc,  Non 
est  hie  sermo  pudicus 

Actica  dictamina 
Ergo        Suus  ptumbi lamina 

Vel  spuria  Vitulamina 

Auertat  hoc  Vxania. 
Amen  amen 
And  sec  to  a.  d. 
And  then  it  is  amend 
Our  new  found  a.  b.  c. 
Cum  ceteris 
paribus* 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  NOBLE  PRINCE 
KYNGE  EDWARD   THE   FORTH, 

PER  SRELTONIDEM  LAVREATUM. 

MisCREMiNi  mei,  ye  that  be  my  frendcs 

This  workle  hath  formed  me  down  to  fall 

How  may  I  endure  when  tjiat  euery  tbynge  endes 

What  creature  is  borne,  to  be  eternall 

Now  there  is  na  more  but  pray  for  me  all 

Thus  say  I  Edward,  that  late  was  your  kyng 

And  xxlii.  yeares  ruled  this  imperiall. 

Some  vnto  pleasure,  and  some  to  no  likyng 

Mercy  I  aske  of  my  misdoyng 

What  auaileth  it,  friends  to  be  my  fo 

Sith  1  can  not  resist,  nor  amend  your  complain«- 

i^uia  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio.  ^    [inf 

I  slepe  now  in  molde,  as  it  is  naturall 
As  earth  vnto  earth,  hath  his  reuerture 
What  ordeyned  God,  to  be  terrestriall 
Without  recours,  to  the  earth  of  nature 
Who  to  line  euer,  may  be  sure 
What  ii  it  to  trust,  on  mutabilite 
Sith  that  in  this  world,  nothing  may  indnre 
For  now  am  I  gone;  that  late  was  in  prosper! te 
To  presume  thervppon,  it  is  but  a  vanitie' 
Not  certaine  :  but  as  a  chery  fayre  ful  of  wo 
Raygned  not  I  of  late  :  in  grcate  felicite 
Et  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

Where  was  in  my  lyfe,  such  one  as  I 
While  lady  fortune  with  me  bad  continuaunce 
Graunted  not  she  me,  to  have  victory 
In  England  to  raine,  and  to  contribute  Fraunce 
She  toke  me  by  the  hand,  and  led  me  a  daunca 
And  with  her  sugred  lips,  ou  me  smyled 
But  what  for  her  dissembled  countenaunce 
I  could  not  beware,  til  I  was  begilcd 
Now  from  this  world,  she  hath  me  excild 
When  I  was  lothest,  hens  for  to  go 
And  I  am  in  age,  but  as  who  saith  a  child. 
Et  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 
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I  had  yndugh,  I  held  me  not  contente 
Without  I'emembraunce,  that  I  should  dye 
And  more  ouer  to  incroche,  I'edy  was  I  beote 
I  knew  not  how  long,  [  should  it  occupy 
I  made  the  tower  stronge,  I  wyst  not  why 
I  knew  not  to  whom,  I  purchased  Tetcrsall 
I  amended  Douer,  on  the  mountayne  bye 
And  London  1  pronoked,  to  fortify  the  wal 
I  made  Notingam,  a  place  royal 
Wyndsor,  Eltam,  and  many  other  mo 
Yet  at  tlie  last,  I  went  from  them  al 
£t  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormto. 

Where  is  now,  my  conquest  and  victory 
Where  is  my  riches,  and  my  royal  araye       / 
Where  be  my  coursers,  and  my  horses  bye 
Where  is  my  myrth,  my  solas,  and  play 
As  vanite  to  nought*  al  is  wandred  away 
O  lady  Besse,  longe  for  me  may  ye  cal 
For  I  am  departed,  til  domes  day. 
But  love  ye  that  lord,  that  is  soveraygne  of  all 
Where  be  my  castels,  and  buildinges  royall 
But  Winsore  alone,  nowe  I  have  no  mo 
And  of  Eton,  the  prayers  perpetuall 
£t  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  doimio. 

Why  gboulde  a  man,  be  proud  or  presume  hye 
Saincl  Bernard,  therof  nobly  doth  treate 
Sythe  a  man,  is  nothing  but  a  sacke  of  stercorri 
And  shall  retume,  vnto  worraes  meate 
Whye,  what  came  of  Alexander  the  great 
Or  elsse  of  stronge  Sampson,  who  can  tell 
Wher  no  wormes  ordened,  theyr  flesh  to  freat 
And  of  Salomon,  that  was  of  wit  the  well 
Absolon,  profered  his  heare  for  to  sel 
Yet  for  al  his  beutie,  wormes  eat  him  also 
And  I  but  late  in  honour  did  excell 
Etecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

I  have  played  my  pageyond,  now  am  I  paste 
Ye  wot  well  all,  1  was  of  no  great  yeld 
This  al  thing  concluded,  shalbe  at  the  last 
When  death  approcheth,  then  lost  is  the  felde 
When  sithen  this  worlde,  me  no  longer  up  helde 
Nor  nought  wold  conserue  me,  here  in  my  place 
In  roanus  tuas  domine,  my  spirite  vp  I  yealde 
Humbly  beseching,  the  Go<l  of  his  grace 
O  ye  curtesse  commens,  your  hartes  vnbrace 
Beningly  now  to  pray  for  me  also 
For  right  wel  you  know,  your  kyng  I  was 
£t  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

FIN19. 


8KELT0N  LAUREATE  AGAINST  THE 

SCOTTES. 

Against  the  proud  Scottes  clatteryng 
Thatneuer  wyll  leave  theyr  tratlying 
Wan  they  the  felde,  and  lost  their  kynge 
They  may  wel  say,  fye  on  that  winning. 

Lo  these  fond  Scottes. 
And  trailing  Scottes 
How  they  are  blind. 
In  their  owne  minde 
And  will  not  know. 
Their  ouertbrow 
At  Branxston  more. 
They  are  so  stowre 


So  frantike  mad. 
They  say  they  had 
And  wan  the  felde. 
With  speare  and  shield 
That  is  as  trew. 
As  blacke  is  blew 
And  grcne  is  gray. 
What  euer  they  say 
Jemmy  is  dead. 
And  closed  in  leade 
That  was  theyr  own  king. 
Fy  on  that  winning. 

At  Floddon  hills. 
Cure  bowes  our  bylles 
Slewe  all  the  floure. 
Of  theyr  honoure. 
Are  not  these  Scottes. 
Foles  and  sottes 
Suche  boste  to  make. 
To  prate  and  crake 
To  face  to  brace. 
All  voyde  of  grace 
So  proud  of  hart. 
So  ouerthwart 
Sq  out  of  frame. 
So  voyd  of  shame 
As  it  is  enrold. 
Wrytten  and  told 
Within  this  quaire. 
Who  list  to  repair 
And  tlier  in  rred. 
Shal  find  in  deed 
A  mad  reckening. 
Considering  all  thing 
That  the  Scottes  may  sin. 
Fye  on  the  wiuning 

WHEN  THE  8C0TTE  L\DED. 

lOLY  Jemmy,  ye  scornefull  Scot 

Is  it  come  vnto  your  lot 

As  solempne  summer  for  to  be 

It  greeth  nought  for  your  degre 

Oujr  kyng  of  England  for  to  fight 

Your  soueraine  lord,  our  prince  of  might 

Ye  for  to  send,  such  a  oitacion 

It  shameth  al  your  noughty  nacion 

In  comparison,  but  kynge  koppyng 

Unto  our  prince,  anointed  kyng 

Ye  play  Hop  Lobby n  of  Lowdean 

Ye  shew  ryght  wel,  what  good  ye  can 

Ye  may  be  lord  of  Locrian 

Chryst  sence  you,  with  a  frying  pan 

Of  Edingborow,  and  saincte  Jonis  towne 

Adieu  syr  sommer,  cast  of  your  crowne. 

WHEN  THE  SCOT  WAS  SLAYNE. 

Continually  I  shall  remember 

The  mery  moneth  of  September 

With  the  xi.  day  of  the  same 

For  than  began,  our  myrthe  and  game 

So  that  now  I  haue  deuised 

And  in  my  minde,  I  haue  comprised 

Of  the  prouda  Si-ot,  kyng  Jemmy 

To  wrj'te  some  lyttell  tragedy 

For  no  manner  consideration 

Of  any  sorowful  lamentation 

But  for  the  special  consolacion 

Of  alour  royal  Euglysh  nacion 

Melpoipeoe,  O  muse  tragediall 

Unto  your  grace,  for  grace  now  I  call 


! 
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To  guyde  my  pen,  and  my  pen  to  enbibe 
Illumine  me,  your  poet,  and  your  scribe 
ThaA  with  mixture  of  aloes  aud  bitter  gali 
I  may  compound,  confectures  for  accordiall 
To  angre  the  Seottes,  and  Irish  kiteringes  withal 
That  late  were  discomfect,  with  battaile  marcial 

Thalia,  my  muse,  for  you  also  call 
To  touche  them  with  tauntes  of  your  annonye 
A  medley  to  make,  of  mirth  with  sadnes 
The  hartes  of  England,  to  comfort  with  ^adnes 
And  now  to  begyn,  I  wyll  me  adres 
To  you  rehersyug,  the  somme  of  my  proces. 

KvNOE  Jamy,  Jemmy,  Jocky  my  joye 
Summond  our  king,  why  did  ye  so 
To  you,  nothing  it  did  accord 
To  summon  our  king,  your  soueraigne  lorde 
A  kyng  a  summer,  it  was  great  wonder 
Know  ye  not  suger,  and  salt  asonder 
Your  summer  to  saucy e,  to  malepert ' 
Your  harrold  in  armes,  not  yet  halfe  expert 
Ye  thought  ye  did,  yet  valiauntlyc 
Nor  worth  thre  skippes  of  a  pye 
Syr  skyr  galyard,  ye  were  so  skit 
Your  wil,  than  ran  before  your  wyt 

Your  lege  ye  layd,  and  your  aly 
Your  franticke  fable,  not  worth  a  fly 
Frenche  kyng,  or  one  or  other 
Regarded  you  should  your  lord  your  brother 
Trowed  ye  sir  Jemy,  his  noble  ^race 
Prom  you  sir  Scot,  would  toume  his  fa<» 
With  gup  syr  Scot,  of  Galawey 
Now  is  your  pryde  &II  to  decay 
Male  Trid,  was  your  fals  entent 
For  to  offeude  your  president 
Your  lord,  your  brother  and  your  regent 

In  him  i?  figured,  Melchisedecke 
And  ye  were  disloyall  Amalecke 
^  He  is  oure  noble  Scipione 
Annoynted  kynge,  and  ye  were  none 
Thoughe  ye  vntrulye  your  father  haue  slayne 
His  tytle  is  true,  in  Fraunce  to  raygne 
And  ye  proude  Scot,  Dundc,  Dunbar 
Pardy  ye  were,  his  homasrer 
And  suter  to  his  parliament 
For  your  vntruthe,  now  are  ye  shent 
Ye  b«re  yourself,  somwhat  ta  bold 
Therfore  ye  lost,  your  copy  hold 
Ye  were  bonde  tenent,  to  his  estate 
Lost  is  your  game,  ye  are  cbecke  mate 
Unto  the  castell  of  Norram 
I  understande,  to  sone  ye  came 
At  Branxston  more,  and  Flodden  hilles 
Our  Englysh  bowes,  our  Englysh  bylles 
Against  you  gaue  so  sharpe  a  shower 
That  of  Scotland,  ye  lost  the  flower 
The  white  lyon:  tjiere  rampaunte  of  moode 
He  raged  and  rente  out  your  hart  bloude 
He  the  white,  and  you  the  red 
The  white  there  slewe  the  red  starke  ded 
Thus  for  your  guerdon  quyt  are  ye 
Thanked  be  God  in  trinite 
And  swete  sainct  Greorge  our  ladyes  knyghte 
Your  eye  is  oute,  a^ewe  good  nyghte. 
Ye  were  starke  mad  to  make  a  fray 
His  grace  beyng  out  of  the  way 
But  by  the  power  and  might  of  God 
For  your  tayle  ye  made  a  rod 
Ye  wanted  wit,  sir  at  a  worde 
ye  lost  your  spurs:  ye  lost  your  sword 


Ye  might  haue  busked  you  to  huntly  banker 
Your  pryde  was  peuysh  to  play  sucbe  pranbev 
Your  pouerte  could  not  attayne 
With  our  kyng  royal,  war  to  maintaine. 

Of  the  kyng  of  Nauerne,  ye  myght  take  heed 
Ungraciously  ho  we  he  dothe  speede 
An  double  dealynge,  so  he  dyd  dreame 
That  he  is  kynge,  withoute  a  reame 
And  for  exaumple,  he  woulde  none  take 
Experiens  hath  brought  you  in  such  a  brake 
Your  wealthe,  your  joy,  your  sport,  your  play 
Your  braggyng  host,  your  royal  aray 
Your  beard  so  brym,  as  bore  at  baye 
Your  seuen  systers,  that  gun  so  gay 
All  haue  ye  lost,  and  caste  awaye. 
Thus  fortune  hath  turned  you:  I  dare  wel  saye 
Now  from  a  kyng,  to  a  clot  of  clay 
Oute  of  robes,  ye  were  shaked 
Aud  wretchedly  ye  lay,  starke  all  naked 
For  lacke  of  grace,  hard  was  your  hap 
The  popes  cures,  gaue  you  that  clap. 

Of  the  out  yles,  the  rough  foted  Scottea 
We  haue  wel  eased  them  of  the  bottes 
The  rude  rancke  Scottes,  lyke  droncken  Danet 
At  Englysh  bowes  haue  fetched  theyr  bane* 
It  is  not  sitting,  in  tower  and  towne 
A  summer,  to  were  a  kynges  crowne 
Fortune  on  you,  therfore  did  frowne 
Ye  were  to  hye,  ye  are  cast  downe 
Syr  sumner  now,  where  is  your  crowne 
Cast  of  your  crowne,  cast  vp  your  crowne 
Syr  Summer,  now  ye  have  lost  your  crowne 
Suod  Skelton  laureate,  oratoure  to  kynges  most 
royal  estate. 

Scotia  redactam  formam  prouincia 
Regis  parebit  nutibus  Anglise: 
Alioquin  (per  desertum  sin)  super  cherubim 
Cberubin,  seraphim,  seraphioque  ergo,  &c. 

UNTO    DIVERS    PEOPLE    THAT    REHORD    THIS 
RYMING  AGAINSTE  THE  SCXXT  JBMHY. 

I  AM  now  constrayned 

With  words  nothynge  fayned 

This  inuective  to  make.    For  som  people  sake 

That  lyst  for  to  iangell 

And  waywardly  to  wrangell 

Againste^his  my  makynge 

Their  males  thereat  shakynge 

At  it  reprehending.     And  venemonsly  stingyng 

Rebukynge  and  remordyng 

And  nothynge  accordynge' 
Cause  they  haue  none  other 

But  for  that  he  was  hys  brother 

Brother  vnnaturall.     Unto  our  kyng  royall 

Against  whome  he  dyd  fighte 

Falslye  agaynst  all  ryghte 

Lyke  that  vntrue  rebell 

Falsle  Cayne  agayust  Abell. 

But  who  so  thereat  pyketh  mood 
The  tokens  are  not  good 
To  be  true  Englysh  blood 
For  if  they  understood 
His  traitourly  dispight 

He  was  a  recrayed  knighte  , 

A  subtill  sysmatike 
Righte  neare  an  heritike 
Of  grace  out  of  the  state 
And  died  e^communicata 
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And  for  he  was  n  kynee 
The  more  shameful  rekenynge 
Of  hym  shoulde  men  reporte 
In  earnest  and  in  spoite 
lie  scantlye  loneth  oure  kynge 
That  gradgetb  at  this  thinge 
That  caste  suche  ouerthwartes 
Percase  haue  hoUowe  hartes. 

SI  TERITATBH  DICO,  QUARE  NOV  CREOITIS  MIHI. 
CHORUS  DE  DY8  CONTRA  HCOTTES,  CUM  OMNI 
PROCESSIONAL!  FESTll/lTATE  S0LEMPNI8AUIT 
HOC  BPITOMA.  XII.  DIE  6EPTEMBR1S.  &C. 

Salue  festa  dies  toto  resonahilis  suo 

!2ua  Scottus  lacohus  obrutus  ense  cadit 
Barbara  Scottorum  gens  perfida  plena  malorum 

Vincitor  ad  Norram,  uertitur  inque  fugam 
Vasta  palus  sed  campestris  (borie  memoratur 

Branicion  more)  scottins  terra  perosa  fuit 
Scottica  castra  fremuntFloddun  submontibas  altis. 

Suse  Talide  inuadens  dis^ipat  angla  manus 
Millia  Scottorum  trusit  gens  unglica  passim 

Luxuriat  tepido  sanguine  pinguis  humus 
Pars  animas  miseri  miseras,  misere  sub  umbras 

Pars  ruit  in  foueas,  pars  subiit  latebras 
lam  quid  agit  lacobus,  damnorum  germine  cretus 

Persidus.    Vt  nemroth  lapsus  ad  ima  ruit 
Die  modo  Scottoram  dudum  malesane  malorum 

Rector  nunc  regeris  mortuus  exoe  iaces 
Sic  Leo  te  Rupidus  Leo  candidus  inclitus  ursit 

Suo  Leo  in  Rubins  ultima  fata  luis 
Anglia  due  choreas  reson(>nt  tua  tympana  psallas 

JDa  laudes  Domino.    Da  pia  vota  Deo. 

HiEC  LAUREATUS  SKELTONIS  REGINJB  ORATOR 
CHORUS  DEDIS.  &C  SUPER  TRIUMPHAL!  VIC- 
TORIA CONTRA  GALL08,  &C.  CANTAUIT  80LEM- 
NITBR  HOC  ELOGIUH  IN  PROFESTO  DIUI 
IOHANNI8  AD  DECOLLATION  EM. 

Salue  festa  dies  toto  memorabilia  arao. 

Sua  rex  Henricus  Oallico  bella  premit 
Henricus  rutilans  Octauus  hostis  inarmis 

Tir  winne  gentis  mcenia  strauit  humi 
Sceptriger  Anglorum  bello  validissimus  hector 

Francorum  gentis  colla  superba  terit 
De  Cleremonnt  clarus  dudum  die  galle  superbe 

Vnde  superbus  eris }  carcere  nonne  gem  if  > 
Discite  Francorum  gens  cetera  capta,  Britannum 

Noscite  magnanimum,  snbdite  vosque  sibi 
Gloria  Cappadocis  diu«  miles  quae  Mariae 

lllius  hie  sub  ope  Gallica  regna  reget. 
Hoc  insigne  bonum  diuino  Numine  gestum 

Anglica  gens  referat  semper,  ouansque  canat 
Per  Skeltonida  laureatum, 
Oratorem  regtum. 


BERE  after  FOLOWETHTHE  BOOEE,  INTITULED) 

IV ARE  THE  HAWKE. 

Prologus  Skeltonidis  laureati  super  Ware  the 

Hawke. 

This  worke  deuised  it 
For  such  as  do  amis 
And  specially  to  controule 
Suche  as  haue  cure  of  soule 
That  be  so  fane  abused 
They  cannot  be  excused 


By  reason  nor  by  lawe 
But  that  they  play  the  dawe 
To  hawke  or  elsse  to  hunte 
From  the  aulter  to  the  funte 
With  crye  vnreuerente 
Before  the  sacramente 
Within  the  holy  church  bound  is 
That  of  our  &ith,  the  ground  is 
That  pryest  that  hawkes  so 
AH  grace  is  farrc  him  fro 
He  semeth  a  sismatike 
Or  elsse  an  heritike 
For  faith  in  him  is  faynte 
Therefore  to  make  complayntt 
Of  suche  mysaduised 
Parsons,  and  disgised 
This  boke  we  haue  deuised 
Compendiouslye  comprised 
No  good  priest  to  offend 
*  But  sudh  dawes  to  amend 
In  hope  that  no  man  shall 
Be  miscontent  withall. 

I  shall  you  make  relacion 
By  waye  of  apostrofaction 
Under  supportacion 
Of  your  pacient  tolleracion 
Hoiv  I  Skelton  laureat 
Deuised  and  also  wrate 
Upon  a  lewde  curate 
A  parson  beneficed 
But  nothing  well  aduised 
He  shall  be  as  now  namcles 
But  he  shall  not  be  blameles 
Nor  he  shall  hot  be  shameles 
For  sure  he  wrought  amis 
To  hawke  iu  my  churche  of  Dis 
This  fonde  frantike  fauconer 
With  hys  poluted  pawtner 
As  priest  Tnreuerent 
Straight  to  the  sacrament 
He  made  his  hawke  to  fly 
With  hogeous  showte  and  crye 
The  bye  aulter  be  strypt  naked 
There  on  he  stode  and  craked 
He  shoke  down  al  the  clothes 
And  sware  horrible  otbes 
Before  the  (ace  of  God 
By  Moyses  and  Arons  rod 
Or  that  he  thence  yede 
His  hawke  should  pray  and  feda 
Upon  a  pigeons  mawe 
The  bloude  ran  downe  raw 
Upon  the  auter  stone 
The  hawke  tyred  on  a  bonne 
And  in  the  holy  place 
She  muted  there  a  chace 
Upon  my  corporas  lace 
Such  sacriflcium  laudis 
He  made  with  such  gambawdis, 

observate. 

His  second  hawke  waved  geiye 
And  was  with  flying  wery 
She  had  flow  in  so  oft 
That  on  the  rode  loft 
She  perked  her  to  rest 
The  fauconer  then  was  prest. 
Came  running  with  a  dow 
And  cryed  stow  stow  stow 
But  she  would  pot  bow9 
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He  then  to  be  sure 

Called  her  with  a  lure 

Her  meate  was  very  crude 

She  had  not  wd  endude 

She  was  not  cleane  ensaymed 

She  was  not  wel  reclaymed 

But  the  fawconer  unfayned 

Was  much  more  febler  brained 

The  bawke  had  no  Ijrtt 

To  come  to  bis  fyst 

She  loked  as  she  had  the  fironce 

With  that  he  gave  her  a  bounce 

Ful  vpon  the  gorge 

I  wyl  not  fayne  nor  forge 

The  hawke  with  that  clap 

Fell  down  with  euil  hap 

The  church  dores  wer  sparred 

Fast  bolted  and  barred 

Yet  with  a  prcty  gin 

I  fortuned  to  come  in 

This  rebel!  to  bebolde 

Whereof  hym  I  contrould 

But  he  sayd  that  he  woUle 

Agaynst  my  mynde  and  will 

In  my  churche  hawke  sty II. 

CONSIDERATE. 

On  sainct  John  decoUacion 
He  hawked  on  this  facion 
Tempore,  vesperarum 
Scd,  non  secundum  Sarum 
But  like  a  marche  harum 
His  braynes  were  so  parum 
He  sayde  he  would  not  let 
His  houndes  for  to  fet 
To  hunte  there  by  lyberte 
In  the  di spite  of  me 
And  to  halo  we  there  the  foxe 
Downe  went  my  offeryng  box 
Boke  bel  and  candell 
Al  that  be  might  handell 
Cross  staffe,  lectrine  and  banner 
Fcl  done  on  tiiys  manner. 

DELIBERATE. 

With  troll,  citracc  and  trouy 

They  ranged  hankin  bouy 

My  church  all  about 

Thys  fawconer  gan  shoute 

These  be  my  gospellers 

These  be  my  pistillem 

These  be  my  queristers 

To  help  me  to  singe 

My  hawkes  to  mattens  ring 

In  this  priestly  giding 

His  hawke  then  flew  vpon 

The  rode  with  Mary  and  John 

Delt  he  not  lyke  a  fon 

Belt  he  not  lyke  a  daw 

Or  elsse  is  this  Goddes  law 

Decrees  or  decretals 

Or  holy  sinodals 

Or  elsse  prpuincials 

Thus  within  the  wals 

Of  holy  churche  to  deala 

Thus  to  ringe  a  peale 

With  his  hawkes  belles 

Boutles  snche  losels 

Make  the  church  to  b« 

In  smal  avcthorite 


A  curate  in  speciall 
To  snapper  and  to  fall 
Into  this  open  crime 
To  loke  on  this  were  tim« 

TIGILATB. 

But  who  so  that  lokeg 
In  the  officials  bokes 
Ther  her  may  see  and  reed 
That  this  is  matter  in  deed 
How  be  it  maydeo  meed 
Made  them  to  be  agreed 
And  so  the  scribe  was  feed 
And  the  Pharasaye 
Than  durst  nothing  say 
But  let  the  matter  slip 
And  made  truth  to  trip 
And  of  the  spirituall  law 
They  made  but  a  gew  gaw 
And  toke  it  out  in  drynke 
And  this  the  cause  doth  shrink 
The  church  is  thus  abused 
Repioched  and  polluted 
Correction  hath  no  place 
And  al  for  lacke  of  grace 

DEFLORATE. 

Loke  now  in  Exodi 
And  de  area  domini 
With  regum  by  and  by 
The  Bibel  wyl  not  lye 
How  the  temple  was  kept 
How  the  temple  was  swept 
Where  sanguis  tauromm 
A«t  sanguis  vitulorum 
Was  offered  within  the  wals 
After  Ceremonials 
When  it  was  poluted 
Sentence  was  executed 
By  way  of  expiacion 

DrCINITATE. 

Then  much  more  by  the  rode 
Where  Chrisles  precious  bloud 
Daily  offrcd  is 
To  be  poluted  this 
And  that  he  wished  with  all 
That  the  downes  donge  dowse  mieht 

fall  * 

nto  my  chalis  at  mas 
When  consecrated  wag 
The  blessed  sacrament 
^  O  priest  unreverent 
He  sayde  tliat  he  would  hunt 
From  the  aulter  to  the  funt 

REFORM  ATE. 

Of  no  tyrande  I  rede 
That  so  ferre  dyd  excede 
Neither  yet  Dioclesian 
Nor  yet  Domisian 
Nor  yet  croked  Cacns 
Nor  yet  dronken  Baccus 
Nother  Olibrius  nor  Dionisiui 
Nother  Pbalary 
R^'hersed  in  valery 
Nor  Sardanapail 
I'nhappiest  of  all 
Nor  Nero  the  worst 
Nor  ClawdiuB  the  curst 
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Nor  yet  Egeai 

Nor  yet  syr  PbemmbTat 

Notber  Zorobabell 

Nor  cmeLl  Jesabetl 

Nor  yet  Taiquiniut 

Whome  Titus  Liuiut 

In  writinge  dotb  enroll 

I  bave  red  them  poll  by  poll 

The  storye  of  Aristobel 

And  of  Constant!  nobel 

Wbicbe  citye  Miscreantes  wan 

And  sine  many  a  christen  man  ' 

Yet  the  Sowdcn  nor  the  Turke 

Wrought  neuer  such  a  worke 

For  to  let  their  hawkes  flyc 

In  the  church  of  Sainl  Sophy 

With  much  matter  more 

That  I  kepe  iir  store 

PENSITATE. 

Then  in  a  tabel  playne 
I  wrote  a  verse  or  twayne 
Whereat  be  made  disdayne  • 
The  pekyshe  parsons  brayne 
Coulde  not  reache  nor  attaine 
What  the  sentence  mente 
He  sayde  for  a  cj-oked  intent 
The  wordes  were  parucrted 
And  this  he  ouerthwarted 
Of  the  whiche  processe 
Ye  maye  knowe  more  expresse 
If  it  please  you  to  loke 
In  the  residue  of  this  booke. 

HERE  AFTER  FOLLOWETH  THE  TABLE. 

Loke  on  this  tabul 
Whether  thou  art  abul 
To  rede  or  to  spel 
What  these  verses  tel. 

Siccnlo  lutueris  est  colo  bunraard 
Nixphedras  uisarum  caniuter  tauntantes. 

Raterplas  Natanbrianum  sudus  itnugenus, 
18.  10.  a.    11.  19.4.   13.    3.   fl.    1.  tenualet. 

Cartula  stet  precor  hsec  vello  temeranda  petuico 

Hos  rapiet  numeros  non  homo  sz  mala  bos. 

£z  parte.     Rem  carte  aduerte   aperte,  pone 
musam  aretbusam  banc. 

Whereto  shonlde  I  rehers 
The  sentence  of  my  vers. 
In  them  be  no  scbolea 
For  braynsicke  franticke  foles 
Construas  hoc,  domine  Dawcocke. 

Ware  the  bawke. 

Maister  Sophista 
Ye  simplex,  silogista 
The  deuclyshe  dog^atista 
Your  hawke  on  your  fista 
To  bawke  when  your  lista 
In  ecclesia  ista  domine  cacapisti 
With  tby  bawke  00  thy  fisty 
Nunquid  sic  dixist.    Nunquid  sic  fecisti 
.   Sed  vbi  hoc  legisti 
Attt  vnde  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke. 

Ware  the  bawke. 

Doctor  Dialetica 
Where  finde  you  in  Ipotetica 
Or  in  Cathagoria.    Latina,  sine  dorica 
To  vse  your  hawkes,  forica 
In  propiciatorio,  tanquam,  diuresorio 


Unde  hoc,  domine  Dawcoke. 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Saye  to  me  Jacke  Haris 
2uare  accuparis  ad  sacramentum  altarii 
For  no  reuens  thou  spares 
To  shake  my  pygeons  federis 
Super  arcam  federis 
Unde  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke 

Ware  the  bawke. 

Sir  dominus  vobiscum  par  aucupium 
Ye  made  your  hawke  to  cum 
Desuper  candelabrum 
Christi  crucifixi 
To  fede  vpon  your  fistye 
Die  inimice  cnicis  Christi.    Ubi  didicisti 
Facere  hoc,  domine  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Apostata  Julianus 
Nor  yet  Nestorianus 
Thou  shalt  no  where  rede 
That  they  dyd  such  a  dede 
To  let  theyr  hawkes  fly 
Ad  ostium  tabemaculi 
In  quo  est  corpus  Domini 
Caue  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

This  doutlcsse  ye  raued 
Dis  churche  ye  thus  depraued 
Wherfore  as  1  be  saued 
Yc  are  therefore  be  knaued 
Suare,  quia  euangelia 
Concha,  et  conchelia 
Anctpiter,  ct  sonalia 
Cetera,  quoque  talia 
Tibi  sunt  equalia 
Unde  hoc  domine  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Et  i^Iis  et  ralis  et  reliqualis 
From  Granadotu  Gal  is 
From  Winchelsee  to  Wales 
Non  est  brainsicke  tales 
Nee  minus  racionalis.    Nee  magts  bettia 
That  singgcs  with  a  chalis 
Construas  hoc  doctor  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Mased  witles  smery  smyth 
Hampar  with  your  hammer  vpon  thy  styth 
And  make  here  of  a  sickel  or  a  saw 
For  though  ye  live  a  hundred  yerc  ye  shal 
dye  a  daw 

Vos  valete  doctor  indiscrete 

8KELTOMIS  APOSTROPHAT  AD  DIUUM  lOHANNBM 
l>ECOLLATUH  IN  CUIUS  PROFESTO  NEBAT  HOC 
AUCUPIUM, 

O  MEMORANDA  dtcs  qua  decolare  lohannes  Acu- 
pium  facit  baud  quandam  quod  fecerit  infra  eccle- 
siam  de  dis  uiolans  sua  sacra  sacrorum  rector  do^ 
Whiphostocke  doctor  cognomine  Daucocke,  et 
dominus  Wodcocke,  probatis.  probat  hie.  probat 
hsec  hoc. 

Libertas  veneninda  pi  Is  concessa  poetis,  discendi 
est  quecunque  placent  quecunque  juvabunt  te  vel 
quascunque  valent  iustas  ^efendere  causas  vel 
quxcunque  volent  stolidos  mordere  petulcot. 
Ergo  dabis  veniam. 
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QUOD  8K£LT0N  LAUREAT. 

All  noble  men  of  this  take  bede 
And  beleue  it  as  your  crede. 

To  hastye  of  sentence 
To  fearse  for  none  o Hence 
To  scarce  of  your  expens 
To  large  in  necligence 
To  slacke  in  recompens 
To  bawte  in  excellence 
To  ligbte  intelligence 
And  to  lyghte  of  credence 
Where  these  kepe  residence 
Keoaon  is  bapyshed  thence 
And  also  dame  Prudence 
With  sober  pacience. 

All  noble  men  of  this  take  hede 

And  beleue  it  as  your  crede 

Then  wythoute  collusyon 
Marke  well  this  conclusion 
Thorowe  suche  abusion 
And  by  suche  illusion 
Unto  greate  coofuition 
A  nobell  man  may  full 
And  hys  honoure  appall 
That  yf  ye  thiiike  this  shall 
Not  rub  you  on  the  gall 
Then  the  deuill  take  all 

All  nobell  men  of  this  take  hede.  &c. 

QUOD  8KELT0N  LAUREATE. 

Ye  may  heare  now,  in  this  rhime 
How  euery  thing,  must  haue  a  time. 

Time  is  a  thing*  that  no  man  may  resist 

Time  is  transitory,  and  irreuocable 

Who  saith  the  contrary,  time  passeth  as  him  list 

Time  must  be  taken,  in  season  couenable 

Take  time  when  time  is,  for  time  is  ay  mutable 

All  thing  hath  time,  who  can  for  it  prouide 

Side  for  time  who  wil,  for  time  wil  no  man  abide 

Tym,e  to  be  sad,  and  time  to  play  and  sporte 
Time  to  take  rest,  by  way  of  recreation 
Tyme  to  study,  and  time  to  use  comfort 
Tyme  of  pleasure,  and  time  of  consolation 
Thus  time  bath  his  time,  of  divers  manor  facion 
Tyme  for  to  eale  and  drynke,  for  thy  repast 
Tyme  to  be  liberall,  and  time  to  make  no  wast 

Tyme  to  travel,  and  time  for  to  rest 
Time  for  to  speakc,  and  time  for  to  hold  thi  peace 
Time  wouldi;  be  vscd,  when  time  is  best 
Time  to  begin,  and  time  for  to  cease 
And  when  time  is  put  thy  self  in  prease 
And  when  time  is,  to  holde  thy  selfe  a  backe 

The  rotes  take  their  sap,  in  time  of  vere 
In  time  ofsommer,  floures  freshe  and  grene 
In  time  of  haruest,  men  their  corne  shere 
In  time  of  winter  the  north  wind  waxeth  kene 
So  bitterly  biting,  the  floures  be  not  scne 
The  kalendis  of  Janus,  with  his  frostes  hore 
That  time  is,  when  people  must  Hue  upon  the  store 
Suod  Skelton  laureat. 


ji  PRAYER 

TO  THE  FATHER  OF  HBAUEN. 

O  RADIANT  luminary  of  light  interminable 
Celestial!  father,  potenciall  God  of  might 


Of  heauen  and  earth.    O  Lorde  incomperable 
Of  al  perfections  the  essenciall  most  perfighte 
O  Maker  of  mankind,  that  formed  day  and  night 
Whose  power  imperial^    comprehendeth    euery 

place 
Mine  hart,  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  hole  delite 
Is  after  this  lyfe,  to  se  thy  glorious  face. 

Whose  magni6cence,  is  incomprehensible 
Al  arguments  of  reason,  which  far  doth  excede 
Whose  deite  doutles,  is  indiuisible 
From  whom  al  goodnes,  and  vertue  doth  procede 
Of  thy  support,  al  creatures  have  nede 
Assist  me  good  Lord,  and  graunt  me  of  thy  grace 
To  Hue  to  thy  pleasure,  in  word  thought  and  dede 
And  after  this  lyfe  to  see  thy  glorious  face. 

TO  THE  BECONDE  FARSONE. 

* 

O  BENIGNE  Jesu,  my  souerain  lorde  and  k3mge 
The  only  sonne  of  Ood,  by  fiiiacion 
l*he  second  parson,  without  beginning 
Both  Ood  and  man,  our  faith  maketh  plain  relacion 
Mary  the  mother,  by  way  of  incamacion 
Whose  glorious  passion,  our  soules  doth  reuiue 
Again  al  bodely,  and  ghostly  tribulacion 
Defend  me  with  thy  piteous  woundes  fine 

O  pereles  pryncc,  paynted  to  the  death 
Rufully  rent,  thy  body  wan  and  bio 
For  my  redempcion,  gaue  vp  thy  vytal  breathe 
Was  neuer  sorow,  lyke  to  thy  deadly  wo 
Graunt  me,  out  of  this  world  when  1  shal  go 
Thine  endles  mercy,  for  my  preseruatiue 
Against  the  world,  the  flesh,  the  deuill  also 
Oefende  me  with  thy  piteous  woundes  fine. 

TO  THE  HOLY  GHOST. 

O  FIRT  sentence,  inflamed  with  all  grace 

Enkyndeling  hertes,  with  brandes  charitable 

The  endlesse  rewarde  of  pleasure  and  solace 

To  the  Father,  and  the  Son,  thou  art  communicable 

In  vnitate,  which  is  inseperable 

O  water  of  lyfe,  O  wel  of  consolacion 

Against  al  suggestions  deadly,  and  dampnable 

Rescu  me  good  Ijorde,  by  your  preseruacion. 

To  whome  is  appropryed,  the  Holy  Ghost  by 
The  third  parson,  one  God  in  Trinite  [name 

Of  perfyt  loue,  thou  art  the  ghostlye  flame 
O  mirrour  of  mekeues,  peace  and  tranqnilitye 
My  comfort,  my  counsel,  my  parfit  charity 
O  water  of  lyfe,  O  wel  of  consolacion 
A|2:ainst  all  storms,  of  hard  adversitie 
Rescu  me  good  Lord,  by  thy  preseruation. 
Amen. 

Suod  Skelton  laureate. 


Here  after  foloweih  the  boke  called  Etinour 
Humming. 

THE  TUNNYNG  OF  ELYNOUR 
RUMMINGK 

PER  SKELTON  LAUREATE. 

Tell  you  I  chill 
If  that  ye  wyll 

'  A  woman  who  sold  ale  near  Leatherhed  in 
Surrey.     C, 


ELINOUR  HUMMING. 


5267 


A  while  be  still  . 
Of  a  comelyegyll 
That  dwelt  on  a  hyll 
But  she  is  not  grjU 
For  she  is  somewhat  sage 
And  well  worne  in  age 
For  her  visage 
It  woulde  asswage 
A  mannes  courage 

Her  lothelye  leare 
Is  nothyoge  cleare 
But  vglye  of  cheare. 
Droupye  and  drowsye 
Scurvy  and  lowsy 
Her  face  all  bowsy 
Comelye  criockled 
Wonderously  wrynkled 
Lyke  a  roste  pigges  eare 
Brystled  with  here 

Her  lewde  lyppes  twayne 
They  slauer  men  sayne 
Lyke  a  ropye  rayne 
A  gummy  glayre 
She  is  vglye  fayre 
Her  nose  some  dele  hoked 
And  camouslye  croked 
Neuer  stoppinge 
But  euer  dropping 
Her  skin  lose  and  slacke 
Grained  like  a  sacke 
With  a  croked  backe 

Her  eyen  gowndye 
Are  full  vnsowndy 
For  they  are  blered 
And  she  graye  beared 
Jawed  lyke  a  Jetty 
A  man  would  have  pity 
To  -se  how  she  is  gumbed 
Fmgiired  and  thumbed 
Gently  joynted 
Gresed  and  annointed 
Up  to  the  knockles 
The  bones  her  buckles 
Together  made  fasio 
Her  youthe  is  farre  paste 
Foted  lyke  a  plane 
Legges  like  a  crane 
And  yet  she  wyl  iet 
Lyke  a  i oily  set 
In  her  furred  flocket 
And  gray  russet  rocket 
With  simper  the  cocket 
Her  huke  of  Lyncolc  grene 
It  hadde  bene  hers  I  wene 
Uore  then  fortye  yeare 
And  so  it  dothe  appeare 
And  the  grene  bare  thredes 
Looke  lyke  sere  wedes 
Wythered  lyke  baye 
The  woll  worne  awaye 
And  yet  1  dare  saye 
She  thinketh  her  selfe  gaye 
Uppoo  the  holye  daye 
When  she  dothe  her  araye 
And  girdeth  in  her  getes 
Stitched  and  pranked  with  plctes 
H^r  kirtell  Bristowe  red 
With  clothes  vppon  her  heade 
That  they  way  a  sowe  of  leade 


Wry  then  in  a  wonder  wist 
After  the  Sarazins  gise 
With  a  whim  wham 
Knit  with  a  trim  tram 
Uppon  her  brayne  panne 
Like  an  Egiptian 
Capped  aboute 
Whan  she  goeth  oute 
Her  selfe  for  to  shewe 
She  driueth  downe  the  dewe 
With  a  paire  of  heles 
As  brode  as  two  wheles 
She  hobbles  as  a  gose 
Witl^her  blanket  hose 
Her  shone  smered  with  talow 
Gresed  vpon  dyrt 
That  baudeth  her  skyrt 

PRIMUS  PASSU8. 

And  this  comely  dame 
I  vnderstande  her  name 
Is  Elynoure  Rumminge 
At  home  in  her  wonnyng 
And  as  men  say 
She  dwelt  in  Sothray 
In  a  certaine  8tede 
By  syde  Lederhede 
She  is  a  tonnishe  gyb 
The  deuell  and  she  be  sib. 

But  to  make  vp  my  tale 
She  brueth  noppy  ale 
And  maketh  therof  poorte  sak 
To  trauellers,  to  tinkers 
To  sweters,  to  s winkers 
And  all  good  ale  drynkers 
That  wyll  nothinge  spare 
But  dryncke  tyll  they  stare 
And  bringcthem  selfe  bare 
With  now  away  the  mare 
And  let  vs  sley  care 
As  wise  as  an  bare 

Come  who  so  wii 
To  Elinour  on  the  bil 
With  fil  the  cup  fill 
And  sit  there  by  still 
Earelye  and  late 
Thither  commeth  Kate 
Ci^lye  and  Sare 
With  theyr  legges  bare 
And  also  theyr  fete 
Hardely  full  vnswete 
With  their  heles  dagged 
Theyr  kyrtelles  all  to  lagged 
Theyr  smockes  all  to  ragged 
With  titters  and  tatters 
Brynge  dyshes  and  platters 
With  all  theyr  mighte  runnyng 
To  Elynoure  Rummyoge 
To  haue  of  her  tunninge 
She  leaneth  them  of  the  same 
And  thus  beginnetb  the  game 

Some  wenches  come  vnbrascd 
Wyth  theyr  naked  pappes 
That  flippes  and  flappes 
It  wygges  and  it  wagges 
Lyke  tawny  saffron  bagges 
A  sorte  of  foul  drabbes 
AH  scuruy  with  scabbes 
.  Some  be  flye  bytten 
Some  skewed  as  a  ky  tten 
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Soma  with  a  sho  cloute 
Bynde  their  heades  aboute 
Some  have  no  herclace 
Tbeyr  lockes  about  their  face 
Theyr  tresses  untruste 
All  full  of  vnluste 
Some  looke  strawrye 
Some  cawrye  maw  rye  - 
Full  untidye  tegges 
,  Lyke  rotten  egges 
Such  a  lewde  sorte 
To  Eiynoure  resorte 
From  tyde  to  tyde 
Abyde  abyde 

And  to  you  shall  be  toulda 
Ilowe  her  ale  is  soulde 
To  mawte  and  to  molde 

•ECUKDUS  PASSOt 

Some  have  no  monye 
That  thither  commye 
For  their  ale  to  payo 
That  is  a  shrewde  aray 
Elinoure  sweared  naye 
Ye  shall  not  bcare  awaya 
My  ale  for  noughte 
By  him  that  mc  boughte 

With  hey  dogge  haye 
Have  these  dogges  awaye 
With  gette  mc  a  stafFe 
The  swyne  eato  my  draffe 
Strike  the  hogges  with  a  cUibbe 
They  haue  drouk  vp  mi  switlinpr  tub 
For  be  there  never  so  much  prose 
These  swine  go  the  bye  dese 
The  sowe  with  her  pygges 
Tlie  bore  his  taile  wrygges. 
Against  the  bye  bench. 
With  fo,  ther  is  a  stench 
Gather  vp  thou  wench. 
Seest  thou  not  what  is  fall 
Take  rp  drit  and  all. 
And  beare  out  of  the  bal 
Ood  geue  it  il  preuing. 
Clenly  as  euel  cheuing 

But  let  us  turne  plain^ 
Ther  we  left  againe 
For  as  ill  a  patch  as  that. 
The  hens  run  in  the  mashfat 
For  they  go  to  roust 
Straight  ouer  the  ale  ioust 
And  donge  whan  it  commes 
In  the  ale  tunnos 
Then  EUuour  taketh. 
The  mash  bol  and  s!uiketh 
The  hennes  dongc  away. 
And  bkommeth  it  in  a  tray 
Where  as  the  ycst  is. 
With  her  maunsy  fistis 
And  somtime  she  blens 
The  donge  of  her  hennes 
And  the  ale  toeether.       ' 
And  saytb  gossip  come  hither 
This  ale  shal  be  thicker 
And  floure  the  more  quicker 
For  I  may  tcl  you 
r  learned  it  of  a  Jcwe 
Wham  I  began  to  brcwe 
And  I  have  fouude  it  trew 
Drinke  nowe  while  it  i&  new 


I 


And  ye  may  it  broke 

It  shall  make  you  luke 

Younger  than  ye  be 

Yeres  two  or  thre 

For  ye  may  prove  it  by  me 

Behold  she  sayd  and  see 

How  bright  I  am  of  ble 

Ich  am  not  cast  away  « 

That  can  my  husband  say« 

Whan  we  kysse  and  playe 

In  luste  and  in  likynge 

He  calleth  me  his  whiting 

His  muUinge  and  his  nittine 

His  nobbes  and  his  counye 

His  sweting  and  hys  bonny 

With  basse  my  prety  bonny 

Thou  arte  worthe  good  and  monny 

This  make  I  my  falyre  fanny 

Tyll  that  he  dreame  and  dronnya 

For  after  all  oure  sport 

Than  will  he  rout  and  snort 

Then  swetely  together  we  ly 

As  two  pygges  in  a  stye. 

To  cease  me  semeth  best 
And  of  this  tale  to  least   . 
And  for  to  leaue  this  letter 
Because  it  is  no  better 
And  because  it  is  no  swetter 
V/e  wyll  no  farther  ryme 
Of  it,  at  this  time 
But  we  wyl  tiirne  playne 
Where  we  left  agayne. 

TBRTIU8  PAS8U9. 

Some  instede  of  coinc  and  monny 

Will  come  and  biynge  her  a  conny 

Or  else  a  pot  with  bonni 

Some  a  knife  and  some  a  spone 

Some  brynge  their  hose,  sdme  ther  sbooa 

Some  ran  a  good  trot 

With  a  skyllet  or  a  pot 

Some  fyll  their  pot  full 

Of  good  Lemster  uoU 

An  huswife  of  traste 

Whan  she  is  a  thrust 

Sucbc  a  webbe  can  spyn 

Her  thryfle  is  full  thyn 

Some  go  strayghte  thyther 
Be  it  slaty  or  slider 
They  holde  the  bye  waye 
They  care  not  what  men  saye 
Be  that  as  be  maye 
Some  lothe  to  be  espyde 
S  >me  start  in  at  the  backe  syda 
Ouer  the  heda:e  and  pale 
And  all  for  the  good  ale 

Some  rennc  tyll  they  swete 
Bryng  with  them  malt  or  whete 
And  dame  Elinoure  entreat 
To  byrle  them  of  the  best 

Than  cometh  an  ether  gest 
She  swercd  by  the  rode  of  rest 
Her  lyppes  are  so  drye 
Without  drynke  she  must  dye 
Therefore  fyll  it  by  and  by 
And  haue  here  a  peckc  of  ry ' 

Anone  cometh  another 
As  drye  as  the  other 
And  wyth  her  dotbe  bryng 
Mt\e,  salt,  or  other  thing 
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Her  haroest  ^rdle,  her  wedding  ringe 

To  paye  for  hir  scot 

At  Cometh  to  her  lot 

Som  bringeth  her  husbandet  hood 

Because  the  ale  is  good . 

Another  brought  her  bis  cap 

Tfi  offer  to  the  ale  tap 

With  flaxe  and  with  towe 

With  hey  and  with  howe 

Syt  we  down  a  rowe 

And  dryncke  tyll  we  blowe 

And  pype  tirlye  tjrrlowe 

Some  layde  to  pledge 
Theyr  hatchet  and  their  wedge 
Their  hekell  and  their  rele 
Their  rock,  their  spinning  whcle 
And  some  went  so  narrow 
They  laid  to  pledge  their  wharrow 
Their  ribskin  and  their  spindell 
Theyr  ncdel  and  their  thimbell 
Here  was  scante  thryfte 
Whan  they  made  such  shyfte 

Their  thmst  was  so  great 
They  asked  never  for  meate 
But  drincke  still  .drynke 
And  let  the  cat  wiiike 
Let  vs  washe  oure  gommet 
From  the  dry  crommes 

QUARTUS  PASSUS. 

Some  for  very  nede 
Lay  down  a  skain  of  threde 
And  some  a  skaiti  of  yame 
Bothe  beanes  and  pease 
Small  chaffer  dothe  ease 
Sometime,  now  and  than 
Another  there  was  that  ran 
With  a  good  brassepan 
Hercoloure  was  full  wan 
She  ran  in  al.the  haste 
Unbrased  and  vnlaste 
Tawny e  swart  and  swallowe 
Lyke  a  cake  of  tallowe 
1  sweare  by  all  haJlowe 
It  was  a  stare  to  take 
The  deuil,l  in  a  brake. 

And  than  came  haltynge  Jone 
And  broughte  a  gamborie 
Of  bakon  that  was  reastye 
But  Lorde  as  she  was  te«tye 
Angrye  as  a  waspye 
She  began  to  yanc  and  gnspy 
And  bad  Elynourc  go  bet 
And  fyll  in  good  meate 
It  was  dere  that  was  farre  fct 

Another  broughte  a  spycke 
Of  a  bacon  flicke 
Her  tongue  was  verye  quicke 
But  she  spake  somewhat  thicke 
Her  felowe  did  stammer  and  stut 
But  she  was  a  fbule  slat 
For  her  mouthe  fomed 
And  her  bellye  groned 
Jone  sayne  she  had  eaten  a  fyest 
By  Christe  sayde  she  thou  lyest 
I  hane  as  swete  a  breathe 
As  thou  with  shamefull  deathe 

Then  Elinour  sayd,  ye  callettet 
I  shall  breake  yovr  palattet 


Without  ye  nowe  ecase 

And  so  was  made  the  dronken  peace 

That  thider  came  dronckea  Ales 

And  she  was  full  of  tales 

Of  tidinges  in  Wales» 

And  of  saiuct  James  in  Gales 

And  of  the  Portyngales 

With  lo  gossip  I  wis 

Thus  and  thus  it  is 

There  hath  ben  greate  warre 

Betwene  Temple  barre 

And  the  crosse  in  Cheape 

And  there  came  an  heape 

Of  mil  stones  in  a  route 

She  speaketh  thus  in  her  snoute 

Sneuelynge  in  her  nose 

As  thoughe  she  had  the  pose 

Lo  here  is  an  olde  tippet 

And  ye  wil  geue  me  a  sippet 

Ofyour  stale  ale 

God  sende  you  good  sale 

And  as  she  was  drynkynge 

She  fell  in  a  wynkynge 

With  a  barlye  hoode 

She  pyste  where  she  stoode 

Than  began  she  to  wepe 

And  forthwith  fell  on  slepe 

Elynoure  tooke  her  vp 

And  blessed  her  4iry th  a  cup 

Of  new  ale  in  comes 

Ales  founde  therein  no  thornes 

But  supped  it  vp  at  ones 

She  found  therin  no  bonei 

QPXNTUS  PASSUS. 

Now  in  Cometh  another  rabei 
Fyrst  one  with  a  ladell 
Another  wth  a  cradell 
/nd  with  a  syde  sadel 
And  there  began  a  fabel 
And  clatterynge  and  a  babell 
Of  foles  silly 

That  had  a  fole  with  wiliy 
With  iast  you,  and  gup  gillye 
She  coulde  not  lye  stillye 
Then  came  in  a,  genet 
And  8  ware  by  sal  net  Bennet 
I  dranke  not  this  sennet 
A  draughte  to  my  paye 
Elynoure  I  the  pray 
Of  thyne  ale  let  vs  assaye. 
And  haue  here  a  pilch  of  gray 
I  weare  skinnes  of  conye 
That  causeth  1  loke  so  donny 
Another  than  dyd  hyche  her 
And  broughte  a  pottel  pycher 
A  tonnel,  and  a  bottel 
But  she  bad  lost  the  stoppel 
Slie  cut  of  her  sho  sole 
And  stopped  therwith  the  hole* 

Amonge  all  the  blommer 
Another  brought  a  skommer 
A  frying  pan  and  a  slice 
Elynoure  made  the  pryce 
Fur  good  ale  eche  whit. 

Than  starte  in  mad  Kyt 
That  had  ly  tie  wyt 
She  semed  some  deale  seke 
And  brought  vp  a  peny  chekft 
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To  dame  Elinoure 

For  a  draughte  of  lyceur. 

Than  Margery  milke  ducke 
Her  kirtell  she  did  vp  tucke 
An  ynche  abooe  her  kne 
Her  legges  that  ye  might  se 
But  they  were  sturdy  and  stubbled 
Mighty  pestets  and  clubbed 
As  fayre  and  as  white 
As  the  fote  of  a  kite 
She  was  sbmwhat  foule 
Croke  necked  lyke  an  owle 
And  yet  she  broughte  her  feet 
A  cantel  of  Essex  chese 
Wab  well  a  fote  thicke' 
Full  of  maggottes  quicke 
It  was  huge  and  greate 
And  mightye  stronge  meate 
For  the  deuill  to  eate 
It  was  tarte  and  punyete 
Another  sorte  of  sluttcs 
Some  broughte  walnutes 
Some  apples,  some  peares 
Some  brought  their  cUppinge  sberes 
Some  broughte  thys  and  that 
Some  broughte  I'wote  neare  what 
Some  broughte  theyr  husbandes  hat 
Some  podynges  and  lynkes 
Some  tripes  that  stinkes 

But  of  all  thys  thronge 
One  came  them  amonge 
She  semed  halfe  a  leche 
And  began  to  preach 
Of  the  tewesday  in  the  weke 
Whan  the  mare  doth  keke 
Of  the  vertue  of  an  vnset  leke 
Of  her  husbandes  breke 
With  the  feders  of  a  quaile 
She  could  to  bourde  on  sayle 
And  with  good  ale  barme 
She  could  make  a  charm 
To  healpe  with  all  a  stytche 
She  semed  to  be  a  wytche 
And  another  brought  two  goslings 
That  wer  noughty  froslings 
Some  brought  them  in  a  wallet 
She  was  a  cumlye  callet 
The  goslinges  were  untide 
Elinour  began  to  chide 
They  be  wrethocke  thou  haste  brout 
They  ar  shyre  shaking  nought 

SEXTUS  PA89US. 

Maud  ruggy,  thither  skipped 
She  was  vglye  hipped 
And  vglye  thicke  lipped 
Like  an  onion  sided 
Like  tan  ledder  hided 
She  had  her  so  guided 
Betwene  the  cup  and  the  wall 
That  she  was  there  with  all 
Into  a  palsey  fall 
With  that  her  bed  shaked 
And  her  handes  quaked 
Ones  heade  wold  haue  aked 
To  se  her  naked 
She  dranke  so  of  the  dregges 
The  dropsy  was  in  her  legges 
Her  face  glistring  lyk^  glasse 
All  foggye  fat  she  was 


She  had  also  the  goate 

In  all  her  joyntes  aboute 

Her  breth  was  soure  and  stale 

And  smelled  all  of  ale 

Suche  a  bedfellawe 

Wold  make  one  cast  his  craw 

But  yet  for  all  that 

She  drancke  on  the  mashe  fat 

There  came  an  olde  rybibe 

She  halted  of  a  kybe 

And  had  broken  her  shyn 

At  the  threshold  cmnmyng  in 

And  fell  so  wyde  open 

That  one  myght  se  her  token 

The  deuil  there  on  be  wroken 

What  nede  all  this  be  spoken 

She  ydled  lyke  a  calfe 

Ryse  yp  on  6od*s  halfe 

Sayde  Elsmoura  Rummynge 

I  be  shrewe  the  for  thy  cummsmg 

As  she  at  her  did  plucke 

Quake,  quake,  sayde  the  ducka 

In  that  lampatrams  lap 

With  fye,  couer  the  shap 

Wyth  sum  flip  flap 

Ood  geue  it  yll  happe 

Sayde  Elynoure  for  shama 

Lyke  an  honest  dame  ^ 

Up  she  stearte,  halfe  lame 

And  skantlye  coulde  go 

For  payne  and  for  wo 

In  came  another  dant 
Wyth  a  gose  and  a  gaut 
She  had  a  wide  wesant 
She  was  nothynge  pleasaunt 
Necked  lyke  an  oliphant 
It  was  a  buUifant 
A  gredy  cormerante 
Another  brought  her  garlik  bedf 
Another  brought  her  bedes 
Of  jet  or  of  coale 
To  offer  to  the  ale  pole 
Some  brought  a  wimble 
Some  brought  a  thymble 
Some  brooght  a  si  Ike  lace 
Some  brought  a  pincase 
Some  her  husbanides  gowne 
Some  a  pillowe  of  downe 
Some  of  the  iiapery 
And  all  this  shytie  they  make 
For  the  good  ale  sake 

A  straw  said  bele  stande  vtter 
For  we  haue  egges  and  butter 
And  of  pigeons  a  payre. 

Then  sterte  forthe  a  fisgigge 
And  she  brought  a  bore  pigge 
The  flesh  thereof  was  iranke 
And  her  breath  strongly  stanke 
Yet  or  she  wente  she  dranke 
And  gate  her  greate  tbancke 
Of  Elynoure  for  her  ware 
That  she  thither  bare 
To  paye  for  her  share 
Nowe  trulye  to  my  thinkynge 
This  is  solempne  drinkyng 

SEPTIMUS  PASSU8. 

Soft  quoth  one  high  sibbil 
And  let  me  with  you  bibill 
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She  sate  downe  in  the  place 
With  a  sorye  face 
Whey  wurmed  aboute 
Gairnished  was  her  snoute 
With  here  and  there  a  puscul 
Lyke  a  scabbed  rouscull 
This  ale  sayde  she  is  noppy 
Let  us  sippe  and  soppy 
A  Ad  not  spil  a  droppy 
For  so  mote  I  hoppye 
It  coleth  well  my  coppy 

Dame  Elinoure  sayde  she 
Haue  here  is  for  me 
A  cloute  of  London  pinnes 
And  with  that  she  be^innei 
The  pot  to  her  plucke 
And  dranke  a  good  lucke 
She  swinge  up  a  quarte 
At  ones  for  her  part 
Her  paunche  was  so  puffed 
And  so  with  ale  stuffed 
Had  she  not  hyed  apace 
She  had  defoyled  the  place 

Than  began  the  sport 
Amonge  that  dronken  sort 
Dame  Elynoure  sayde  they 
Lende  here  a  cocke  of  hay 
To  make  all  thynge  cleane 
Ye  wote  well  what  we  meane 

But  syr  amonge  all 
That  sate  in  that  hall 
There  was  a  pricke  me  dcintie 
Sate  lyke  a  saintye 
And  began  to  paintye 
As  thoughe  she  woulde  fainty 
She  made  it  as  koy 
As  a  lege  demoy 
She  was  not  halfe  so  wise 
As  she  was  peuysh  nyse 
Si\e  sayde  neuer  a  worde 
But  rose  from  the  horde 
And  called  for  our  dame 
Elynoure  by  name 
We  supposed  I  wys 
That  she  rose  to  pisse 
But  the  Terye  grounde 
Was  for  to  compounde 
With  Elynour  in  the  spenct 
To  paye  for  her  expence 
I  haue  no  penny  nor  grote 
To  pay  sayd  she,  God  wot 
For  washinge  of  my  throte 
But  my  bedes  of  amber 
Bere  them  to  your  chaumber 
Then  Elynour  dyd  them  hide 
Wytbin  her  beddes  syde 
But  some  than  sat  righte  sad 
That  nothynge  had 
There  of  theyr  one 
Neyther  gelt  nor  pawne 
Suche  were  there  mennya 
That  had  not  a  pennye 
But  whan  they  should  walke 
Were  foyne  with  a  chalke 
To  score  on  the  balke 
Or  score  on  the  tayle 
God  geue  it  yll  hayla 
For  my  fyngers  ytche 
I  have  written  to  mych 
Of  this  mad  mummyng 
Of  Elynoure  Rommynge 


Thus  endeth  the  gest 
Of  this  worthye  fest. 

fiuod  Skelton  lanreat. 

LAURJSATI   8KELTONIDIS    IN    DESPECTU    BIALIG- 
NANTICH  DXSTICON. 

QvAMVTS  insanis,  quamTis  marcescis  inanit 
Inuidt  cantamuSy  h«c  loca  plena  locis 

Bien  men  souuient. 

OOines  feminas,  qus  vel  nimis  bibulae  sunt,  rel 
quae  sordida  labe  sqnaloris,  aut  quam  Spurca 
foeditatis  macula,  aut  verbosalaquacitatenotantur, 
poeta  invitat  ad  audiendum  hunc  libellum,  &c. 

Gbriay  squalida,  sordida  fsmina,  prodiga  verbit 
Hue  curraty  properet  veniat  sua  (acta  libellus 
Iste  volutabit:  Paean  sua  plectra  sonando 
Materiam  risus  cantabit  carmine  rauco. 

FINIS. 
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HEIIB  AFTER  FOLOWBTH  A  LXTLB  BOKB  WH|CH 
HATH  TO  NAME, 

WHY  COME  YE  NOT  TO  COITRT, 

Compiled  by  Mayster  Skelton  poete  laureate. 

The  relucent  mirror  for  all  prclats  and  presidents 
as  well  spirituall  as  temporall  sadly  to  luke 
vpon,  deuised  in  English  by  Skelton. 

All  noble  mpn  of  this  take  hede 
And  beleue  it  as  your  crede. 

To  hastye  of  sentence 
To  fearce  for  none  offence 
To  scarce  of  your  expence 
To  large  in  negligence 
To  slacke  in  recompence 
To  haut  in  excellence 
To  lyght  intellygence 
And  to  lyght  in  credence 
Where  these  kepe  resydence 
Reason  is  banished  thence. 
'         And  also  dame  Prudence 
Wyth  sober  Pacience 
All  noble  men,  &c. 

Than  without  collusion 
Marke  well  thys  conclusion 
Through  suchabusion 
And  by  suche  illusion 
Unto  great  conftision 
A  noble  man  may  fall 
And  his  honoure  appall 
And  yi  ye  thynke  thyt  shal 
Not  rubbe  you  on  the  gall 
Than  the  deuyll  take  all,  &c 

Hec  Yates  ille,  de  quo  loquuntur  in  illis. 

For  age  is  a  page 
For  the  court  fiiU  unmette 
For  age  cannot  rage 
•  Nor  basse  her  sweetc  sweete 

But  whan  age  secth  that  rage 
Dothe  asswage  and  refrayne 
Than  wyll  age  have  corage 
To  come  to  court  agayne. 
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But 

Helas,  sage  ouerage 
To  madly  decayes 
That  age  for  dottage 
Is  recouered  now  a  dayet 
Thus  age  graunt  domage 
Is  Dothyng  set  by 
And  rage  in  arerage 
Doth  lenne  lamentably. 
So 

That  rage  mast  make  pillage 
To  catche  that  catche  maye 
And  wyth  suche  forage 
HuDte  the  boskage 
That  hartes  wyl  runne  awaye 
Botbe  hartes  and  hindes 
With  all  good  mindes 
Fare  well,  than  haue  good  day 

Than  haue  good  day  adew 
For  de&ute  of  rescew 
Some  men  may  happely  rew 
And  theyr  heades  mew 
The  time  doth  fattc  ensew 
That  hales  begin  to  brew 
I  drede  by  swete  Jesu 
This  tale  will  be  to  trew 
In  fayth  dicken  thou  crew. 

In  fayth  dicken,  thou  crew,  &c. 

Dicken,  thou  crew  doutles 
For  truelye  to  expresse 
There  hath  be  much  exces 
With  banketyng  braynlesse 
With  ryoting  rechles 
With  gambaudyng  thryftles 
With  spend}  and  waste  witlcs 
Treating  of  truce  restlesse 
Pratyng  for  peace  peaslesse 
They  countring  at  Cales 
Wrange  vs  on  the  wales 
Chief  councelour  was  careles 
Gronyng  grouching  graceles 
And  to  none  entent 
Our  talwod  is  all  brent 
Our  fagottes  are  all  spent 
We  may  blow  at  the  cole 
Our  mare  hath  cast  her  fole 
And  Mocke  hath  lost  her  shoo 
What  may  she  do  thertoo 
An  end  of  an  old  song 
Do  right  and  no  wrong 
As  right  as  a  rammes  home 
For  thrift  is  threde.bare  wornc 
Our  shepe  are  shrewdlye  shorne 
And  trouthe  is  all  to  tome 
Wisdomc  is  laught  to  scorne 
Fauel  is  false  forswome 
Jauel  is  nobly  borne 
Hauel  and  Haray  hafter 
Jacke  TraucU  and  Cole  crafter 
We  shall  heare  more  hereafter 
With  polling  and  sbauynge 
Wiih  borowyng  and  crauyng 
With  reuyng  and  rauyng 
With  swearing  and  btaryng 
There  vayleth  no  reasonyng 
For  wil  doth  rule  al  tliyng 
Wyl,  wyl,  wyl,  wyl,  wyl, 
He  ruleth  alway  styl 
Good  reason  and  good  skyll 


They  may  gariicke  piU 
Cary  sackes  to  the  mil 
Or  pescoddes  they  may'sfail 
Or  els  go  roste  a  stone 
There  is  no  man  but  one 
That  hath  the  strokes  alone 
Be  it  blacke  or  white 
All  that  he  doth  is  right 
As  right  as  a  cammocke  croked 
Thy 8  bil  wel  ouer  loked 
Clerely  perceioe  we  may 
There  went  the  hare  awaye 
The  hare,  the  fox,  the  gray. 
The  hart,  the  hinde,  the  bucke 
God  send  ts  better  lucke. 
God  send  ys  better  lucke,  kc 

Twit  Andrew,  twit  Scot 
Get  heme,  ge  scoure  thy  pot 
For  we  haue  spent  our  shot 
We  shall  haue  a  tot  quot 
From  the  pope  of  Rome' 
To  wcaue  all  in  one  lome 
A  webbe  of  Lyise  wulce 

Opus  male  dulce. 
The  deuill  kysse  his  cule 
For  whiles  he  doth  rule 
All  is  warse  and  warse 
The  deuill  kysse  his  arse 
For  whether  he  blesse  or  curse 
It  can  not  be  muche  worse 
From  Baumberow  to  Bothambar 
We  haue  cast  vp  oure  war 
And  made  a  worthy  truse 
Wyth  gup  leuel  suse 
Our  mony  madly  sent 
And  more  madly  spent 
From  Croydon  to  Kent 
Wote  ye  whither  they  went  ? 
From  Winchelsy  to  Rye 
And  all  not  worthe  a  flye 
From  Wentbridge  to  Hull 
Our  army  waxeth  dull 
With  turne  all  home  agayne 
And  neuer  a  Scot  slayne 
Yet  the  good  erle  of  Surrey 
The  French  men  he  doth  firaye 
And  rexeth  them  day  by  day 
With  all  the  power  he  maye 
The  Frencbemen  he  hath  fainted 
And  made  their  hertes  attained 
Of  cheualry  he  is  the  flour 
Our  Lord  be  his  succoure 
The  French  men  he  hath  so  mated 
And  their  courage  abated 
That  they  are  but  halfe  men 
Like  foxes  in  their  den 
Like  cankerd  cowardes  all 
Like  heons  in  a  stone  walle 
They  kepe  them  in  their  holdes 
Lyke  hen  herted  cokoldes 

But  yet  they  ouer  shoote  us 
With  crownes  and  with  scutus 
With  scutes  and  crownes  of  golde 
I  drede  we  are  bought  and  solde 
It  is  a  wonders  warke 
Thev  shoote  all  at  one  marke 
At  the  cardinals  hat 
They  shote  all  at  that 
Out  of  their  stronge  townes 
They  shote  at  him  with  erownes 
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With  crownes  of  gold  emblased 

Tbey  make  him  so  amased 

And  his  eyen  so  daaed 

That  he  ne  see  can 

To  know  God  nor  man 

He  is  set  so  bye 

In  his  ierarchy 

Of  frantike  freneiy 

And  folysh  fantasy 

That  in  the  chambre  of  stars 

All  matters  there  be  mars 

Clapping  his  rod  on  the  horde 

Ko  man  dare  speoke  a  word 

For  he  hath  all  the  saying 

Without  any  renaying 

He  roiieth  in  his  recordes 

He  saith,  how  say  ye  my  lordcs  ? 

Is  not  my  reason  good 

Good  euin  good  Robin  hood 

Some  say  yes.    And  some 

Sit  still  as  they  were  dome 

Thus  thwarting  ouer  thome 

He  niletb  al  the  roste 

With  bragging  and  with  boste 

Borne  vp  on  eaery  syde 

With  pompe  and  with  pryde 

With  trompe  vp  alleluya 

For  dame  Philargerya 

Hath  so  his  hart  in  hold 

He  loueth  nothyns:  bat  gold 

And  Asmodeus  of  hel 

Maketh  his  membres  swel 

With  Dalyda  to  Melt 

That  wanton  damscll 

Adew  pbilosophia 
Adew  theologia 
Welcome  dame  Simonia 
With  dame  Castrimergia 
To  drynke  and  for  to  eate 
Sweet  Ipocras  and  swcte  meate 
To  kepe  his  fleshe  chaste 
In  Ijente  for  a  repaste 
He  eateth  capons  stewed 
Fesaunt,  and  partriche  mewed — 
Spareth  oeyther  mayd  ne  wyfe 
This  is  a  postels  iyfe 

Helas  my  hart  is  sory 
To  tell  of  vayne  glory 
But  now  vpon  this  story 
I  wyll  no  ftirther  rime 
Tyll  another  time 

Tyll  another  time. 

What  newes  what  newes 
Small  newes  that  true  is 
That  be  worth  two  kues 
JBut  at  the  naked  stewes 
I  vnderstande  howe  that 
The  sygn  of  the  Cardlnall  hat 
That  inne  is  now  shit  vp 
With  gup  whore  gup,  nowe  gup 
Gup  Gilliam  Trauillian 
With  iast  you  1  say  Julliaa 
Wyll  ye  beare  no  cotes 
A  mainy  of  maresolles 
That  occupy  their  holes 
Full  of  pocky  moles. 
What  beare  ye  of  Lancashire 
They  were  not  payd  theyr  byrt 
They  are  fell  as  any  fyrt 
▼OL.  II. 


What  heare  ye  of  Cheshyfe 
They  haue  layde  all  in  the  myre 
They  grudge  and  sayde 
Their  waeres  WPre  not  paydc 
Some  sayde  they  were  afrayde 
Of  the  S^'ottishe  hoste 
For  all  their  crake  and  boste 
Wilde  fire  and  thunder 
For  all  this  worldly  wonder 
A  hundred  mylc  a  sunder 
They  were  whan  they  were  next 
That  is  a  true  text 

What  heare  ye  of  the  Scottes 
They  make  vs  all  so  ties 
Poppy  ng  folysh  dawes 
They  make  vs  to  pyli  strawes 
They  play  their  old  prankes 
After  huntly  baiikcs 
At  the  streme  of  Banokes  buino 
They  did  vs  a  shrewdc  turne  . 
Whan  Edward  of  Karnaruau 
Lost  all  that  his  father  wan 

Wiiat  here  ye  of  the  lord  Dakers 
He  maketh  vs  lacke  rakers 
He  sayes  we  are.  but  crakers 
He  calleth  vs  England  men 
Stronge  hartcd  lyke  an  \au 
For  the  Scottes  and  he 
To  well  they  do  atjree 
With  do  thou  for  mee 
Anl  I  shal  do  for  thee 
Whiles  the  red  hat  doth  endure 
He  maketh  himself  cockc  sure 
The  red  hat  with  his  lure 
Bryngeth  al  thinges  vnder  cure 

But  as  the  world  nowe  goose 
What  heare  ye  of  the  lord  Ho&e 
Nothyng  to  purpose 
Not  uorth  a  cockly  fose 
Their  hertes  be  in  their  hose 
The  erle  of  Northumberland 
Dare  take  nothing  on  hand 
Our  barons  be  so  bolde 
Into  a  mouse  hole  they  wold 
Ruonc  away  and  creep 
Like  a  mainy  of  sheep 
Dare  not  loke  out  a  dur 
For  drede  of  the  maystife  cur 
For  drede  of  the  buuchers  dog 
Wold  wirry  them  like  an  hog 

For  and  this  curre  do  gnar 
They  must  stande  all  a  far 
To  bolde  vp  their  hand  at  the  bar 
For  all  their  noble  blonde 
He  pluckes  them  by  the  hood 
And  shakes  them  by  the  e:ire 
And  bryng  tbem  in  suche  feare 
He  baitetb  tbem  lyke  a  beare 
Lyke  an  oxe  or  a  bul 
Their  wittes  he  aaylh  are  dul 
He  saith  they  have  no  brayne 
Their  estate  to  maintaine 
Aud  make  to  bowe  their  knee 
Before  bis  mai<>stee. 

Judges  of  the  kinges  lawes 
He  couotes  them  foles  anil  ilawse 
Sergeauntes  of  the  coyfe  eke 
He  sayetli  they  arc  to  seke 
In  pleating  of  their  case 
At  the  commune  plaoa 
T 
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Or  at  the  Kioges  benche 

He  wringeth  them  such  a  wrenche 

That  all  our  learned  men 

Dare  not  set  theyr  peune 

To  plete  a  true  trial  1 

Within  Westuiin  ter  hall 

In  the  Chauncery  where  he  sittes 

But  suche  as  he  admittes 

None  8o  hardy  to  speake 
He  saith,  thou  buddy  peake 

Tliy  learning  is  to  lewd 

Thy  tounge  is  not  well  thewde 

To  seeke  before  our  grace 

And  openly  in  that  place 

He  rages  and  he  raues 

And  calls  thrnr  cankerd  knhue» 

Thus  royally  he  doth  deale 

Under  the  kinges  brode  scale 

And  in  the  Checker  he  them  checkes 

In  the  Stcr  chambrc  he  nods  and  becks 

And  beareth  him  there  so  stout 

That  no  man  dare  rout 

Dakc,  earle,  baron,  nor  lorde 

But  to  his  sentence  must  accorde 

Whether  he  be  knight  or  squyer 

All  men  folow  his  desyre 

What  say  ye  of  the  Scottish  kyng 

That  is  another  thing 

He  is  but  an  yonglyng 

A  tall  worthy  striplyiig 

Her  is  a  whispring  and  a  whiplyng 

He  should  be  hither  brought 

But  and  it  were  wtll  sought 

1  trow  all  will  be  nought 

Not  worth  a  sbittel  cocke 

Not  worth  a  sonre  calstocke 
There  goeth  many  a  lye 

Of  the  duke  of  Albany 

That  of  should  go  his  head 

And  broiight'tn  quicke  or  dead 

And  all  Scotland  oures 

The  mountenaunce  of  two  houres 
But  as  some  men  £aiyu 

I  drede  of  some  false  trayn 

Subtelly  ivrr>nght  shalbe 

Under  a  fained  treate 

But  within  monethes  three 

Men  may  happely  sre 

The  trechery,  and  the  prankes 

Of  the  Scottishe  bankcs 

What  heare  ye  of  Bnrgonions 

And  the  Sp&nyardes  onions  ? 

They  haue  slain  our  Englishmen 
Aboue  three  score  and  ten 
For  al  your  amitee 
No  better  they  agree 
God  sane  my  lord  Admirell 

What  heare  ye  of  Muttrel  ^ 
There  wyth  1  dare  not  mel 
Yet  what  heare  ye  tell 
€3f  our  graund  counsel  } 
I  could  say  some  what 
But  S}ieuke  ye  no  more  of  that 
For  drede  of  the  red  hat 
Take  peper  in  the  nose 
For- than  thyne  head  of  gose 
Of  by  the  hard  arae 
But  there  is  some  trauars 
Betwene  some  and  some 
That  makes  our  lira  t»  glioa 


It  is  some  what  wrong 
That  his  berde  is  so  long 
He  mometh  ia  blacke  clotbinip' 
I  pray  God  saue  the  kyng 
Where  euer  lie  go  or  ride 
1  pray  God  be  his  guide 
Thus  will  I  conclude  my  stile* 
And  fall  to  rest  a  whyle 

And  so  to  rest  a  while,  &c. 

Okce  yet  agayn 

Of  you  I  wold  fraine 

Why  come  ye  not  to  courte- 

To  which  court  ? 
To  the  kinges  court 
Or  to  Hampton  court  ? 

Nay  to  the  kinges  court 
The  kynges  court 
Should  haue  the  exellence 
But  Hampton  court 
Hath  the  preeminence 
And  Yorkes  place 
With  my  lordes  grace 
To  whose  magnificence 
Is  all  the  confluence 
Sutes  and  supplications 
Embassadesof  all  naciona- 
Straw  for  law  canon 
Or  for  the  law  common 
Or  for  lawe  ciuill 
It  shall  be  as  be  wyll 
Stop  at  law  tancrete 
An  obstract  or  a  concrete 
Be  it  soure  be  it  sweete 
His  wisdomc  is  so  discrete 
That  in  a  fume  or  an  bete 
Warden  of  the  Fletc 
Set  him  fast  by  the  fete 
And  of  his  royal  poure 
Whan  him  lyst  to  loure 
Than  haue  him  to  the  Toure 
Saunz  aulter  remedy 
Haue  him  forth  by  and  by 
To  the  Marshalsy 
Or  to  the  Kinges  benche 
He  diggeth  so  in  the  trench 
Of  the  court,  royall 
That  he  ruleth  them  all 
So  he  dothe  rndermynde 
And  such  sleitshtes  dothe  fynde 
That  the  kin.s:es  mynde 
By  him  is  subuerted 
And  so  streatly  coarted 
In  credcnsing  his  talcs 
That  al  is  but  nutshales 
That  any  other  sayth 
He  hath  in  him  such  faith 

Now,  yet  al  this  might  be 
SuiTred  and  taken  in  gree 
If  that,  that  he  wrought 
To  any  jjrood  end  wer  brought 
But  all  he  bryiigcth  to  nought 
But  God  that  me  deare  bought 
He  beareth  the  king  on  hand 
That  he  must  pyl  his  laod 
To  make  his  cofers  ryd» 
But  he  laycth  al  in  the  dyche 
And  vseth  such  abusipn 
That  in  the  conclusion 
All  commetb  to  confusion* 
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ferceiue  t\xt  cause  whye 
To  tcU  the  trouth  plainlye 
He  is  so  ambicious 
So  sbameles,  and  so  vicious 
And  so  supersticious 
And  f»o  much  obliuious 
From  wheiis  that  he  came 
That  he  falleth  in  Acisiam 
Which  trucly  to  expresse 
Is  a  forgetfulnes 
Or  wylM  blindnes 
Wbenvith  the  Sodomites 
Lost  their  inward  sightes 

The  Gouimorians  also 
Were  broascht  to  deadly  wo 
As  scripture  recordes 
^  A  cecitate  cordis 
In  the  Latyn  synge  we 
Libera  nos  Domioe 

But  this  mad  Amalecke     ' 
Like  to  Amamelek 
Me  regardetb  lordes 
No  more  than  pot  shordev 
He  is  in  suche  elacion 
Of  his  exaltacion 
And  the  supportacion 
Of  our  soueraine  lorde 
That  God  to  recorde 
He  ruleth  al  at  will 
Without  reason  or  sky  11 
Howbeit  they  be  prymordyaD 
Of  hys  wretched  originall 
And  his  base  progeny 
And  his  gresy  genealogy 
He  came  of  the  saifke  roiall 
That  was  cast  out  of  a  bouchers  statU 

But  howe  eoer  he  was  borne 
Men  would  haue  the  lesse  scorne 
If  he  could  consider 
His  byrth  and  rowme  together 
And  call  to  his  roynde 
How  noble  and  how  kynde 
To  bym  he  hath  founde 
Our  souerayne  lord,  chief  ground 
Of  all  thys  prelacy 
And  set  hym  nobly 
In  great  aucthorite 
Out  from  a  low  degre 
Which  he  can  not  see 
For  he  was  parde 
No  doctour  of  deuinitie 
Nor  doctor  of  the  law 
Nor  of  none  other  saw 
But  a  pore  maister  of  arte 
God  wot  had  little  part 
Of  the  quatriuiats 
Nor  yet  of  triuials 
Nor  of  philosophy e 
Nor  of  philology 
Nor  of  good  pollicy 
Nor  of  astronomy 
Nor  acquainted  worth  a  fty 
With  honourable  Haly 
Nor  with  royal  Ptholomy 
Nor  with  Albumasar 
To  treate  of  any  star 
Fyxt  or  els  mobil 
His  Latin  tounge  doth  hobbyl 
He  doth  bnt  clout  and  cobbcl 
In  Tullis  facultie 
Called  humaoitie 


Yet  proudly  he  dare  pretend 
How  no  man  can  him  amend 
But  haue  ye  not  heard  this 
How  an  one  eyed  man  is 
Wei  sighted,  when 
He  is  amonge  biynd  men. 

Thau  our  pi'oces  for  to  stable 
This  man  was  ful  vnable 
To  reche  to  such  degree 
Had  not  our  prince  be 
Royall  Henry  the  eyght 
Take  him  in  such  conceyte 
That  he  set  him  on  heygbt 
In  exemplyfieng 
Great  Alexander  the  king 
In  writing  as  we  finde 
Which  of  his  royal  minde 
And  of  his  noble  pleasure 
Transcending  out  of  measure 
Thought  to  do  a  thyng 
That  pertaineth  to  a  kyng 
To  make  vp  one  of  nougth 
And  made  to  him  be  brought 
A  wretched  pore  man 
Which  his  lining  wan 
With  planting  of  leekcs 
By  the  dayes  and  by  the  weekes 
And  of  this  pore  vassal 
He  made  a  kyng  royal 
And  gaue  him  a  realme  to  rule 
That  occupyed  a  showel 
A  mattoke,  and  a  spade 
Before  that  he  was  made 
A  kyng,  as  I  haue  told 
And  ruled  as  he  wold 
Such  is  a  kynges  power 
To  make  within  an  bower 
And  worke  such  a  miracle 
That  shalbe  a  spectacle 
Of  renowme  and  worldly  fame 
In  likewise  now  the  same 
Cardinall,  is  promoted 
Yet  with  lewd  conditions  hoted 
As  hereafter  bene  noted 

Presumpcion  and  vain  glorie 
Enuy,  wrath,  and  lechery 
Couetes,  and  gluttony 
Slothful  to  do  good 
Now  frantike,  now  starke  wodfr 

Shuld  this  man  of  such  mode 
Rule  the  swerde  of  myght 
How  can  be  do  right 
For  he  wyll  as  soone  smyght    ■ 
His  freend,  as  his  foe 
A  prouerbe  longe  a  go 

Set  vp  ye  wretche  on  bye 
In  a  trone  triumphantly 
Make  him  a  great  estate 
And  he  wil  play  checke  mate 
With  royall  maiestee 
Count  hym  self  as  good  as  he 
A  prelate  potenciall 
To  rule  vlider  Bellyall 
As  ferce  and  as  crueli 
As  the  feende  of  hel 
His  seruauntes  meiiiall 
He  dothe  reuile  and  brail 
Lyke  Mahound  in  a  play 
No  man  dare  him  withsaye 
He  hath  dispight  and  scorne 
At  them  that  be  wel  boriut 
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He  rebukes  them  and  rayles 

Ye  horsoDS,  ye  vassayles 

Ye  knaues,  ye  churles  sonoes 

Ye  ribands,  not  worth  tvro  plumtM 

Ye  rainbeaten  beggars  reiagged 

Ye  rec rayed  rufiins  all  ragged 

With  stoupe  thou  baael 

Reane  thou  iauc] 

Thoa  peuish  pie  pecked 

Thou  losel  long  necked 

Thus  daily  they  be  decked 

Taunted  and  checked 

That  they  are  so  wo 

They  wot  not  whether  to  ga 

No  man  dare  come  to  the  specbe 
Of  this  gentel  Jacke  breche 
Of  what  estate  he  be 
Of  spiritual  dignitie 
Nor  duke  of  hye  degree 
Nor  marques,  earie»  nor  lord 
Which  shrewdly  dolh  accord 

Thus  he  borne  so  base 
All  noble  men  should  out  face 
His  countinaunce  lyke  a  kayser 
My  lord  is  not  at  layser 
Sir  ye  must  tary  a  stound 
Tyl  better  layser  be  found 
And  sir,  ye  must  daunce  attendaunce 
And  take  pacicut  sufferannce 
For  my  lordes  grace 
Hath  novv  no  time  nor  space 
To  speake  with  you,  as  yet 

And'thus  they  sbal  syt 
Chuse  them  Vyt  or  flit 
Stand,  walke,  or  ride 
And  his  laiser  abide 
Parchaunce  half  a  yere 
And  yet  neuer  the  nere 

This  daungerous  dowsipere 
like  a  ktnges  pere 
And  within  this  sixteen  yere 
He  wold  have  ben  right  fayn 
To  haue  ben  a  chaplayn 
And  haue  taken  right  great  pain 
With  a  pore  knight 
Wjiat  so  euer  he  bight 
The  chief  of  his  own  counsel 
They  can  not  well  tell 
Whan  they  with  him  should  mel 
He  is  so  fierce  and  fel 
He  rayles  and  be  rates 
He  calleth  them  doddy  pates 
He  grinnes  and  he  gapes 
As  it  were  Jacke  Napes 
Such  a  mad  Bedlem 
For  to  rule  this  realm 
It  is  a  wonderoua  case 
That  the  kinges  grace 
Is  toward  him  so  minded 
And  so  farre  blinded 
That  he  can  not  perceiae 
How  he  doth  him  disceyue 
I  dought  leaat  by  soniery 
Or  such  other  loselry 
As  witch  craft,  or  charming 
For  he  is  the  kinges  derlyng 
And  his  sweete  hart  rote 
And  is  gouerned  by  this  mad  koote 
For  what  is  a  man  the  better 
For  the  kynges  letter 


For  he  wil  tere  it  a  sunder 
Wherat  much  I  wonder 
How  such  a  hoddy  poole 
So  boldly  dare  controule 
And  so  malapertly  withstand 
The  kynges  owne  hand 
And  settes  not  by  it  a  mite 
He  sayth  the  kyng  doth  wryte 
And  wryteth  he  wot  not  what 
And  yet  for  all  that  ' 

The  kyng  his  clemency 
Despenseth  with  his  dcmensy 

But  what  his  grace  doth  tliinke 
I  haue  no  pen  or  ynke 
That  therwith  can  mel 
But  wel  1  can  tel 
How  Fraunces  Petrarfce 
That  much  noble  clerke 
Writeth  how  Chariemaine 
Could  not  him  self  refrayne 
But  was  rauisht  with  a  rage 
Of  a  lyke  dotage 
But  howe  that  came  aboute 
Rede  ye  the  story  oiit 
And  yc  shal  finde  surely 
It  was  by  nicromansy 
By  carectes  and  coniuracion 
Under  a  ccrtayne  constellacion 
And  a  certyoe  fiimigacion 
Under  a  stone  on  a  gold  ryng 
Wrought  to  Charlemain  the  kyn? 
Whiche  constrayned  him  forcebly 
For  to  loue  a  certaine  body 
Aboue  all  other  inordinatlye 
This  is  no  fable  nor  no  lie 
At  Aeon  it  was  brought  to  pas 
As  by  mine  auctor  tried  it  was 
But  let  m)*"  masters  mathematical 
Tel  you  the  rest,  for  me  they  shall 
They  haue  the  fill  intelligence 
And  dare  vse  the  experience 
In  there  obsolute  conscience 
To  practique  such  abolete  science 

For  1  abiior  to  smatter 
Of  one  so  deuillyshe  a  matter 
But  I  will  make  further  relac'ion 
Of  this  Isagogicall  eolation 
Hotv  master  Gaguine  the  crowuicler 
Of  the  feates  of  war 
That  were  done  in  Fraunce 
Maketh  remembrauncc 
How  kyng  Lewes  of  late 
Made  up  a  great  estate 
Of  a  |>ore  wretched  man 
Wherof  much  care  began 
Wherof  much  care  began 
Johannes  Balua  was  his  name 
Mine  auctor  writeth  the  same 
Promoted  was  he 
To  a  cardinals  dignitie 
By  Lewes  the  kynge  aforesayd 
With  him  so  wel  apayd 
That  he  made  him  hys  chaunceler 
To  make  all,  or  to  mar 
And  to  nile  as  him  Itste 
Tyl  he  checked  at  the  (iste 
And  agayne  all  reason 
Committed  open  treason 
And  against  his  lord  sonenuB* 
Wherefore  he  saffred  pain 
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Was  heded  drawen  and  qaarterd 
And  dyed  stinkyngly  maitred 

Loe  yet  for  all  that 
He  ware  a  cardinals  bat 
In  him  was  small  fayth 
As  mine  auctor  sayth 
Not  for  that  I  meane 
Suche  a  casuelty  sboald  be  seene 
Or  suebe  cbaunce  should  fel 
Unto  our  cardinal. 

Almightye  God  I  trust 
Uatb  for  him  discuate 
That  of  force  he  muste 
Be  fiaiytbfnil,  true  and  iuste 
To  oare  most  royal  kynge 
Chief  rote  of  his  makyng 
Yet  it  is  a  wilye  mouse 
Tl)at  can  bylde  his  dwelliag  house 
Within  the  cattes  eares 
Withouten  drede  or  feare 
It  is  a  nice  reconing 
To  put  ai  the  gouerny ng 
All  the  rule  ef  this  land 
Into  one  mans  haiul 
One  wise  mans  head 
May  stand  somwhat  in  stede 
But  the  wittes  of  many  wy!$e 
Much  better  can  deuise 
Hy  their  circumspection 
And  their  sad  direction 
To  cause  the  commune  weale 
Lon;^e  to  endure  in  heale 
Christ  kepe  king  Henry  the  cygbt 
From  trcchery  and  disceipt 
And  graunt  him  grace  to  kriow 
The  faucon  from  the  crow 
The  woIfe  from  the  lambe 
From  whens  that  maistife  came 
Let  him  ncacr  confounde 
The  ^cntil  greyhound 
Of  this  matter  the  ground 
Is  easy  to  expound 
And  sone  may  be  pcrceyucd 
How  the  world  is  conueyed 
But  harke  my  frend  one  wordc 

In  earnest  or  in  horde 
Tel  me  now  in  this  stede 
Is  maister  Mewt  as  dead 

The  kinges  French  secretary 

And  his  vntme  aduer^ary 

For  he  sent  in  writing 

To  Fraunces  the  French  kyng€ 

Of  our  masters  counsel  in  eueri  thing 

That  was  a  perillous  rekenyng 
Nay,  nay,  be  is  not  dead 

But  be  was  so  payned  in  the  bead 

That  he  shall  neuer  eat  more  bred 

Now  he  is  gone  to  another  stede 

With  a  bul  under  lead 

By  way  of  commission 

To  a  straunge  iurisdtction 

Called  Diminges  Dale 

Farre  beyonde  Portyngalc 

And  hath  his  pasporte  to  pas 

Ultra  sauro  matas 

To  the  deuil  syr  Sathanas 

To  Pluto  and  syr  Bellyal 

The  deuils  vicare  generall 

And  to  his  colledge  conuentuall 

As  wel  calod^monial 


As  to  cacademoniall 

To  puruey  for  our  cardinall 

A  palace  pontificall 

To  kepe  his  court  prouinciall 

Upon  articles  iudiciall 

To  contend  and  to  striue 

For  bis  prerogatiue 

Within  that  consistory 

To  make  sommons  peremptory^ 

Before  some  prothonotory 

Imperial  or  papal 

Upon  this  matter  misticali 

I  baue  told  you  part,  but  not  all 

Here  after  pcrchaunce  1  shall 
Make  a  large  memoriall 
And  a  further  rehersall 
And  more  paper  I  thinke  to  blot 
To  the  court  why  I  came  not 
Desiring  you  aboue  all  thing 
To  kepe  you  from  laughyng 
Whan  ye  fall  to  redyng 
Of  this  wanton  scrowie 
And  pray  for  Mewt^is  soule 
For  be  is  wel  past  and  gone 
That  wold  God  euery  chone 
Of  his  affinitie 
Were  gone  ay  wel  as  be 
Amen,  amen,  say  ye 
Of  yoar  inward  charitie. 
Amen. 

Of  your  inward  charitie. 

It  were  greate  ruthe 
For  writinge  of  truthe 
Anye  manne  shoulde  be 
In  perplezitic 
Of  displeasure 
For  I  make  you  sure 
Where  trouth  is  abhord 
It  is  a  playne  recorde 
That  there  wantes  grace 
In  whose  place 
Dothe  occupye 
Full  vngraciously 
Fals  flattery 
Fals  trechery 
Fals  bryberye 
Subtyle  Sym  Sly 
With  mad  folye 
^or  who  can  best  lye 
He  is  best  set  by 
Than  farewell  to  thee 
Welthfoll  felicitee 
For  prosi^eritie 
Awaye  than  wyll  flee 
Than  muste  we  agree 
With  pouertye 
For  misery 
With  penurye 
Miserably 
And  wretchedly 
Hathe  made  Aakry 
And  odte  crye 
Folowynge  the  chase 
To  dryue  away  grace 
Yet  sayest  thou  percase 
We  can  lacke  no  grace 
For  my  lordes  grace 
And  my  ladyes  grace 
With  trey  deusft  ase 
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And  ase  in  the  face 

Some  haute  and  some  bace 

Some  daunce  the  trace 

EuT  in  one  case 

Marke  me  that  chase 

In  the  tennis  play 

For  sinke  quater  trey 

\s  a  tal  man 

He  rob,  but  we  ran 

May  the  gye  and  the  gan 

The  graye  goose  is  no  swan 

The  waters  were  wan 

And  beggers  they  ban 

And  they. cursed  Datan 

De  tribu  Dan 

That  this  worke  began 

Pa  lam  et  clam 

With  Baiak  and  Balam 

The  golden  ram 
Of  FIrmmyng  dam 
Sem,  Japheth,  or  Cam  ? 

But  bow  come  to  pas 
Your  cupboorde  that  was 
Is  turned  to  glaf>8e 
From  siiluer  to  brasse 
From  golde  to  pewter 
Or  els  to  a  newter 
To  copper,  to  tyn 
To  leaile,  or  alcumin 
A  goldsmyth  your  mayre 
But  the  chefe  of  your  fayre 
Might  stand  now  by  potters 
And  suche  as  sel  trotters 
Pytchars  and  potshordes 
This  shrewdly  accordes 
To  be  a  cupborde  for  lordes 

My  lord  now  and  sir  knyghte 
Good  euen  and  good  nyghte 
For  now  sir  Tristram 
Ye  muste  weaie  buckram 
Or  Canuas  of  Cane 
For  silkes  or  wane 
Our  royals  that  shone 
Our  nobles  are  gone 
Amonge  the  Burgonions 
And  Spanyardes  onyoDS 
Ann  the  Flandcrkyns 
Gyl  sweates  and  Gate  spinnes 
They  are  happy  that  wynnes 
But  Englande  may  well  say 
Fye  on  this  winnyng  alway 
Now  nothing,  but  pay  pay 
"With  laughe  and  lay  downe 
Borough,  citie  and  towne 

Good  springe  of  Lanam 
Muste  counte  what  became 
Of  his  clothe  makyng 
He  is  at  such  takyng 
Though  his  purse  wax  dul 
He  must  tax  for  his  wut 
By  nature  of  a  new  writ 
My  lordes  grace  nameth  it 
A  quia  non  satisfacit 
In  the  spight  of  his  teeth 
He  must  pay  agayne 
A  thousand  or  twayn 
Of  his  gold  in  i>tore 
And  yet  be  payde  before 
And  hundred  pound  and  more 
Which  pinchetb  hym  sore 


My  lordes  grace  wil  bryng 
Downe  thys  hye  sprynge 
And  brynge  it  so  lowe 
It  shal  not  euer  flow 

Suche  a  prelate  I  trow 
Were  worthy  to  row 
Thorow  the  streytes  Marocke 
To  the  gybbet  of  Baldock 
He  wold  dry  vp  the  streames 
Of  nine  kynges  realme 
Al  riuers  and  wels 
Al  waters  that  swels 
For  with  vs  he  so  mels 
That  within  England  dwels 
I  would  he  were  somwhere  els 
For  els  by  and  by 
He  will  drinke  vs  so  dry 
And  sucke  ys  so  nye 
That  men  shall  scantly 
Haue  penny  or  halpennye 
God  saue  bys  noble  grace 
And  graunt  him  a  place 
Kndlesse  to  dwel  . 
With  the  deuill  of  hel 
For  and  he  were  there 
We  nead  neuer  feare 
Of  the  feendes  blacke 
For  I  vndertake 
He  wold  so  brag  and  crake 
That  he  wold  than  make 
The  deuils  to  quake 
To  shudder  and  to  shake 
Lyke  a  fier  drake 
And  with  a  cole  rake 
Bruse  them  on  a  brake 
And  binde  them  to  a  stake 
And  set  hel  on  fyre 
At  his  owne  desire 
He  is  such  a  grym  syre 
And  such  a  (Yotestolate 
And  suche  a  potestate 
That  he  wold  breke  the  braynes 
Of  Lucifer  in  his  chaines 
And  rule  them  eche  one 
In  Lucifers  trone 
I  woidd  he  were  gone 
For  amonge  vs  is  none 
That  ruleth,  but  he  alone 
With  oute  all  good  reason 
And  all  oute  of  season 
For  Folam  Peason 
With  him  be  not  geson 
They  grow  very  ranke 
Upon  euery  baiike 
Of  his  herbcrs  greene 
With  my  lady  bright  and  sheene 
On  their  game  it  is  seen 
They  play  not  al  cleen 
And  it  be  as  1  weene 

But  as  touching  discretion 
With  sober  direction 
Hp  kepeth  them  in  subiection 
They  can  haue  no  protection 
To  rule  nor  to  guide 
But  all  must  be  tryde 
And  abide  the  correction 
Of  him  with  ful  affection 
For  as  for  wytte 
The  deuill  speed  whitta 
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iBut  braiDsicke  and  braynli 

Witles  and  reachleise 

Careles  and  shamelesse 

Tbriflles  and  graceleste 

Together  are  bended 

And  so  condiscended, 

That  the  commune  wclth 

Sbal  neuer  haue  good  heltk 

But  tatterd  and  tugged 

Ragged,  and  rugged 

Shauen  and  shorne 

And  all  threde  bare  worDC 

Such  grediiies 

Such  nedines 

Miserablenes 

With  wretchednes 

Hath  brought  in  distret 

And  much  heauinet 

And  great  dolour 

England  the  flour 

Of  relncent  honour 

In  old  commemoracion 

Most  royal  English  nacion 

^ow  all  is  out  of  facion 

Almost  in  dcsolacion 

I  speake  by  protestacioa 

God  of  his  misei-acion 

Send  better  reformacion 
Lo,  for  to  do  shamfully 

He  jndgeth  it  no  foly 

But  to  write  of  his  shame 

He  saythe  we  are  to  blame 

What  a  frensi  is  this 

No  shame  to  do  amys 

And  yet  he  is  a  shamed 

To  be  shamefully  named 

And  oft  prechours  be  blamed 

By  cause  they  baue  proclamed 

His  madnc2>  by  writing 

His  simplenes  resiting 

Remording  and  biting 

With  chid^ing  and  with  fiting 

Shewyng  him  Goddes  laws 

He  calleth  the  preachers  dawes. 
And  of  holy  scriptures  sawes 

He  countetb  them  for  gigawes 
And  putteth  them  to  scilence 
And  with  wordes  of  violence 

IJke  Pharao,  void  of  grace 
Did  Moyses  sore  manase 
And  Arou  sore  he  thret 
The  word  of  God  to  let 

This  Maumet  in  likewise 
Against  the  church  doth  rise 
The  preachoure  he  doth  dispise 
With  crakyng  in  such  wise 
So  bragging  all  with  host 
That  no  prcachour  almost 
Dare  speake  for  bys  lyfe 
Of  lordes  grace,  nor  his  wyfe 
For  he  hath  such  a  bul 
He  may  take  whome  he  wul 
And  as  many  as  him  likes 
May  eat  pigges  in  Lent  for  pykei 
After  the  sectes  of  heretikes 
For  in  Lent  he  wil  eate 
Al  maner  of  fieshe  meate 
That  he  can  any  where  geat 
With  other  abusions  great 
Whereof  to  trcte 
It  wold  make  the  deuill  to  twat 


For  all  priuileged  places 

He  brekes  and  defaces 

All  places  of  religion 

He  hath  them  in  derision 

And  maketh  such  prouision 

To  driue  them  at  diuision 

And  finally  in  conclusion 

To  bring  them  to  confusion 

Sainct  Albons  to  recorde 

Wherof  this  vngracious  lorde 

Hath  made  him  self  abbot 

Against  their  willes  god  wot 

Al  this  be  doth  deale 

Vnder  strength  of  the  great  seall 

And  by  bis  legacy 

Which  madly  he  doth  applye 

Unto  an  extrauagancye 

Pyked  out  all  good  law 

With  reasons  that  ben  raw 

Yet  whan  he  toke  first  his  hat 

He  said  he  knew  what  was  what 

Al  justice  he  pretended 

Al  thinges  should  be  amended 

Al  wronges  be  wold  redress 

Al  iniuries  he  wold  repres 

Al  periuries  he  wold  oppresse 

And  yet  this  graceles  elfe 

He  is  periured  himselfe 

As  plainlye  it  dothe  appere 

Who  list  to  enquere 
In  the  regestry 
Of  my  lord  of  Cantorbury 
To  whome  he  was  professed 
In  tbre  pointes  expressed 
The  first  to  do  him  reuerence 

>  The  second  to  owe  him  obedience 

The  third  with  whole  affection 

To  be  vnder  his  subiection 

But  now  he  maketh  obiectioa 

Under  the  protection 

Of  the  kinges  great  seale 

That  he  setteth  neuer  a  deale 

By  his  former  othe 

Whether  God  be  pleased  or  wroth 

He  maketh  so  proud  pretence 

That  in  his  equipolens 

He  iudgeth  him  equiualent 

With  God  omnipotent 

But  yet  beware  the  rod 

And  the  stroke  of  God 
The  apestel  Peter 

Had  a  pore  miter 

And  a  pore  cope 

Whan  he  was  create  pope 

Fyrst  in  Antioche 

He  did  neuer  approche 

Of  Rome  to  the  see 

Wyth  suche  dignitie 

Sainct  Dunstan  what  was  he 

Nothing  he  saieth  lyke  to  me 

There  is  a  diuersitie 

Betwene  him  and  me 

We  passe  hym  in  degre 

As  legatus  a  latere 
Ecce  sacerdos  magnus 

That  wyll  bed  vs  and  hange  Ti 

And  straightly  strangle  v> 

That  he  maye  fang  vs 

Deere  and  decretall 

CoQfftitucion  prouinciaU 
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Nor  nol  awe  canonicall 

Shal  let  the  preest  ponttficall 

To  »it  ID  can^a  sangainis 

Now  God  amende  that  is  amis 

For  I  suppose  that  he  is 

Of  Jeremy  the  whisking  rod 

The  flayle,  the  scourge 

Of  almighty  God 
This  Namao  Sirus 

So  fc*f  and  so  irous 

So  ful  of  melancholy 

With  a  flap  before  his  eye 

Men  weue  that  he  is  pocky 

Or  els  his  snrgions  they  lye 

For  as  far  as  they  can  spy 

By  the  craft  of  surgery 

It  is  manus  Domini 

And  yet  this  proud  Antiochas 

He  is  so  ambicioua 

So  elate,  and  so  vicious 

And  so  cruf:!  harted 

That  he  will  not  be  conuerted 

For  he  setteth  God  a  parte 

He  is  now  so  onerthwart 

And  so  payned  with  panges, 

That  ai  his  trust  bangcs 

In  Balthosor,  which  healed 

Domingos  nose,  that  was  wlieled 

That  Lumberdes  nose  mean  I 

That  standcth  yet  awry 

It  was  not  healed  alderbest 

It  standeth  somewhat  on  the  west 

I  meant;  Domingo  Lomelyn 

TTiat  was  wonte  to  win 

Miiche  mony  of  the  kyng 

At  the  carries  and  haserding 

Balthasor  that  healed  Domincos  pose 

From  the  puskilde  pocky  pose 

Now  with  his  srummes  of  Araby 

Hath  promised  to  hele  our  cardinals  eie 

Yet  some  surgions  put  a  dout 

Le&t  he  will  put  it  clean  out 

And  make  hym  lame  of  his  nether  lims 

God  send  hym  sorow  for  his  sinnes 

Sum  men  might  aske  a  question 

By  whose  suggestion 

I  toke  on  hand  this  warke 

Thus  boldly  for  to  barke 

And  men  liste  to  harke 

And  my  wordes  marke 

1  wyl  answere  lyke  a  clerke 

For  truly  and  Tnfoyned 

I  am  forcebly  constrained 

At  Juuina.s  request 

To  wryght  of  this  glorious  gest 

Of  this  vaine  glorious  beast 

His  fame  to  be  encreast 

At  euerj'  solempne  feast 

Suia  difficile  est 
Satiram  non  scribere? 
Now  master  doctour,  how  sayc  ye 
"What  so  cuer  your  name  be 
What  though  ye  be  namelesse 
Ye  shall  not  escape  blamelesse 
l^or  yet  shal  scape  shamelesse 

Mayster  doctor  in  your  degre 
Your  self  madly  ye  ouer  see 
Blame  Juuinall  and  blame  not 

Maister  doctor  diricum 
Omnc  animi  vicium,  Ac, 


As  Jottiiiall  doth  record 

A  small  defaute  in  a  great  lorde 

A  lytle  cry  me  in  a  mate  estate 

Is  muche  mote  inordinate 

And  more  horrible  to  t>eb(Me 

Than  any  other  a  thousand  fold 

Ye  put  to  blame  ye  wot  nere  whome 

Ye  may  weare  a  cockes  coome 

Your  fond  bed  in  your  furred  hood 

Hold  ye  your  tounge  ye  can  no  good 

And  at  more  conuentent  time 

I  may  fortune  for  rime 

Somwhat  of  your  madnesse 

For  small  is  your  sadnesse 

To  put  any  man  in  lacke 

And  say  yll  behynde  hys  backe 

And  my  wordes  marke  tmljre 

That  ye  cannot  byde  thereby 

For  Smegma  non  est  stnamomaoi 

But  de  absentibus  nil  nisi  bonaim 

Complaine  or  do  what  ye  will 

Of  your  complaint  it  shal  not  skill 

This  is  the  tenor  of  my  bil 

A  daucocke  ye  be,  and  so  shalbe  still 

Sequitnr  epitoma 

De  morbilloso  TVniui 

Nee  non  obsciMio 

De  PoHphemoy  Ac. 

PORKO  perbelle  dissimulatum 
Ilium  Pandulphum  tantum  legatnm 
Tarn  forraidatnm  nuper  prelatam 
Naman  Syrum  nunc  loogatnm 
In  solitudine  jam  commoratum 
Neapolitano  morbo  gravatiim 
Malagmate,  cataplasmati  statum 
Pbarmacopole  ferro  foratom 
Nihilo  magis  alleriainm 
Nihilo  melius  aut  medicatum 
Relictis  famulis  ad  femulatum 
Suod  tollatur  in&mia 
Sed  major  patet  insania 
Amodo  eigo  Ganea 
Abhorreat  ille  Gaaeas 
Dominus  male  Cretecus 
Aptius  D ictus  Tetricus 
Pbanaticus  freneticus 
Graph icus  sicnt  Metricui 
Automat. 

Hoc  genus  dictamiDis 
Non  egit  examinis 
In  centiloquio  nee  centimetre 
Honorati  Grammatici  Mauri. 

Decasticon  vinilentnm  in  galeratuni, 
Ucaonta  marinum^  &c 
Proh  dolor,  ecce  maris  lupus  & 

noqnissimus,  ursus 
Carnificis  ritulus  Britoiramque 

bub  ulcus  iniquus 
Con  flatus,  ritulus,  Tel  Oreb  rel 

Salmana,  tcI  Zeb. 
Garduns,  it  crndelis  Asaph  qui 

Datan  reprobatus 
Blandus  &  Achitophel,  regis 

scelus  omne  Britannum 
Ecclesias,  qui  namque  Thomas 

Confnndit  ubique 
Non  sacer  istc,  Thomas 

Sed  duro  conie,  Goleas 
Snem  gestat  Mains 
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tatliaiie  cmret  (obsecro  cuius 
Fundens  A^altum  (precor) 

hune  versum  lege  cautum 
Asperius  nihil  est  misero 

Apostropha  ad  LondlQi    cives    (citando   malum 
asino  aureo  galerato)  in  occursum  asiai»  &c. 

ExciTAT  asinos  multuin  mirabile,  visa 
Calcibus  O  vestro  cives  occurite  Asrlio 
fiui  regnum  regemque  regit  qui  vestra  gubernat 
Predia,  divitias,  nummos,  gasas,  spoliaodo. 

Dixit  alludcns,  immo  illudens  perodoxam  de 

asino  aareo  gaierato.    xxxiii. 

Hec  vatis  ille,  de  quo  loqauiitor  mille. 

FINIS. 


HERE  AVTER  FOLOWBTII  \  LITLE  BOEE  CALLED 

COL\^  CLOUT, 

COMPILED  BY  MASTER  SSELTON  POET  LAU- 
REATE. 

Sais  consorgat  mccum  adversos  malignantps  ?  aut 
quis  stabit  mecum  adversus  operautos  iniqui- 
tatem  ?  Nemo  domine. 

What  can  it  anaile 
To  dryue  forth  a  snayla 
Or  to  make  a  sayle 
Of  an  herjrnges  tatle 
To  ryme  or  to  rayle 
To  write  or  to  indyte 
Eyther  for  delite 
Or  els  for  despite 
Or  bookcs  to  compile 
Of  diners  maner  of  style 
Vyce  to  reuile 
And  sinne  to  exyle 
To  teacbe  or  to  preche 
As  reason  wyll  reach 
Saye  thys  and  saye  that 
His  head  is  so  fat 
He  wottetb  neuer  what 
Nor  wherof  he  speaketh 
He  cryeth  and  be  creketh 
He  prycth  and  he  peketh 
He  chydes  ami  he  chatters 
He  prates  and  he  patters 
He  clytters  and  he  clatters 
He  medles  and  be  smattert 
He  gloses  and  he  flatters 
Or  if  he  speake  plaine 
Than  he  lacketh  brayne 
He  is  but  a  foole 
Let  him  go  to  scoole 
A  three  footed  stoole 
That  he  may  downe  syt 
For  he  lacketh  wit 
And  if  that  he  hit 
The  nayle  on  the  head 
It  standeth  in  no  stcde 
The  dcnyll  they  say  is  dead 
The  dcuill  ts  dead. 
It  may  wel  vo  be 
Or  els  they  wold  see 
Otherwise  and  flee 
From  worldly  vanitie 
And  fonle  covetousnet 
And  other  wretchcdo'eB 
Fickell  falsenesse 


Varyablenesse 
With  vnstablenesse 

And  if  ye  stand  i  dout 
Who  brought  this  ryme  about 
My  name  is  Colyn  Clout. 
I  propose  to  shake  out 
All  my  conning  bagge 
Lyke  a  clarkely  hagge 
For  though  my  rime  be  ragfed 
Tattered  and  iagged 
Rudely  rayne  beaten 
Rusty  and  moothe  eaten 
If  ye  talke  well  therewytfa 
It  bath  in  it  some  pith 
For  as  finrra  as  I  can  see 
It  is  wrong  with  eche  degree 
For  the  temporaky 
Accuseth  the  spirttnalty 
The  spirituati  agasm 
Doth  grudge  and  compUia 
Upon  temporall  men 
Tfms  eche  of  other  blether 
The  tone  against  the  tother 
Alas  they  make  me  shoder 
For  in  boiler  moder 
The  churche  is  ptit  in  faulte 
The  prelates  ben  so  haut 
They  say  and  loke  so  bye 
As  though  they  wold  flye 
AtHMie  the  sterry  sky 

Lay  men  say  indcdc 
How  they  take  no  hede 
Their  sely  thepe  to  fede 
But  plucke  away  and  pal 
The  flcces  of  their  wall 
Unncthes  they  leve  a  locke 
Of  wull  amonge  their  flocke 
And  as  for  theyr  eonnyng 
A  glummmg  and  a  mummyng 
And  make  therof  a  iape 
Tbcy  gaspe  and  they  gape 
Al  to  haue  promocion 
There  is  their  whole  deuocion 
With  money,  if  it  will  hap 
To  cath  the  forked  cap 
Forsotb  they  are  to  lewd 
To  say  so  all  be  shrewd 

What  trow  ye  they  say  more 
Of  the  byshoppes  lore 
How  in  matters  they  be  raw 
They  lumber  forth  the  law 
To  herke  Jacke  and  Gyl 
Whan  they  put  vp  a  bil 
And  judge  it  as  they  will 
For. other  mens  skill 
Expounding  out  their  clauses 
And  leaue  their  owne  causes 
In  their  principal  cure 
They  make  but  lytle  sore 
And  meddels  very  light 
In  the  churches  right 
But  ire  and  venire  , 

And  sol  fa,  so  alamire 
That  the  prcmenire 
Is  like  to  be  set  a  Are 
In  their  jurisdictions 
Through  temporall  afflictions 
Men  say  they  haue  prescriptions 
Against  the  spiritual  contradictions 
Accompting  them  as  fictions 
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And  whiles  the  beades  doe  this 
The  remnaunt  is  amis 
Of  the  clei-gy  all 
Both  g^eat  and  small 
I  wot  neuer  how  they  warke 
But  thus  the  people  carke 
And  surely  Uius  they  say 
Byshoppes  if  they  may 
Smal  houses  wold  kepc 
But  slumbre  forth  and  slepe 
And  assay  to  crepe 
Within  the  noble  walles 
Of  the  kinges  hatles 
To  fat  their  bodies  full 
Their  soules  lame  and  dul 
And  haue  ful  litle  care 
How  euil  their  shepe  fare 

The  temporality  say  plain 
How  bishoppes  disdain 
Sermons  for  to  make 
Or  such  labour  to  take 
And  for  to  say  trouth 
A  ^reat  part  is  ful  slouth 
But  the  greatest  part 
Is  for  they  haue  but  smal  art 
And  right  sclender  cunnyng 
Within  their  heades  wunning 
But  this  reason  they  take 
How  they  are  able  to  make 
With  their  gold  and  treasure 
Clerkes  out  of  measure 
And  yet  that  is  a  pleasure 
How  be  it  some  there  bee 
Almost  two  or  three 
Of  that  dignity 
Full  worshipful  Clerkes 
As  appeareth  by  their  werkei 
Like  Aaron  aud  Ure 
The  wolfe  from  the  dore 
To  wary  and  to  kepe 
From  their  gostly  shepe 
And  thtir  spiritual  lammea 
Sequestred  from  rammes 
And  from  the  herded  gotea 
With  their  hery  cotes 
Set  nought  by  gold  ne  grotei 
Their  names  if  i  durst  tel. 

But  they  are  lothe  to  mel 
And  lothe  to  hang  the  bei 
About  the  cattes  necke 
For  dred  to  haue  a  checke 
They  are  fain  to  play,  di  uz  deck 
How  be  it  they  are  good  men 
Much  harted  lyke  an  hen 
Their  lessons  forgotten  they  haue 
That  Becket  them  gaue 
Thomas  manum  mittit  ad  fortia 
Spernit  damna  spernit  opprobria 
Nulla  Thomam  frangit  injuria 
But  now  euery  spirituall  father 
Men  say  they  had  rather 
Spende  muche  of  their  share 
Than  to  be  combred  with  care 
Spende,  nay  but  spare 
For  let  see  who  that  dare 
Shoe  the  mockish  mare 
They  make  her  winch  and  kicke 
But  it  is  not  worthe  a  leeke 
Boldnesse  is  to  seeke 


The  churche  for  to  defende 
Take  me  as  I  intende 
For  lothe  1  am  to  offende 
In  thys  that  I  haue  pende 
I  tell  you  as  men  say 
Amend  when  ye  may 
For  usque  ad  montem  fare 
Men  say  ye  cannot  appare 
For  some  say  ye  hunt  in  parkes 
And  hanke  on  hobby  larkes 
And  other  wanton  warkes 
When  the  night  darkes. 

What  hath  laymen  to  doe 
The  gray  gose  for  to  shoe 
Lyke  houndes  of  hell 
They  cry  and  they  yell 
How  that  ye  sell 
The  grace  of  the  Holy  Gost 
Thus  they  make  their  host 
Through  euery  cost 
How  some  of  you  do  eat 
In  Lenton  season  tesh  meat 
Fesauntea  patriche  and  cranes 
Men  call  you  therfore  prophanes 
Ye  picke  no  shrympes  nor  pranes 
Saltfish,  stockfish  nor  herring 
It  is  not  for  your  wearing 
Nor  in  holy  Lenton  season 
Ye  wil  neither  beanes  ne  peason 
But  ye  looke  to  be  let  loose 
To  a  pygge  or  to  a  goose 
Your  george  not  endewed 
Without  a  capon  stewed 
Or  a  stewed  cocke 
Under  her  sur6ed  smocke 
And  her  wanton  wodicocke 

And  how  when  ye  geue  ciders 
In  your  prouinciaU  borders 
As  insipientes 
Some  are  insafficientes 
Some  parum  sapientes 
Some  nihil  intelligentes 
Some  valde  negligentes 
Some  nullum  sensum  habentes 
But  bestially  and  vntaught 
But  whan  they  haue  once  caught 
DomtDUS  vobiscum  by  the  bed 
Than  renne  they  in  euere  stede 
God  wot  with  dronken  nolles 
Yet  take  they  cures  of  soules 
And  wotetb  neuer  what  they  rede 
Pater  noster  nor  Crede 
Construe  not  worth  a  whistle 
Nether  Gospel  nor  Pistle 
Theyr  Mattios  madly  sayde 
Nothing  deuoutly  praid 
Their  learning  is  so  small 
Their  prymes  and  houres  iai' 
And  lepe  out  of  their  lippes 
Lyke  sawdust  or  dry  chippes 
I  speake  not  now  of  al 
But  the  moste  parte  in  general 
Of  suche  vagabundus 
Speaketh  totus  mundus 
How  some  syng  let  abundus 
At  euerye  ale  stake 
With  welcome  hake  and  make 
By  the  bread  that  God  brake 
I  am  sory  for  your  sake 
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I  speake  not  of  the  god  wife 
But  of  their  apostles  lyfe 
Cum  ipsis  vel  illis 
Sui  manent  in  villis 
Est  uxor  vel  ancilla 
Wetcome  Jacke  and  Gilla 
My  prety  Petronylla 
And  you  wil  be  stilta 
You  shall  haue  your  wylla 
Of  such  pater  no&ter  pekes 
All  the  worlde  speakes. 

In  you  the  faut  is  supposed 
For  that  they  are  not  apposed 
By  iast  examinacion 
By  conning  and  conuersation 
They  haue  none  instruction 
To  make  a  true  construction 
A  priest  without  a  letter 
Without  his  vcrtue  be  greater 
Dootlesse  were  much  better 
Upon  him  for  to  take 
A  mattocke  or  a  rake 
Alas  for  very  shame 
Some  can  not  declyne  their  name 
Some  cannot  scarsly  rede 
And  yet  will  not  drede 
For  to  kepe  a  cnre. 
And  in  nothing  is  sure 
This  domine  vobiscum 
As  wyse  a  Tom  a  thrum 
A  chapla]nae  of  truste 
layth  all  in  the  dust 

Thus  I  Coliii  Qout 
As  I  go  about 
And  wandryng  as  I  waike 
1  heare  the  people  talke 
Men  say  for  syiuer  and  golde 
Miters  are  bought  and  sold 
There  shall  no  clergy  appose 
A  myter  nor  a  crosse 
But  a  full  purse 

A  straw  for  Goddes  curse 
What  ore  they  the  worse 
For  a  simoniake. 
Is  but  a  bermoniake 
And  no  more  ye  make 
Of  symony  men  say 
But  a  childes  play 

Ouer  this  the  forsayd  laye 
Report  how  the  pope  maye 
A  holy  anker  call 
Ont  of  the  stony  wall 
And  hym  a  bysshopp  make 
If  he  on  htm  dare  take 
To  kepe  so  bard  a  rule 
To  ryile  vpon  a  mule 
Wyth  golde  all  be  trapped 
In  purple  and  paule  be  lapped 
Some  hatted  and  some  capped 
Rycbely  be  wrapped 
God  wot  to  theyr  great  paynes 
In  rotchettes  of  fine  raynes 
Whyte  as  morowes  my  Ike 
Their  taheites  of  fine  silke 
Their  stirops  of  mixt  golde  begarded 
Their  may  no  cost  be  spared 
Their  moyles  golde  doth  eate 
Theyr  neighbours  dye  for  meat 

What  care  they  though  Gill  sweat 


Of  Jacke  of  the  Noke 

The  pore  people  they  yoke 

With  sommous  and  citacions 

And  excommunications 

Aboute  churches  and  market 

The  byshop  on  his  carpet 

At  home  full  soft  doth  syt 

This  is  a  feareful  fyt 

To  heare  the  people  iangle 

Now  warely  they  wrangle 

Alas  why  do  ye  not  handle 

And  them  all  mangle 

Full  felsly  on  you  they  lye 

And  shamefully  you  ascry 

And  say  as  vntruly 

As  the  butter  fly 

A  man  might  say  in  mocke 

Ware  the  wethercocke 

Of  thee  steple  of  Poules, 

And  thus  they  hurt  their  soules 

In  sclaunderyng  you  for  truth 

Alas  it  is  great  ruthe 

Some  say  ye  sit  in  trones 

Like  prynces  aquilonis 

And  shryne  your  rotten  bones 

With  pearles  and  precious  stones 

But  how  the  commons  groaes 

And  the  people  mones 

For  preestes  and  for  lones 

Lent  and  neuer  payde 

But  from  day  to  day  delaid 

The  commune  welth  decayd 

Men  say  ye  are  tunge  tayde 

And  therof  speake  nothing 

But  dissimuling  and  glosing 

Wherfore  men  be  supposing 

That  ye  geue  shrewd  counsel 

Against  the  commune  wel 

By  pollyng  and  pillage 

In  cities  and  village 

By  taxyng  and  toUage 

Ye  haue  monks  to  haue  the  ciderage 

For  coueryng  of  an  old  cottage 

That  committed  is  a  collage 

In  the  charter  of  dottage 

Tenure  par  service  de  sottage 

And  not  par  service  de  socage 

After  old  segnyours 

And  the  learning  of  Utleton  tenours 

Ye  haue  so  ouerthwarted 

That  good  lawes  are  subuerted 

And  good  reason  peruerted 

Religious  men  are  fayne 
For  to  turne  agayoe 
In  secula  seculorum 
And  to  forsake  their  coram 
And  vagabundare  per  foram 
And  take  a  fyne  meritorum 
Contra  i!egulam  morum 
Aut  blacke  monacorum 
Aut  canonicorum 
Aut  Bernard inorum 
Aut  crucifixorum 
And  to  synge  from  place  to  place 
Lyke  apostataas 

And  the  selfe  same  game 
Begon  and  now  with  shame 
Amoogest  the  sely  nunnes 
My  lady  now  she  runnes 
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Dame  Sybly  our  aljbesse 

Dame  Dorutho  and  lady  Besse 

Dame  Sare  our  pryoresse 

Out  of  they r  cloyster  and  quere 

With  an  heauye  cheere 

Must  cast  vp  their  blacke  vayles— 

What  CoJin  there  tboti  shades 

Yet  thus  with  yll  bayles 

The  lay  fee  people  rayles 

And  all  they  laye 
On  you  prelates  and  soy 
Ye  do  wroug  and  no  righte 
To  put  them  thus  to  flight 
No  Matins  at  midnight 
Boke  and  chalis  gone  quite 
Plucke  away  the  leadea 
Ouer  theyr  heades 
And  sel  away  theyr  bels 
And  al  that  they  haue  els 
Thus  the  people  tels 
Rayles  lyke  rebels 
Rede  shrewdly  and  spels 
And  wyth  foundations  mels 
And  taike  lyke  titiuelles 
How  ye  breake  the  deades  willes 
Turne  monasteris  into  water  miOis 
Of  an  abbey  yc  make  a  graunge 
Your  workes  they  say  are  straunge 
So  that  theyr  founders  soules 
Haue  lost  theyr  beade  roules 
The  mony  for  theyr  masses 
Spent  among  wanton  lasses 
The  Dirtgcs  are  forgotten 
Their  founders  lye  there  rotten 
But  where  theyr  soules  dwel 
Therwith  I  wil  not  mel 
What  could  the  Turke  do  more 
Wyth  all  hys  false  lore 
Turke,  Sarazen  or  Jew 
I  report  me  to  you 

O  merciful  Jesu 
You  support  and  rescite 
My  stile  for  to  directe 
It  may  take  some  effect 
For  I  abhorre  to  wryte 
How  the  lay  fee  despite 
You  prelates  that  of  ryght 
Should  be  lanternes  of  light 
Ye  Hue  they  say  in  delyte 
Drowned  in  deliciis 
In  gloria  et  diviciis 
Into  honorable  honore 
la  gloria  et  splendore 
Fulgurantes  haste 
Viventes  panim  caste 
Yet  swete  meat  hath  soure  sauce 
For  after  gloria  lans 
Christ  by  crueltie 
Was  nayled  Tpon  a  tree 
He  payed  a  bitter  pencion 
For  mans  redemption 
He  dranke  eisel  and  gall 
To  redeme  vs  withall 
But  swete  Ipocras  ye  drynke 
With  let  the  cat  winke 
Ich  wot  what  eche  other  tbynk 
How  be  It  per  assimule 
Some  men  thinke  that  ye 
Shall  haae  penaltie 
For  your  iniquity 


Note  what  I  say 

And  beare  it  wel  awaye 

If  it  please  not  the  ologyi 

It  is  good  for  astrologis 

For  PthoUne  told  me 

The  Sunne  somtime  to  bee 

In  Aricte 

Ascendent  a  degree 

What  Scorpion  descending 

Was  so  then  pretending 

All  fisUll  for  one 

That  shall  sit  on  a  trone 

Aud  rule  all  thinges  alone 

Your  teeth  whet  on  this  bone 

Amongst  you  euery  chone 

And  let  Collyn  Clout  haue  none 

Maner  of  cause  to  mone 

Lay  salve  to  your  own  sore 

For  els  as  I  sayd  before 

After  gloria  laus 

May  come  a  soure  sauce 

Soiy  tberfore  am  I 

But  troutb  can  neuer  lye 

With  language  thus  pointed 
Holy  church  is  bruted 
And  shamefully  confuted 
My  pen  now  wyll  I  sharpe 
And  wrest  vp  my  harpe 
With  sharpe  twinking  trebels 
Agaynst  al  such  rebels 
That  labour  to  confound 
And  bring  the  church  to  the  ground 
As  ye  may  daily  see 
Howe  the  laye  fee 
Of  one  affinitee 
Consente  and  agree 
Agaynst  thecnurche  to  be 
And  the  dignitee 
Of  the  byshoppes  fee 

And  eyther  ye  be  to  bad 
Or  els  they  are  mad 
Of  this  to  report 
But  vnder  your  supporte, 
Tyll  my  dying  day 
I  shall  bothe  wryte  and  say 
And  ye  shall  do  the  same 
How  they  are  to  blame 
You  thus  to  difiame 
For  it  maketh  me  sad 
How  that  the  people  are  glade 
The  church  to  depraue 
And  some  there  are  that  raue 
Presuming  on  their  wit 
Whan  there  is  neuer  a  whit 
To  maintaine  argumentes 
Against  the  sacramentes 
Some  make  epilogation 
Of  highe  predestination 
And  of  residenation 
They  make  interpretation 
Of  an  a^vquard  facion 
And  of  the  prescience 
Of  diuine  essence 
And  what  ipostatis 
Of  Christes  manhode  is 
Such  logike  mdi  wyl  chop 
And  in  their  fury  hope 
When  the  good  ale  sop 
Dothe  daunce  in  their  fore  top 
Both  women  and  men 
Such  ye  may  wel  know  and  ken 
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Tbat  a^ayn  presthode 
Their  malice  spred  abrode 
Railing  hainously 
And  disdainously 
Of  priestly  dignities 
But  their  maligpnities 

And  some  haue  a  smacke 
Of  Luthers  sacke 
And  a  brenning  sparke 
Of  Luthers  warke  - 
And  are  somwhat  suspect 
In  Luthers  sect 
And  some  of  them  barke 
Clatter  and  carpe 
Of  that  heresy  art       ^ 

'  Called  Wicleuista 
The  deuelishe  dogmatista 
And  some  be  Husxians 
And  some  bee  Arrians 
And  some  be  Pollegians 
And  make  much  varians 
Betwene  the  clergy 
And  the  temporalty 
How  the  church  hath  to  mickel 
And  they  haue  to  litel 
And  bring  him  in  materialities 
And  qualified  qualities 
Of  pluralities 
Of  tryalities 
And  of  tot  quottes 
They  commune  like  Scottes 
As  commeth  to  their  lottes 
Of  prebendaries  and  deanes 
How  some  of  them  gleanes 
And  gathered  up  the  store 
For  to  catch  more  and  more 
Of  persons  and  vicaries 
They  make  many  outcryes 
They  cannot  kepe  theyr  wiues 
From  them  for  theyr  lyues 
And  thus  the  losels  striues 
And  lewdly  says  by  Christ 
Agaynste  the  sely  priest 
Alas  and  wel  awaye 
What  ayles  theym  thus  to  saye 
They  mought  be  better  adnised 
Then  to  be  disgised 
But  they  haue  enterprysed 
And  shamefullye  surmised 
How  prelacy  is  sold  and  bought 

-  And  come  vp  of  nought 
And  where  the  prelates  be 
Come  of  low  degre 
And  set  in  maiesty 
And  spirituall  dignity 
Farwel  benignity 
Farwell  simplicitye 
Farwel  humilitye 
Farwel  good  charity 

Ye  are  so  puffed  wyth  pryde 
That  no  man  may  abide 
Your  high  and  lordly  lokes 
Ye  cast  up  then  your  bokes 
And  vertue  is  forgotten 
For  then  ye  wyi  be  wroken 
Of  eucry  light  quarel 
And  cal  a  lord  a  iauel 
A  knight  a  knaue  to  make 
Ye  Jwste,  ye  face,  ye  crake 
And  ypon  you  take 


To  rule  king  and  kayser 

And  if  you  maye  haue  layser 

Ye  bryng  all  to  nought 

And  that  is  all  your  thought 

For  the  lordes  tcmporall 

Their  rule  is  very  small 

Almost  nothing  at  at 

Men  say  how  ye  appal 

The  noble  bloud  royal 

In  emest  and  in  game 

Ye  are  the  lesse  to  blame 

For  lordes  of  noble  bloude 

If  they  wel  understand 

How  conning  might  them  auaunce 

They  would  pype  you  another  daunce 

Rut  noble  men  borne 

To  learne  they  haue  scoiiie 

But  hunt  and  blowe  an  home 

Leape  over  lakes  and  dikes 

Set  nothing  by  politikes 

Therfore  ye  kepe  them  bace 

And  mocke  them' to  their  face 

This  is  a  petious  case 

To  you  that  ouer  the  whcele 

Loi^es  must  couch  and  knele 

And  breake  theyr  hose  at  the  knee 

As  daily  men  may  see 

And  to  remembraunce  call 

Fortune  so  turneth  the  ball 

And  ruleth  so  ouer  all 

That  honour  hath  a  great  fall. 

Shal  I  tcl  you  more,  ye  shal 
I  am  loth  to  tcl  all 
But  the  communally  ye  call 
Idols  of  Babilon 
De  terra  Zabulon 
De  terra  Ncptalym 
For  you  love  to  go  trim 
Brought  vp  of  poore  estate 
Wyth  pryde  inordinate 
Sodaynly  vpstarte 
From  the  dong  cart 
The  mattockes  and  the  shule 
To  reynge  and  to  rule 
And  haue  no  gprace  to  thynke 
How  they  were  wont  to  drynke 
Of  a  lether  bottell 
With  a  knauish  stoppel 
Whan  mamockes  was  your  mcate 
With  mould  bread  to  eat 
Ye  would  none  other  geate 
To  chew  and  to  gnaw 
To  fil  therwith  your  maw 
Lodged  in  the  strawe 
Couching  yeur  drousy  heades 
Somtime  in  lousy  beddcs 
Alaslhis  is  out  of  tninde 
Ye  grow  now  out  of  kynde 
Many  one  haue  but  windc 
And  make  the  commons  blinde 
But  qui  se  existimat  stara 
Let  him  wel  beware 
Least  that  his  fete  slip 
And  haue  such  a  trip 
And  falle  in  such  dncay 
That  all  the  world  myght  say 
Come  down  on  the  diuels  way 

Yet  ouer  all  that 
Of  byshops  they  chat 
That  though  ye  round  your  hcare 
An  ynchc  aboue  y»ur  eure 
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And  aures  paten tei 
And  pa  rum  intendentes 
And  your  coui-sers  be  trapped 
Your  eares*  tl.cy  be  stopp^ 
For  inaister  adulator 
And  dortour  aasentator 
And  blandior  blandiris 
With  mentor  mentiris 
They  folow  your  dcsyres 
That  ye  can  not  espie 
And  so  they  Mere  your  eye 
^ow  the  male  doth  wrye 

Alas  for  Gods  will 
Whyc  sytte  ye  prelates  styl 
And  suffer  all  this  yll 
Ye  bishoppe  of  estates 
Shoulde  open  the  brode  gates 
For  your  spiritual  charge 
And  confoit  at  large 
Like  lautemes  of  light 
In  the  peoples  sighte 
In  pulpettes  anteutike 
For  the  wele  publike 
Of  priesthod  in  this  case 
And  ahvayes  to  chase 
Suche  manner  of  sismatikes^ 
And  halfe  hereiikes 
That  wold  intoxicate 
That  wold  conquinatc 
That  wold  contaminate 
And  that  would  violate 
And  that  would  derogate 
And  that  would  abrogate 
The  church  is  high  estate 
After  this  manner  rates 
The  whyche  shoulde  be 
Bothe  frank e  and  free 
And  haue  their  liberty 
And  of  antiquity 
It  was  ratetyed 
And  also  gratefyed 
By  holy  binodals 
And  buU  papals 
As  it  is  res  ecrta 
Conteygned  in  Magna  Carta, 

But  maister  Damian 
Or  some  other  man 
That  clerkely  is,  and  can 
Wcl  scripture  expound 
And  textcs  ,(rrounde. 
His  benefire  worth  ten  pound 
Or  skant  worth  twenty  marke 
And  yet  a  noble  clerke 
He  must  do  this  werke 
As  I  know  a  part 
Some  maystcrs  of  art 
Some  doctours  of  law 
Some  learned  in  other  saw 
As  in  diuinitie 
That  hath  no  dignitle 
But  the  pore  degree 
Of  the  vniuersitie 
Or  elsse  frere  Fredericke 
Or  els  frere  Dominike 
Or  frere  Husrulinus 
Or  frere  AgustUiua 
Or  frere  Carmelus 
That  gostly  can  heale  ts 
Or  elsse  if  we  maye 
Get  a  frere  Graye 


Or  elsse  of  the  ord«r 
Uppon  Grenewicbe  border 
Called  observannce 
And  a  frere  of  Frannce 
Or  elsse  the  poore  Scot 
It  muste  come  to  his  lot 
To  shote  forth  bis  shot 
Or  of  Babuell  beside  Bery 
To  postell  vpon  a  kyry 
That  woulde  it  shoutde  be  noted 
How  scripture  should  be  coted 
And  so  clerkle  promoted 
And  yet  the  frere  doted 
Men  say 

But  your  auctority 
And  your  noble  fee 
And  your  dignitie 
Should  be. imprinted  brtter 
Then  all  the  freres  letter 
For  yf  ye  wolde  take  payne 
To  preache  a  worde  or  twayne 
Though  it  were  neuer  so  playner 
With  clauses  two  or  three 
So  as  they  mighte  be 
Compendiouslye  conueyed 
Tliose  wordes  should  be  more  wdd 
And  better  perceyued 
And  thankfully  receyued 
And  better  shoulde  remayne 
Amonge  the  people  playne 
That  wdde  your  wordes  retaync 
And  reherse  them  agayne 
Than  a  thousand  thousand  other 
The  blabcr,  barke  and  blotber 
And  make  a  Walshman's  hose 
Of  the  text  and  of  the  slose 

For  protestation  made 
That  I  will  not  wade 
Farther  in  this  brooke 
Nor  farther  for  to  looke. 
In  deuising  of  this  boke 
But  answer  that  I  may 
For  my  self  alwaye 
Eyther  analogice 
Or  els  rathagorice 
So  that  in  diuinitee 
Doctors  that  learned  be 
Nor  bachelers  of  that  faculty 
That  hath  taken  degre 
lo  the  vniuersitie 
Shall  not  be  objected  for  me> 

But  doctour  Bullatus 
Parum  litteratus 
Bom  in  us  doctoratus 
At  the  brode  gatua 
Doctour  Daupatus 
And  bacheler  bacheleratus 
Dronken  aS  a  mouse 
At  the  ale  house 
Taketh  his  pillion  and  his  ca[V 
At  the  good  ale  tap 
For  lacke  of  good  wyue 
As  wyse  as  Robin  swine 
Under  a  notaries  signe 
Was  made  a  diuine 
As  wise  as  Walton>8  calfe 
Must  preache  a  god^les  halfe 
In  the  pulpyt  solempniy 
More  meet  in  a  piUory 
For  by  sainct  HiUuy 
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He  can  nothing  smatter 

Of  logike  nor  scole  matter 

Neytber  silogisare 

Nor  of  emptimeniare 

Nor  knoweth  his  eloqaence 

Nor  his  predicameoce. 
And  yet  he  will  mel 

To  amend  the  gospel 

And  wil  preach  and  tel 

What  they  do  in  hel 

And  he  dare  not  wel  neueo' 

What  they  do  in  hauen 

Nor  how  far  Temple  bare  is 

From  the  seuen  starres 
Nowe  will  I  goe 

And  tel  of  other  moe 

Semper  protestando 

De  non  impugnando 

The  foure  orders  of  fryers 

Thonghe  some  of  them  be  lyen 

As  limiters  at  large 

Wyll  charge  and  discharge 

As  many  a  fryar  God  wot 

Preaches  for  his  grote 

Flatterynge  for  a  new  cote 

And  for  to  have  hys  fees 

Some  to  gather  cheese 

Lothe  they  are  to  lese 

Eyther  come  or  mault 

Sometime  meale  and  sault 

Sometime  a  bacon  flicke 

That  is  three  Bngers  tbycke 

Of  larde  and  of  greace 

Their  couent  to  encreace 
I  put  you  out  of  doubt 

This  cannot  be  brought  about 

Bat  they  their  ton^s  file 

And  make  a  pleasaunte  style 

To  Margerye  and  to  Maude 

Howe  they  haue  no  fraude 

And  somtyme  they  prouoke 

Bothe  Gyll  and  Jacke  at  noke 
Their  duties  to  withdraw 
That  they  ought  by  the  lawe 

Their  curates  to  content 
In  open  time  and  in  Lente  , 

Ood  wot  they  take  great  pajrne 
To  flatter  and  to  fayne 
But  it  is  an  olde  sayd  saw 
That  neede  hath  no  lawe 
Some  walke  aboute  in  melottes 
In  gray  russet  and  hery  cotes 
Some  wil  neytber  golde  ne  grotes 
Some  pluck  a  partrich  in  remotes 
And  by  the  barres  if  her  tayle 
Wil  know  a  rauen  from  a  rayle 
A  quailythe  raile,  and  the  old  rauen 
Sed  libera  nos  a  malo.    Amen. 
And  by  dud  am  their  Clementine 
Against  curates  repine 
And  say  proprely  they  are  sacerdotes 
To  shryoe,  assoyle  aud  reles 
Bame  Margeries  soule  out  of  hel 
But  when  the  frier  fel  in  the  weT 
He  could  not  sing  himselfe  therout 
But  by  the  hc-lpe  of  Christian  clout 

Another  Clementine  also 
How  frere  Fabion,  with  other  mo 
Ezivit  de  paradiso 
Whan  they  again  thither  shall  coma 
B%  hoe  petimus  consilium 


And  through  all  the  world  they  go 
With  dirige  and  placebo. 

But  now  my  minde  ye  vnderstand 
For  they  muste  take  in  hand 
To  preach  and  to  withstand 
•  Al  maner  of  abiections 
For  bishops  haue  protections 
They  say  to  do  corrections 
But  they  haue  no  a  flections 
To  take  the  sayd  directions 
In  such  mauer  of  cases 
Meu  say  they  beare  no  faces 
To  occupy  such  places 
To  sow  the  sede  of  graces 
Their  hartes  are  so  fayotcd 
And  they  be  so  attaynted 
With  coueitous  and  ambicion 
And  other  supersticion 
That  they  be  deafe  and  dum 
And  play  scylen»  and  glum 
Can  say  nothing  but  munu 
They  occupy  theym  so 
With  singing  placebo 
They  wil  no  fortber  go 
They  had  leuer  to  please 
And  take  their  worldly  ease 
Than  to  take  on  hand 
Worshyp  to  wythstande 

Such  temporal  war  and  bate 
As  nowe  is  made  of  late 
Against  holy  cburcbc  estate 
Or  to  mayntayne  good  quarelles 
The  lay  men  call  them  barrelles^ 
Full  of  glotony 
And  of  hypocrisye 
That  counterfaytes  and  paints 
As  they  were  saintes 
In  matters  that  them  lyke 
They  shew  them  politike. 

Pretending  granitic 
And  sygnyorytie 
With  all  solempnilie 
For  their  indempnitie 
For  they  will  haue  no  lesse- 
Of  a  pcny,  nor  of  a  crosse 
Of  their  prediall  landes 
That  Cometh  to  their  handes 
And  as  fiirre  as  they  dare  set 
Al  is  fyshe  that  cometh  to  net 
Building  royally 
Thier  mancions  curiously 
With  turrettes  and  with  loures^ 
With  halles  and  with  boures 
Streching  to  the  starres 
With  glasse  windowes  and  barres 
Hangyng  about  the  walles 
Clothes  of  golde  and  palles 
Arras  of  rye  he  araye 
Fresbe  as  flourcs  in  Maye 
^  Wyth  dame  Dyana  naked 
Howe  lusty e  Venus  quaked 
And  howe  Cupide  sbaked 
His  darte  and  bente  hys  bowe 
For  to  shote  a  crowe 
At  her  tyrly  tyrlowe 
And  how  Paris  of  Troye 
Daunced  a  lege  de  moy 
Made  lusty e  sporte  and  ioye 
With  dame  Helyn  the  queene 
With  such  storyes  by  dccn 
Their  chambres  wel  be  seea 
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Witli  triampbes  of  Cesar 
And  of  his  Pompeius  war 
Of  renowne  and  of  fame 
By  them  to  ^et  a  name 

Nowe  all  the  world  stares 
How  they  ryde  in  goodly  cbarei 
Conucyed  by  olyphantcs 
With  lauriat  garlantes 
And  by  ▼nycornes 
With  their  semely  homes 
Upon  these  beastes  riding 
Naked  boyes  striding 
With  wanton  wenches  winkyng 
Now  truly  to  my  thinkyng 
That  is  a  speculacion 
And  a  mete  meditacion 
For  prelates  of  estate 
Their  courage  to  abate 
From  worldly  wontonnes 
Their  chambre  thus  to  dres 
With  such  parfetnes 
And  all  such'holynes 
How  be  it  they  let  down  fall 
Their  churches  cathedral 

Squire  knight  and  lord 
That  the  church  remord 
With  all  temporal  people 
They  runne  against  the  steeple 
Thus  talkyng  and  tcllinge 
How  some  of  you  are  mellynge 
Yet  soft  and  fayre  for  sweUyng 
Beware  of  a  queanes  yelling 
It  is  a  besy  thing 
For  one  man  to  rule  a  kyog 
Alone  and  make  rekeuyng 
To  gouerne  oucr  all 
And  rule  a  ivalme  royall 
By  one  mannes  wit 
Fortune  may  cbaunce  to  flit 
And  when  be  wencth  to  syt 
Yet  may  he  mysse  the  quitshon 
For  I  red  a  preposicion 
Sum  regibus  diroicare 
£t  omnibus  dominare 
£t  supra  te  pravare 
Wherefore  be  bathe  good  vre 
That  can  himselie  assure 
How  fortune  wyl  endure 
Than  let  reason  you  support 
For  the  commonalte 
That  they  baue  great  wonder 
That  ye  kepe  them  so  Tnder 
Yet  they  meruayle  so  muche  lesse 
For  ye  play  so  at  the  chesse 
As  they  suppose  and  gesse 
That  some  of  you  but  late 
Hath  played  so  checkmate 
With  lordes  of  great  estate 
After  such  a  rate 
That  they  shall  mel  nor  make 
Nor  vpon  them  take 
For  kyng  nor  kayser  sake 
Bnt  at  the  pleasure  of  one 
That  ruleth  the  rest  alone* 

Helas,  I  saye  Helas 
Ho^e  maye  this  come  to  passe 
That  a  man  shall  heare  a  masse 
And  not  so  hardy  on  his  head 
To  loke  on  God  in  forme  of  bread 
But  that  the  paryshe  derke 
There  vpon  must  herke 


Aud  graunt  him  at  his  askyng 
For  to  see  the  sacryng 

And  buw  may  this  accord 
No  man  to  our  souerayne  lorde 
So  hardy  to  make  sute 
Nor  to  execute 
His  comniaundement 
Without  the  assent 
Of  our  president 
Not  to  cxpresse  to  his  person  ' 
Without  your  assentacion 
Graunt  him  his  licence 
To  preace  to  his  presence 
Nor  to  speake  to  him  secretly 
Openly  nor  preuyly 
Without  his  president  be  by 
Or  els  his  sul)stitute 
Whome  he  wyl  depute 
Neither  earle  ne  duke 
Permitted  by  ^ainct  Luke 
And  by  sweet  sainct  Marke 
This  is  a  wonderous  warke 
That  the  people  talke  this 
Somewhat  there  is  amis 
The  deuill  cannot  stop  their  mouthes 
But  they  will  talk  of  suche  uncouthes 
All  that  euer  they  ken 
Against  all  spiritual  men. 

Whether  it  be  wronge  or  ryghtc 
Or  els  for  dispighte 
Or  howe  euer  it  hape 
Theyr  tounges  thus  do  clap 
And  through  such  detraction 
They  put  you  to  your  action 
And  whether  they  say  truely 
As  they  may  abide  therby . 
Or  els  that  they  do  lye 
Ye  know  better  than  I 
But  now,  debetii  scire 
And  gronndlye  audire 
In  your  couTentre 
Of  this  prslnunire 
Or  els  in  the  my  re 
They  say  they  will  you  cast 
Therfore  stand  sure  and  fast. 

Stand  sure  and  take  good  fotlng 
And  let  be  al  your  motint; 
Your  gasing  and  your  toting 
And  your  percial  promoting 
Of  those  that  stand  in  your  grace 
But  olde  teruaantes  ye  chase 
And  put  them  out  of  their  place 
Make  ye  no  murmuracion 
Though  I  write  after  this  iacioa 
Though  I  Cdyn  Clout 
Among  the  whole  roate 
Of  you  that  clearkes  be 
Take  rpon  me 
Thus  copiously  to  write 
I  do  it  not  for  no  despite 
Wherfore  take  no  ditdeine 
At  my  stile  rude  and  playtte 
For  I  rebuke  no  man 
That  vertuous  is,  why  thkn 
Wreke  ye  your  anger  on  me 
For  those  that  Tertuous  be 
Haue  no  cause  to  say 
That  1  speake  out  of  the  way* 

Of  no  good  byshop  speake  I 
Nor  good  prett  of  the  dargy 
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G«od  JBrere  nor  good  chanon 
Good  ounne,  nor  good  canon 
Good  monke,  nor  good  clerke 
Nor  of  no  good  werke 
But  my  recoontyng  is 
Of  tbem  that  do  amis 
In  speaking  and  rebelling 
In  hindering  and  disauailing 
Holy  church  our  mother 
One  against  another 
To  vse  such  dispising 
Is  all  my  whole  wry  ting 
To  hinder  no  man  , 
As  neare  as  I  can 
For  no  man  haue  I  named 
Wherfore  should  I  be  blamed 
Ye  ought  to  be  ashamed 
Against  me  to  be  greued 
And  can  tell  no  cause  why 
But  that  I  wryte  trulye 

Then  if  any  ther  be 
Of  high  or  low  degree 
Of  the  spiritualty 
Or  of  the  temporaltye 
That  doth  thinke  or  wene 
Tbat  his  conscience  be  not  clene 
And  feleth  hymselfe  sicke 
Or  touched  on  the  quickc 
Such  grace  God  them  send 
Themself  to  amend. 
For  I  wyll  not  pretend 
Any  man  to  oifende 

Wherfore  as  thinketh  me 
Great  ydeottes  they  be<^ 
And  lytle  grace  they  haue 
This  treatise  to  depraue 
Nor  wil  heare  no  preaching 
Nor  no  vertuous  teaching 
Nor  wil  haue  no  resiting 
Of  any  vertuous  wry  ting 
W^  know  none  intelligence 
To  refourme  their  negligence 
Bat  line  stil  out  of  (acion 
To  their  owne  damnation 
To  do  shame,  they  haue  no  shame 
But  they  wuld  no  man  should  theim  blame 
They  haue  an  euil  name 
But  yet  they  will  occupy  the  same 

With  them  the  worde  of  God 
Is  counted  for  no  rod 
They  count  it  for  a  railinge 
That  nothing  is  nuayling 
The  preachers  with  euil  hailing 
Shal  they  vaunt  vs  prelates 
That  be  their  prymates: 
Not  so  hardy  on  their  pates 
Harke  how  the  losel  prates 
With  a  wide  wesaunte 
Auannte  sur  Guy  of  Gaunt 
Aoaunte  lewde  preest  auaunt 
Auauot  syr  doctoure  Dyuers 
Prate  of  thy  mattens  and  thy  masse 
And  let  oure  matters  passe 
How  darest  thou  Daucocke  md  ? . 
How  darest  tliou  losell 
AUigate  the  gospel 
Against  vs  of  the  counsel 
Auant  to  the  deuill  of  hel 

Take  him  warden  of  the  Fletc 
Set  him  &8te  by  the  fete 
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I  say  lyuetenaunt  of  the  Toure   ' 
Make  this  lurden  for  to  loure 
Lodge  him  in  litle  ease 
Fede  him  with  beanes  and  pease 
The  Kinges  benoh  or  Marshalsy 
Haue  him  thether  by  and  by 
Tlie  villaine  preacheth  openly 
And  declareth  oure  villany 
And  of  our  fre  simplenesse 
He  sayes  that  we  are  rechlesse 
And  full  of  wylfulnesse 
Shameles,  and  merciles 
Incorrigible  and  insaciate 
And  after  this  rate 
Against  vs  doth  prate 

At  Paules  crosse  or  els  where 
Openly  at  Westminster 
And  saynt  Mary  spittel 
They  set  not  by  us  a  whistel 
At  the  Austen  fryers 
They  count  vs  for  lyers 

And  at  saynt  Thomas  of  Akers 
They  carpe  vs  lyk '  crakers 
How  we  wyl  rule  al  at  will 
Without  good  reason  or  skyll 
And  say  how  that  we  be 
Full  of  parcialitie 
And  how  at  a  pronge 
We  tume  right  to  wrong 
Delay  causes  so  longe 
That  right  no  man  can  fong 
They  say  many  matters  be  bom 
By  the  right  of  a  rammes  home 
Is  not  this  a  shamefuU  scoroe? 
To  be  treated  thus  and  tome» 

How  may  we  thos  indufe 
Wherfore  we  make  you  sure 
Ye  preachers  shalbe  yawde 
Some  shalbe  sawde 
As  noble  Ezechiaa 
The  holy  prophet  was 
And  some  of  you  shall  dye 
Lyke  holy  Jeremy 
Some  banged  some  slayn 
Some  beaten  to  the  bnsyne 
And  we  wil  rule  and  rayne 
And  our  matters  maintaine 
Who  dare  say  there  agayne 
Or  who  dare  dysdaine 
At  your  pleasure  and  wil 
For  be  it  good  or  be  it  yll 
As  it  is,  it  shalbe  stil 
For  al  master  doctour  of  ciuill 
Or  of  diuine,  or  doctour  Dryuil 
Ijet  him  cough,  roughe  or  sneuU 
Renne  God,  renne  deuil 
Renne  who  may  renne  best 
And  let  take  all  the  rest 
We  set  not  a  nut  shel 
The  way  to  heauen  or  to  beh 

Lo,  this  is  the  gise  now  a  daye^ 
It  is  to  drede  men  sayes 
Least  they  bee  saducies 
As  they  be  sayd  sayne 
Which  determine  playne 
We  shoulde  not  rise  agayne 
At  dreadful  domes  daye 
And  so  it  semeth  they  play 
Which  hate  to  be  corrected 
Wheu  they  bee  infected 
u 
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Nor  wyll  suffer  this  boke 
By  booke  ne  by  crooke 
Prynted  for  to  be 
For  that  no  man  should  see 
Nor  rede  in  anV  scrolles 
Of  their  dronkea  nolles 
Nor  of  their  noddy  poUes 
Nor  of  theyr  sely  soules 
Nor  of  some  witles  pates 
O^  diuers  great  estates 
As  well  as  other  men 

Now  to  withdraw  my  pen 
And  now  a  while  to  rest 
Me  semetb  it  for  the  beste. 

The  fore  caste!  of  my  ship 
Shall  glide  and  smothely  slip 
Out  of  the  waues  wode 
Of  the  stonnyc  floude 
Shote  anker  and  lye  at  rode 
And  sayle  not  farre  a  brode 
Til  the  cooste  be  clere 
That  the  lode  starre  appere 
My  shyp  now  vryl  1  perc 
Touaitle  the  port  Salu 
Of  our  Sauiour  Jesu 
Such  grace  tliat  he  us  sende 
To  rectify  and  amend 
Thinges  that  are  amis 
Whan  that  his  pleasure  ia, 

In  ope  re  impcrfccto 

In  opere  semper  perfccto 
£t  in  opere  plusquam  ptrfecto 


JI£KE  AfTBR  FOLOWETTH 

A  LITLEBOKE  OF  PHIUP  SPAROW, 
COMPILED  hy  master  §kelt6nj  poet  laureate. 

Pla  ce  bo 
*  Who  is  there  who 
Di  le  xi. 
Dame  Margery 
Fa  re  my  my 
Wberfore  and  why  why 
For  the  soule  of  Philip  Sparow 
That  was  late  slaine  at  Carow 
Amonge  the  ouunes  blake 
For  that  sweet  soules  sake 
And  for  al  Sparowes  soules 
Set  in  our  bead  roalet 
Pater  noster  qui 
With  an  Auo  maria 
And  with  the  comer  of  a  creed 
The  more  sbalbe  your  meed. 

"Whan  I  remembre  agayne 
How  my  Philip  was  slaine 
Neuer  balfc  the  paine 
Was  betwene  you  twayne 
Pyramus  and  Thesbe 
As  than  befell  to  me 
I  wept  and  I  wayled 
The  teares  down  hayled 
But  nothing  it  auailed 
To  call  Philip  agayne 
Whom  Gib  our  cat  hath  slayne. 

Gib  1  say  our  cat 
Worrowed  her  on  that 
Which  I  loucd  beste 
It  cannot  be  exprcst 
My  sorowful  heavy nes 
But  al  without  redrea 


For  within  that  stonnd 
Half  slumbryng  iu  a  sounds 
I  fell  downe  to  the  ground 

Unneth  I  kest  mine  eyes 
Toward  the  cloudy  skyes 
But  when  I  did  behold 
My  Sparow  dead  and  cold 
No  creature  but  that  wold 
Raue  rewed  vpon  me 
To  behold  and  see 
What  heauines  did  me  pange 
Wherwith  -my  handes  I  wrang« 
That  my  senowes  cracked 
As  though  I  had  ben  racked 
So  payned  and  so  strained 
That  no  life  welnye  remained 

I  sighed  and  1  sobbed 
For  that  I  was  robbed 
Of  my  Sparowes  life 
O  mayden,  widow  and  wife 
Of  what  estate  ye  be 
Of  hye  or  low  degre 
Great  sorow  then  ye  might  se 
And  lea  me  to  wepe  at  me 
Such  paynes  did  me  freat 
That  mine  harte  did  beat 
My  visage  pale  and  dead 
Wanne,  and  blue  as  lead 
The  panges  of  hateful  death 
Wei  nye  stopped  my  breathe. 

Heu  heu  me 
That  1  am  woe  for  thee 
Ad  dominnm  cum  tribularer  clamavi 
Of  God  nothing  els  craue  I 

BvT  Philips  soule  to  kepe 
From  the  marees  deepe 
Of  Acherontes  wel 
This  is  a  floud  of  hel 
And  from  the  greate  Pluto 
The  prince  of  endles  woe 
And  from  foule  Alecto 
With  visage  blacke  and  bio 
And  from  Medusa  that  mara 
That  lyke  a  feende  doth  stare 
And  from  Megeras  eddes 
From  rufflinge  of  Philips  fcthers 
And  from  her  firy  sparklinges 
For  burning  of  his  wiuges 
And  from  the  smokes  soure 
Of  Proserpinas  boure 
And  from  the  dcnnes  darke 
Wher  Cerbei-us  doth  barke 
Whom  Theseus  did  afray 
Whom  Hercules  did  out  tray 
As  famous  poetes  saye 
For  that  hel  hounde 
That  lyeth  in  chaynes  bound 
With  gastly  heades  three 
To  Jupiter  pray  wee 
That  Phillip  preserued  maye  bee 
Amen  say  ye  wyth  me. 

Do  mi  nus 

Hcipe  now  sweet  Jesus 
I.<Havi  oculos  meos  in  montis 
Wuld  God  I  had  Xcnopbontis, 

Or  Socrateit  the  wyae 
To  shew  me  their  deuise 
Modemtely  to  take 
Thys  sorow  that  I  make 
For  Pbilyp  Sparowes  sake 
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So  feraently  I  shake 
I  fele  my  body  quake 
80  vrgently  I  am  broughte 
Into  careful  thought 
Like  Aodromaca  Hectors  wife 
"Was  weary  of  her  lyfe 
When  sbe  had  lost  her  joy 
'  Noble  Hector  of  Troy 
In  like  maner  also 
Encreasctb  my  deadly  woe 
For  my  Sparove  is  go 
It  was  so  prety  a  foole 
It  wold  syt  on  a  stoole 
And  learned  after  my  scoole 
For  to  keepe  his  cut 
With  Phillip  kcpe  your  cut 

It  had  a  veluet  cap 
And  wold  syt  upon  my  lap 
And  seke  after  smal  wormes 
And  sonitime  white  bread  crommes 
And  many  times  and  ofle 
Betwene  my  brestes  soft 
It  wold  lye  and  rest 
It  was  propre  and  prest 

Sometime  be  wold  gaspe 
Wh^he  saw  a  waspe 
A  flye  or  a  gnat 
He  woidd  fly  at  that 
And  pretely  he  would  pant 
When  he  saw  an  ant 
Lord  how  be  wold  pry 
After  the  batter  fly 
Lord  how  he  wold  hop 
After  tbe  gressop 
And  whan  I  sayd,  Phyp  Phip 
Then  he  wold  leape  and  skip 
And  take  me  by  the  lip 
Alas  it  wyl  me  sloe 
That  Philip  is  gone  me  fro 

Si  in  i  qui  ta  tes 
Alas  I  was  euil  at  ease 

Oe  profoondis  clamavi 
When  I  saw  my  Sparow  dye. 

NowB  after  my  dome 
Dame  Sulpicia  at  Rome 
Whose  name  registred  was 
Por  ener  in  tables  of  bras 
Because  shee  did  pas 
In  poesy  to  endyte 
And  eloquently  to  write 
Thuuirh  she  wold  pretend 
My  Sparow  to  commend 
1  trow  she  could  not  amende 
Reporting  the  vertues  al 
Of  my  Sparow  royal 

For  it  would  come  and  go 
And  fie  so  to  and  fro 
And  on  me  it  wold  leape 
Whan  I  was  asleape 
And  his  fethers  shake 
Wher  wyth  hee  wold  make 
Me  often  for  to  wake 
And  for  to  take  him  in 
Upon  my  naked  skin 
God  wot  we  thought  no  syn 
What  though  he  crept  so  low 
It  was  no  hurt  I  trow 
He  did  nothinge  perdee 
But  syt  vpon  my  knee 


Philip  though  hee  were  nis« 
In  hym  it  was  no  vise 
Phillip  had  leaoe  to  go 
To  pike  my  little  too 
Phillip  myght  be  bold 
And  do  what  be  wold 
Philip  would  seke  and  take 
All  the  flees  blake 
That  he  ooukl  there  espye 
With  his  wanton  eye 

0  pe  ra 
I^  sol  fa  fa 

Confitebor  tibi  domine  toto  corde  mco 
Alas  1  wold  ride  and  go 

A  THOUSAND  mile  of  grounde 
If  any  such  might  be  founde 
It  were  worth  an  hundretb  pounde 
Of  kyng  Cresus  golde 
Or  of  Artalus  the  old 
Tbe  ryche  prynce  of  Pargame 
Who  so  list  the  story  to  see 
Cadinus  that  his  sister  sought 
And  he  should  be  boughte 
For  gold  and  fee 
He  should  oner  the  see 
To  wete,  if  he  coulde  bryng 
Any  of  the  sprynge 
Or  any  of  the  bloude 
But  who  so  vnderstode 
Of  medias  arte 
I  wold  I  had  a  parte 
Of  her  crafty  magike 
My  Sparow  than  shonlde  be  quycke 
Wyth  a  chaniie  oy  twaine 
And^ilay  with  me  agayne 
But  al  this  is  in  vaina 
Thus  fbr  to  complaine 

1  tuke  my  sampler  ones 
Of  purpose  for  the  nones 
To  sow  wyth  stiches  of  silke 
My  Sparow  white  as  mylke 
That  by  representacion 

Of  his  image  and  iacion 

To  me  it  might  importe 

Some  pleasure  and  comfort 

For  my  solace  and  sporte 

But  whan  I  was  sowing  his  beke 

Me  thought  my  Sparow  dyd  speake 

And  open  his  prety  bill 

Saying,  maid  ye  are  in  wil 

Again  me  for  to  kil 

Ye  pricke  me  in  the  head 

With  that  my  nedle  ware  red 

Me  thought  of  Philyps  blonde 

Mine  here  right  tpstode 

And  was  in  such  a  fraye 

My  speche  was  taken  awaye 

I  kest  downe  that  there  was 

And  $ayd  alas,  alas 

How  commeth  this  to  pas 

My  fingers  dead  and  cold 

Could  not  my  sampler  Iiold 

My  nedle  and  threde 

I  throe  awaye  for  drede 

Tbe  best  now  that  I  may 

Is  fbr  his  soule  to  pray. 

A  porta  inferi 
Good  Lord  haue  mercie 
Upon  my  Sparowes  soule 
Written  in  my  bede  roole 
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Au  di  Ti  vo  c«ni 

iaphet  Cam  and  Sem 
la  gni  fi  cat 
Shew  me  the  right  path' 

To  the  hifles  of  armonye 
Wherfore  tlie  birdes  yet  cry 
Of  your  fathers  bote 
That  was  somttme  a  flote 
And  now  they  lye  and  rote 
Let  some  poetes  wrytc 
Deucalions  floud  it  highte 
But  as  verely,  as  ye  be 
The  natorall  sonnes  three 
Of  Noe  the  patriarke 
That  made  that  great  arke 
Wherin  he  bad  apes  and  owiei 
BeasteSy  byrdes  and  foales 
That  if  ye  can  fynde 
Any  of  my  Sparowes  kynde 
Ood  sende  the  soule  good  rest 
I  woulde  yet  haue  a  nest 
As  prety  and  as  prcfst 
As  my  Sparow  was 
But  my  Sparow  dyd  pas 
All  Sparowes  of  the  wod 
That  were  since  Noes  floud 
Was  neuer  none  so  good 
King  Philip  of  Macedony 
Had  no  such  Philip  as  1 
■  Ko  no  sir  hardely. 

That  vengeaunce  I  aske  and  cry 
By  way  of  cxclamacion 
On  al  the  whole  nacion 
Ofcatteswilde  and  tame 
God  send  them  lorow  and  shame 
That  cat  specially 
That  slew  so  cruelly 
"My  litle  prety  Sparow 
That  I  brought  vp  at  Carow. 

O  cat  of  churlyshe  kynde 
The  feend  was  in  thy  minde 
Whan  thou  my  byrd  Tntwynde 
I  wolde  thou  haddest  ben  biynd 
The  leopardes  sauage 
The  lyons  in  tbeir  rage 
Might  catche  the  in  tbeir  pawes 
And  gnaw  the  in  their  jawes 
These  serpentes  of  Libany 
Might  sting  the  venemously 
The  dragons  with  their  tunges 
Might  poison  thy  liner  and  lunges 
The  manticors  of  the  mountaynes 
Mighte  feed  them  on  thy  braines 

Melanchatcs  that  hound 
That  plucked  Acteon  to  the  grounde 
Gaue  h'lm  his  mortal  wound 
Cbaunged  to  a  deere 
The  story  doth  appere 
Was  cbaunged  to  an  harte 
So  thou  foule  cat,  that  thou  arte 
The  selfe  same  hounde 
Might  the  confound 
That  his  own  lord  bote 
Mighte  bite  asunder  thy  throte 

Of  Indc  the  gredy  gripes 
Might  teare  out  all  thy  tripes 
Of  Arcady  the  beares 
Might  plucke  awaye  thine  eares 
The  wilde  wolfe  Licaon 
Bite  asondre  tby  backe  bone 


Of  Ethna  the  brenning  hyl 

That  day  and  night  brennetb  styll 

Set  in  thy  tayle  a  blase 

That  al  the  world  may  gase 

And  wonder  rpon  thee 

From  Occion  the  greate  sea 

Unto  the  lies  of  Orchadye 

From  Tilbery  fery 

To  the  playne  of  Salisberj^e 

So  traiterously  my  bird  to  kyll 

That  neuer  ought  the  euill  will 

Was  neuer  biid  in  cage 

More  gentil  of  corage 

In  doing  his  homage 

Unto  his  soueraine 

Alas  I  say  agayne 

Death  hath  departed  vs  twayne 

The  false  cat  hath  the  slaine 

Fare  well  Phillip  adewe 

Our  Lorde  thy  soule  rescewe 

Farewell  without  restore 

Faiewell  for  euermore 

And  it  were  a  Jew 

It  wold  make  one  rew 

To  se  my  sorow  new 

These  vilanus  false  cattes 

Were  made  fbr  mise  and  rattes 

And  not  for  byrdes  small 

Alas  my  fiice  waxetb  pale 

Telling  this  pyteous  tale 

How  my  byrd  so  fay  re 

That  was  wont  to  repayre 

And  go  in  at  myspayre 

And  crepo  in  at  my  gor 

Of  my  goune  before 

Flickering  with  his  winges 

Alas  my  hert  it  stynges 

Remembring  prety  thynges 

Alas  myne  hart  it  sleeth 

My  Philips  doleful  death 

Whan  1  remembre  it 

How  pretely  it  would  sit 

Many  tymes  and  oft 

Upon  my  finger  aloft 

1  played  with  him  tittel  tattel 

And  fied  him  with  my  spattell 

With  his  bil  betwene  my  lips ' 

It  was  my  prety  Phips 

Many  a  prety  kusse 

Had  I  of  his  swete  musse 

And  now  the  cause  is  thus 

That  be  is  slayne  me  fro 

To  my  great  payne  and  wo 

Of  fortune,  this  the  cbaunce 
Standeth  at  varyaunce 
Oft  time  after  pleasaance 
Trouble  and  greuaunce 
No  man  can  be  sure 
Alway  to  have  pleasure 
As  wel  perceiue  ye  may 
How  my  disport  and  playe 
From  me  was  taken  awaye 
By  Gyb  our  cat  sauage 
That  in  furious  rage 
Caught  Philip  by  the  head 
And  slue  him  there  starke  dead* 
Kyrte  eleyeson 

Christe  eleyeson. 
Kyrie  eleyeson. 

For  Philip  Sparowes  wiiila 
Set  in  our  bead  roule 
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Ijetus  DOW  whisper 
A  pater  noster. 

Laada  anima  mea  dominum. 
To  weep  with  me  loke  that  ye  come 
All  maiier  of  byrds  in  your  kynd 
See  none  be  left  behynd 
To  momirtg  loke  that  ye  fawl 
With  dolorous  songes  fiinerall 
Some  to  sing,  and  some  to  say     • 
Some  to  weep  and'  some  to  praya 
Euery  bird  in  his  lay 
The  goldfinch  the  wagtaile 
The  iaogling  jaye  to  rayle 
The  flecked  pye  to  chatter 
Of  tins  dolorous  matter 
And  robyn  red  breste 
He  shajbe  the  preest 
The  requiem  masse  to  syng 
Loftly  warheling 
With  heipe  of  the  red  sparow 
And  the  chattering  swallow 
This  hearse  for  to  halow 
The  larke  with  his  long  toe 
The  spinke  and  the  martinet  also 
The  shouelar  with  his  brode  beck 
The  doterell  that  fblish  pecke 
And  also  the  mad  coote 
With  a  balde  face  to  toote 
The  felde  fare  and  the  snjrte 
The  Crowe  and  the  kyte 
The  rauen  called  rolfe 
His  playne  songe  to  solfe 
The  partryche,  the  quayle 
The  plooer  W3rth  vs.  to  wayle 
The  wodhacke  that  singeth  churre 
Horsly  as  hee  had  the  munre 
The  lusty  chauntiog  nightingale 
The  popingaye  to  tel  her  tale 
That  toteth  oft  in  a  glasse 
Shal  rede  the  gospel  at  masse 
The  mauis  with  her  whistell 
She  rede  there  the  pistell 

But  with  a  large  and  a  longe 
To  kepe  iust  playne  songe 
Our  cbaunters  shal  be  your  cuckoue 
The  culuer,  the  stockedoue 
With  puwyt  the  lapwing 
The  versycles  shal  synge 
The  bitter  with  his  bumpe 
The  crane  with  Iiis  trumpe 
The  swan  of  Menander 
The  goose  and  the  gander 
The  ducke  and  the  drake 
Shal  watche  at  thys  wake 
The  pecocke  so  proude 
Because  hys  voyce  is  loud 
And  hath  a  glory ous  tale 
He  shal  synge  the  grayle 
The  owle  that  so  foule 
Must  heIpe  vs  to  houle 
The  heron  so  gaunte 

And  the  cormoraunte 
Wyth  the  fesuant 
And  the  gaglyng  gaunte 
And  the  churlish  chouge 
The  rout  and  the  kough 
The  barnacle  the  bussard 
With  the  wilde  mallard 
The  diuendop  to  sleep 
The  water  hen  to  weep 


The  puffin,  and  the  tele 
Honey  they  shall  dele 
To  pore  folke  at  large 
That  shalbe  theyr  charge 
The  semew,  and  the  titroose 
The  wodcocke  with  the  long  nose 
The  tbrestilt  with  her  warblinge 
The  starling  with  her  brablinge 
The  rooke,  with  the  ospray 
That  puttetb  fishes  to  afray 
Aud  the  dainty  curlew 
With  the  turtil  most  true 

At  this  Placebo. 
We  may  not  well  forgo 
The  countring  of  the  co 
The  storke  also 
That  maketb  this  nest 
111  chimneyes  to  rest 
Within  those  walles 
No  broken  galles 
May  there  abide 
Of  cokoldry  syde 
Or  els  philosophy- 
Maketb  a  great  lye 

The  estridge  that  wil  eate 
And  horshowe  so  greate 
In  the  stede  of  meat 
Such  fteruent  heat 
His  stomake  doth  freat 
He  cannot  wel  fly 

Nor  synge  tunably 

Yet  at  abrayde 

He  hath  well  assayd 

To  solf  a  aboue  Ela 

Fa  lorell  fti  fa 

Ne  quando 

Male  cantando 

The  best  that  we  can 

To  make  him  our  belman 

An  let  him  ring  the  bels 

He  can  do  nothing  els, 

Chaunteclere  our  cocke 

Must  tell  what  is  of  the  clocke 

By  the  astrologye 

That  he  hath  naturally 

Conceyued  and  caught 

And  was  neuer  taught 

By  Albumazer 

The  astronomer 

Nor  by  Ptbolomy 

Prince  of  astronomy 

Nor  yet  by  Haly 

And  yet  he  croweth  dayly 

And  nightly  the  tydes 

That  no  man  abides 

With  partlot  his  hen 

Whome  now  and  then 

Hee  plucketh  by  the  had 

Whan  he  doth  her  tred    . 
The  bird  of  Arabye 

That  potenciallyc 
May  neuer  dye 

And  yet  there  is  none 

But  one  alone 
A  phenix  rt  is 

This  herse  that  must  Wis 
With  armaticke  gummes 
That  cost  grreat  summes 
The  way  of  thurificatioa 
To  make  fumigacion 
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Swrete  of  reflarye 
And  redolent  of  ayre 
This  cone  for  sence 
With  great  reuerence 
As  partriarke  or  poi>e 
In  a  blacke  cope 
Whiles  he  senseth 
He  shal  syng  the  verse 
Libera  me 
In  de  la  sol  re 
Softly  bemole 
For  my  Sparowes  8oul9 
Plinni  shcweth  al 
In  his  story  natural 
What  he  doth  ande 
Of  the  phenix  kinde 
Of  whose  incioeracion 
There  riseth  a  new  creadoa 
Of  the  same  facion  * 

Wythout  alteracion 
Sauing  that  old  age 
is  turned  into  corage 
'  Of  fresh  youth  agayne 
This  matter  true  and  playne 
Playne  matter  indeed 
Who  so  lyst  to  rede 

But  for  the  egle  doth  fly 
Hyest  in  the  sky 
He  shalbe  thy  sedeana 
The  quere  to  demeane 
As  prouost  principal] 
To  teach  them  their  ordinall 
Also  the  noble  fiiwcon 
With  the  geriawooD 
The  tarsel  gentil 
They  shall  mome  softe  and  still 
In  thejT  amisse  of  gray 
The  sacre  with  them  shal  say 
Dirige  fbr  Philips  soule 
The  goshanke  shal  hane  a  roul 
The  queresters  to  controule 
The  lanners  and  marliong 
Shall  stand  in  their  mourning  gonnet 
The  hobby  and  the  musket 
The  senaers  and  the  crosse  shall  set 
The  kestrel  in  al  this  warke 
Salbe  holy  water  clarke 
And  now  the  darke  cloudy  night 
Chaseth  away  Phebus  bryght 
Taking. his  course  toward  the  weste 
God  send  my  Sparows  soule  good  rest 
Requiem  eternam  dona  eis  domine 
Fa  ia  fa  my  re 
A  por  ta  in  fe  ri 
Fa  ia  fa  my  my 

Credo  videre  bona  domiiii 
I  pray  God  Philip  to  Heren  may  flie 
Domine  ezaudi  oracionem  meam 
To  Heaven  h«  shal  from  Heuen  he  came 

Do  mi  nus  to  bis  cum 
Of  al  good  pmiers  God  send  him  snm 

Oremns. 
Dens  cut  proprium  est  miserere  &  paicere 
On  Philips  soule  haue  pity. 

For  he  was  a  prety  cocke 
And  came  of  a  gentill  stocke 
And  wrapt  in  a  maidens  smock 
And  cherished  full  daintely 
Tyll  cruel  fate  made  him  to  dye 
Alas  fer  doleful  desteny 


But  whereto  shnld  I 
Lenger  mome  or  cry? 
To  Jupiter  I  call 
Of  Heauen  emperial 
That  Philip  may  fly 
Aboue  the  sterry  sky 
To  treade  the  prety  wiea 
That  is  our  ladies  beu 
Amen,  amen,  amen 

Yet  one  thing  is  behinde 
That  now  commeth  to  mind 
An  epitapbe  I  wbU  haue 
For  Phillips  graue 
But  for  1  am  a  mayde 
Timerous,  halfc  afrayde 
That  neuer  yet  asayde 
Of  Elyoones  well 
Where  the  muses  AweW 
Though  I  can  rede  and  spell 
Recount  report  and  tell 
Of  the  talles  of  Caunterbury 
Some  sad  storj'es,  some  merrjr 
As  Pislomon,  and  Arcet 
Duke  Theseus  and  partelct 
And  of  the  wife  Bath 
That  worketh  much  scathe 
Whan  her  Ule  »  told 
Among  hnswiues  bold 
How  she  controld 
Her  husbandes  as  she  wold 
And  theim  to  dispise 
In  the  homeliest  wise 
Bring  other  wiues  in  thought 
Their  husbandes  to  set  at  naught 

And  though  that  red  haue  I 
Of  Gawen  and  fyr  Guy 
And  tel  can  a  great  peece 
Of  the  golden  fleece 
How  Jason  it  wan 
Like  a  valiaunt  man 
Of  Artors  round  table 
With  his  knightes  commendable 
And  dame  Gaynonr  hys  quene 
Was  somwhat  wanton  1  wene 
How  syr  Launcelote  de  lake 
Many  a  speare  bmke 
For  his  ladyes  sake 
Of  Tristom  and  kyng  Marks 
And  al  the  whole  warke 
Ofbele  Isold  his  wife 
For  whom  was  much  strife 
Some  say  she  was  lyght 
And  made  her  husband  knyght 
Of  the  common  hall 
That  cuckoldes  men  call 
And  of  sir  libius 
Named  Disconius 
Of  quarter  fyU  Amunde 
And  how  they  were  sommond 
To  Rome  to  Charlemayne 
Upon  a  great  payne 
And  how  they  rode  each  one 
On  Bayard  Monntalbon 
Men  se  him  now  and  than 
In  the  forest  Arden 
What  though  I  can  frame 
7*he  storyes  by  name 
Of  Judas  Machabeus 
And  of  Cesar  Julini 
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And  of  the  loue  betvene 
Pftrit  and  Viene 
And  of  the  duke  of  Hannyball 
That  made  the  Romaynes  al 
For  drede  and  to  quake 
How  Scipion  did  wake 
The  citie  of  Cartage 
Which  by  his  vnmerciful  rage 
He  beat  down  to  the  ground 
And  though  I  can  expound 
Of  Hector  of  Troy 
That  was  al  tbeyr  ioye 
Whome  Achilles  sine 
Wherfore  all  Troy  did  rue 
And  of  the  Icxue  so  bote 
That  made  Troylus  to  dote 
Upon  fiiyre  Creiseyde 
And  what  they  ivrote  and  sayd 
And  of  their  wanton  wils 
Pandaer  bare  the  byls 
From  one  to  the  other 
His  maisters  loue  to  further 
Somtime  a  precious  tbyuge 
An  oucbe  or  els  a  ryng 
From  her  to  him  agayn 
5bmtime  a  prety  chain 
Or  a  bracelet  of  her  beare 
Prayed  Troylus  fur  to  weare 
That  token  for  her  sake 
How  hartely  he  did  it  take 
And  much  tiierof  did  make 
And  al  that  was  in  vayne 
For  shee  dyd  but  fayne 
The  story  telleth  playne 
He  could  not  obtayne 
Though  his  father  wer  a  king 
Yet  there  was  a  thynge 
That  made  the  male  to  wryng 
She  made  him  to  sing 
The  song  of  loners  laye 
Musing  night  and  daye 
Mouminge  al  alone 
Comfort  had  he  none 
For  she  was  quite  gone 
Thus  in  conclusion  ^ 

She  brooghte  bim  in  abnsion 
In  earnest  and  in  game 
She  was  much  to  blame 
Disparaged  is  her  ftime 
And  blemished  is  her  name 
In  maner  half  with  shame 
Troylus  also  hath  lost 
On  her  mnche  loue  and  cost 
And  now  must  kisse  the  post 
Paadara  that  went  betwene 
Hath  won  nothyng  1  ween 
But  light  for  somer  greeno 
Yet  for  a  special  laud 
He  is  named  Troyllous  baud 
Of  that  name  be  is  sare 
Whiles  the  world  shal  dure 

Though  I  remembre  the  (able 
>  Of  Penelope  most  stable 
To  her  husband  most  trew 
Yet  long  time  she  ne  knew 
Whether  he  were  on  line  or  d«d 
Her  wit  stode  her  in  sted 
That  she  was  true  and  juste 
For  anye  bodelye  tuste 
To  Ulixes  heir  moke 
And  neuer  wold  bim  foiiakA 


Of  Marcus  Marcellus 
A  prosses  I  could  tel  vs 
And  of  Anteocus 
And  of  Joffephus 
De  antiqultatibus 
And  of  Mardocheus 
And  of  great  Assuerus 
And  of  Vesca  his  qneene 
Whom  he  forsoke  with  teene 
And  of  Hester  bis  other  wife 
With  whom  he  led  a  pleasaunt  life 
Of  kynge  Alexander 
And  of  kyng  Euander 
And  of  Porceoa  the  greate 
That  made  the  Romans  to  smart 

Though  1  haue  enrokl 
A  thousande  newe  and  old 
Of  these  historyous  tales 
To  fil  bougets  and  males 
With  bookes  that  I  haue  red 
Yet  I  am  nothynge  sped 
And  can  but  lylle  frkyl 
Of  Ovid  or  Vergil 
Orof  Pluthaike 
Or  of  Fraunces  Petrarke 
Alcheus  or  Sapho 
Of  sucbe  other  poetes  moe 

As  Linus  and  Homerus 

Euphorion  and  Theocritus 

Anacreon  and  Arion 

Sophocles  and  Philemon 

Pindanis'and  Dimonides 

Philiston  and  Phorocides 

These  poetes  of  auncientie 

They  are  to  diffuse  for  me 
For  as  I  to  fore  haue  sayd 

I  am  but  a  yonge  mayd 

And  cannot  in  effect 

My  stile  as  yet  direct 

With  eoglysh  wordes  elect 

Our  naturall  tonge  is  rude 

And  bard  to  be  enneude 

Wyth  polyshed  tearmcs  lustye 

Oure  langui^e  is  so  rustye 

So  cankered  and  so  ful 

Of  frowardes  and  so  dul 

That  if  I  wold  apply 

To  write  ordinately 

I  wot  not  where  to  finde 

Termes  to  serae  my  minde 

Gowers  englyshe  is  olde 

And  of  no  value  is  tolde 

His  matter  is  worth  gold 

And  worthy  to  be  enrold 
In  Chauscr  I  am  sped 

His  tales  I  haue  red 

His  mater  is  delectable 

Solacious  and  commendable 

His  englyshe  wel  alowed 

So  as  it  is  enprowed 

For  as  it  is  employed 

There  is  no  englyshe  voyd 

At  those  dayes  muche  commended 

And  now  men  wolde  haue  amended 

His  englishe  where  at  they  barke 

And  marre  all  they  warke 

Chauoer  that  fomous  clarke 

His  t^armes  were  not  darcke 

But  pleasaunt,  easy  and  playne 

No  wordt  he  wrote  in  ?ayne 
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Also  Jobn  Lydgate 
Wrytteth  after  an  hyer  rate 
It  is  diffuse  to  fynde 
The  sentence  of  his  mind 
Yet  wi-yteth  he  in  his  kind 
No  man  that  can  amend 
Those  maters  that  he  hath  pend 
Yet  some  men  finde  a  faut 
And  say  be  wryteth  to  haut 

Wherfore  hold  me  excused 
If  I  haue  not  wel  perused 
Myne  englysh  halfe  abused 
Thoughe  it  be  reftised 
In  worth  1  shall  it  take 
And  fewer  wordes  make 

But  for  my  Sparowes  sake 
Yet  as  a  troman  maye 
My  wit  I  shall  assay 
Aq  ep3rtaphe  to  wryghte 
In  latyne  playne  and  lyght 
Wherof  the  elegy 
Foloweth  by  and  by 
Flos  volucrum  formose  vale, 
Philippe  sub  isto 
Marmore  iam  recubas, 
Sui  mihi  cams  eras; 
Semper  erunt  nitido 
Radiantia  sidera  ccelo, 
Impressusque  meo 
Pectore  semper  eris: 
Per  me  laurigenim 
Britanum  Skeltonida  vatom 
Haec  cecinisse  licet 
Ficta  sub  imagine  texts 
Cuius  eris  volacris 
Prestanti  corpore  Virgo 
Candida  Nais  erat: 
Formosior  ista  Joanna  est; 
Docta  Corinna  fuit, 
Sed  maguis  ista  sapit 

Bien  men  souient. 

THE  COMMENDACIONI. 

Beati  immaculati  in  via 
O  gloriosa  fasmina 
Now  mine  hole  imaginacion 
And  studious  mcditarion 
Is  to  take  this  commendacion 
In  this  consideracion 
And  Tnder  pacient  t<>Ilcracion 
Of  that  moft  godly  mayd 
That  Placebo  hath  sayd 
And  for  her  Sparow  prayd 
In  lamentable  wyse 

Now  wyl  I  enterpryse 
Thorow  the  grace  diuioe 
Of  the  muses  nine 
Her  beauty  to  commend 
If  Arethusa  wyll  send 
Me  enilucnce  to  endite 
And  with  my  pen  to  write 
If  Apollo  will  promise 
Melodiouslye  it  to  deuise 
His  tunable  harpe  ftrin^es 
Witli  aimonye  that  syngei 
Of  priiicts  and  of  kynges 
And  of  all  pleasaunt  thyn^ 
Of  lust  and  of  delyght 
Thorow  his  godly  might 
To  wbome  be  the  laud  ascrybed 
That  my  pen  bath  enbibed 


\» 


With  the  aurcat  droppei 
As  verelye  my  hope  is 
Of  Tbagua  that  golden  flood 
That  passeth  ail  the  earthly  good 
And  as  that  floud  dothe  paa 
Al  floudes  that  euer  was 
With  hys  golden  sandes 
Who  so  that  vnderatandes 
Cosmography:  and  the  streoyes 
And  the  Aondes  in  strauoge  remea 
Ryght  so  she  dothe  excede 
Al  other  of  whom  we  rede     • 
Whose  fame  by  me  shall  sprede 
Into  Perce  and  Mede 
From  Britons  Albion 
To  the  toure  of  Babilon 

I  trust  it  is  ho  shame 
And  no  manne  wyl  me  blame 
Thoughe  I  regester  her  name 
In  the  courte  of  fame 
For  tbys  most  goodly  floore 
This  blotaome  of  freshe  coloure 
So  Jupiter  me  succonre 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  Tertue 
Hac  claritare  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina 
Retriboe  seruo  too,  irivifica  me. 

Ijabia  mea  landabunt  te. 

But  enforsed  am  I 
Openlye  to  askry 
And  to  make  an  outcry 
Againste  odyous  enuye 
That  euermore  wyl  lye 
And  saye  cursedlye 
With  hys  lether  eye 
And  chekes  drye 
With  rysage  wan 
As  swarte  as  tan 
His  bones  crake 
Leane  as  a  rake 
Hys  gummes  rustye 
Are  full  vnlustye 
Hys  harte  with  all 
Byttef  as  gall 
His  liuer  his  longea 
With  anger  is  wrongs 
Hys  serpentes  tonge 
That  many  one  hath  stonge 
He  frowneth  euer 
He  laugheth  neuer 
Euen  nor  morowe 
But  other  mens  sorowa 
Causeth  him  to  grin 
And  reioice  therein. 
No  slepe  can  hym  catche 
But  euer  doth  watche 
He  is  so  bete 
With  malice  and  frete 
Wyth  anger  and  yre 
Hisfoule  desire 
Wyl  suffer  no  sleep 
In  his  head  to  creep 
His  foule  semblaunte 
Al  displeasaunte 
Whan  other  are  glad 
Than  is  bee  sad 
Franticke  and  mad 
His  tounge  neuer  styll 
For  to  wye  yU 
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Writhing  and  wriogiog 
Biting  and  sttngyng 
And  thus  this  elf 
ConsuiDftth  himselfc; 
Hymaelfe  doth  iloe 
Wyth  paytie  and  woe 
Thyt  Mse  enuy 
Sayth  that  I 
Use  greate  follye 
For  to  indite 
And  for  to  wryte 
And  spende  my  time 
In  prose  and  rime 
For  to  expres 
The  noblenes 
Of  my  maystrea 
That  causeth  me 
Studiooi  to  be 
To  make  a  relation 
Of  her  commendacioo 
And  there  agayne 
Enuy  doth  complayne 
And  hath  disdaine 
But  yet  certayne 
I  will  beplayne 
And  my  stile  drea 
To  this  prosses 

Nowe  Pbebus  me  ken 
To  sbarpe  my  pen 
And  leade  my  fyste 
As  him  best  lyst 
That  I  may  say 
Honoura  sJwaye 
Of  woman  kynde 
Trouthe  dothe  me  bynde 
And  toyaltie 
Euer  to  be' 
Their  tru^  bedel 
To  wryte  and  tel 
How  women  excel 
InnoUenet 
As  my  maystres 
Of  whome  I  tbinke 
With  pen  and  ynke 
For  to  compyle 
Some  goodly  stile 
For  thys  moste  goodly  ilonre 
This  blossom  of  fresh  colour 
So  Jupiter  me  succour 
She  ilorisheth  new  and  new 
In  beauiie  and  Tertue 
Hac  claritace  gemina^ 

0  gloriosa  foemina: 

Legem  pone  mibi  domine  in  yiam  jostifi- 

cationum  tuarum. 
Itoenadmodumdesiderat  cervus  ad  fontes 

aquarum. 

HoWB  shall  I  reporte 
Al  the  godly  sort 
Of  her  fetures  cleere 
That  hath  none  earthly  peera 
Her  fauoure  of  her  face 
£nnewed  with  al  grace 
Confbrt  pleasure  and  solace 
Mine  hart  doth  so  enbraca 
And  so  hath  rauished  me 
Her  to  behold  and  se 
That  in  wordes  playne 

1  cannot  me  refrayne 
To  loke  to  her  agayne 


Alas  what  shoalde  I  fisiyne 
It  were  a  pleasannte  payne 
With  her  aye  to  rcmayne 

Her  eyen  graye  and  stepe 
Causeth  myne  harte  to  ieepe 
With  her  browes  bente 
She  maye  we]  represente 
Fayre  Lucres  as  I  weene 
Or  els  fayre  Polexene 
Or  els  Caliope 
Or  els  Penolope 
For  thys  moste  goodly  ilonre 
This  blossoroe  of  freshe  coloore 
So  Jupiter  me  succour 
She  florisheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  fcemina 
Memor  esto  verbi  tui  serro  tue 
Servus  tuns  sum  ego 

The  Indy  saphyre  blewe 
Her  ▼a3rnes  doth  ennew 
The  orient  pearle  so  cleare 
The  witnes  of  her  lere 
The  lusty  ruby  ruddes 
Resemble  the  rose  buddes 
Her  lippes  soft  and  mery 
Emblomed  like  the  chery 
It  were  an  heauenly  blysse 
Her  sugred  mouthe  to  kysse 
Her  beauty  to  augment 
Dame  nature  hath  her  lente 
A  warte  upon  her  cheke 
Who  so  lyst  to  seefce 
In  her  visage  a  skar 
That  semeth  from  a  fkr 
Lyke  to  a  radyant  star 
Al  with  fauour  fnt 
So  proprely  it  is  set 
She  is  the  violet 
The  daisy  delectable 
The  columbine  commendable 
This  ieloler  amiable 
This  moste  goodly  floure 
This  blossome  of  freshe  coloore 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysbeth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  fcemina 

Bonitatem  fecisti  cum  servo  tno  domina 
Et  ex  prsecordiis  sonant  prsconia 

And  whan  I  peroeiued 
Her  wart  and  conceioed 
It  cannot  be  denaid 
But  it  was  wel  conuaid 
And  set  so  womanly 
And  nothing  wantonly 
But  right  conneniently 
And  full  oongnientlye 
As  nature  could  deuise 
In  moste  goodly  wyse 
Who  so  lyst  behold 
It  maketh  louers  bold 
To  her  to  sue  for  grace 
Her  fkuoor  to  purchase 
The  sker'upon  her  chin 
Bnchasad  on  her  fayre  skin 
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Whiter  than  the  awan 

It  wold  ipake  any  man 

To  for^  deadly  syn 

Her  iauour  to  wyn 

For  this  most  goodly  flour 

This  blossome  of  freshe  coloure 

So  Jnpiter  me  succour 

She  flourisheth  new  and  new 

In  beauty  and  yertue 

Hac  ciaritate  gemina 

O  gtoriosa  foemtna 

Defecit  in  salutate  tua  anima  mea ; 
Suid  petis  fiiio,  mater  dulcissima :  babe ! 

Soft  and  make  no  din 
For  now  I  wil  begin 
To  bane  in  rcmembreunce 
Her  goodly  dalyaunce 
And  her  goodly  pastaunqe 
So  bad  and  so  demure 
Behauing  her  so  sure 
Witli  wordes  of  pleasure 
She  wold  make  to  the  lure 
And  any  mau  conuert 
To  geue  her  his  whole  hart 
She  made  me  sore  amased 
Upon  her  whan  I  gased 
Me  thonght  mine  hart  was  erased 
My  eyen  were  so  dased 
For  this  most  goodly  floor 
Tbe  blossome  of  fresh  colour 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertew 
Hac  ciaritate  gemina 

0  gloriosa  fosmina 

Siiomodo  dUexi  lege^  tuam  domina« 
Recedant  vetera,  nova  sunt  omnia. 

And  to  amend  her  tale 
Whan  she  lyst  to  anale 
And  with  her  fingers  small 
And  handes  soft  as  ailke 
Whiter  than  mi  Ike 
That  are  so  quickely  vajnMd 
Wherwith  my  hand  she  strauMd 
Lord  bow  1  was  payned 
Unneth  I  am  refrayned 
How  she  me  bad  rectlaymed 
And  me  to  her  retained 
Enbrasyng  therwith  all 
Her  goodly  middle  small 
With  sides  long  and  streyt 
To  tel  you  wluit  conceit 

1  had  then  in  a  trice 
The  matter  wer  to  nyoe 
And  yet  there  was  no  vyct 
Nor  yet  no  villany 

But  only  fantasy 
For  this  most  goodly  floure 
The  blossome  of  fresh  colour 
So  Jupiter  me  succour 
She  florisheth  new  and  new 
In  beautie  and  Tertue 
Hac  ciaritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina; 

Iniquos  odio  habui; 
Non  calumnientur  me  snperbt. 

But  whreto  shold  I  note 
Bow  often  dyd  I  tote 


Upon  her  pretye  fet^ 

It  raysed  myne  hart  rote 

To  see  her  treade  the  grouoda 

With  heles  short  and  round 

She  is  plainly  ezpresse 

Egeria  the  goddesse 

And  lyke  to  her  ymage 

Importuned  with  corage 

A  louers  pilgrimage 

There  b  no  best  sauage 

Ne  no  tygre  so  wood 

But  ihe  wold  chaunge  his  mood 

Suche  relucent  grace 

Is  formed  in  her  face 

For  this  most  g^oodly  flour 

This  blossome  of  freshe  colonre 

So  Jupiter  me  succour 

She  florysheth  new  and  new 

In  beauty  and  vertue 

Hac  ciaritate  gemina 

O  gloriosa  femina 

Mirabilia  testimouia  tua 

Sic  utnovelle  plantationes  in  jurentute  sns 

So  goodly  as  she  dresses 
So  properly  she  presses 
The  bryght  golden  tresses 
Of  her  heare  so  fyne 
Lyke  Phebus  beames  shynjB 
Where  to  should  I  disclose 
The  garteryng  of  her  hose 
It  is  for  to  suppose 
Howe  that  she  can  wean 
Gorgionslye  her  geare 
Her  fteshe  habilementes 
With  other  implementes 
To  seme  for  all  ententes 
Lyke  dame  Flora  queene 
Of  lusty  somer  grene 
This  moste  goodly  flour 
This  blossome  of  freshe  coloure 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertew 
Hac  ciaritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  fflpmina: 
Clamaviin  toto  corde  ezaudi  vafi* 

Her  kyrte]  so  goodly  tased 
And  vnder  that  is  braced 
Such  pleasures  that  1  may 
Neither  write  nor  say 
Yet  thoughe  1  write  not  with  ink 
No  man  can  let  me  tbinke 
For  thought  'hath  Uberti 
Thought  is  frauke  and  free        i 
To  thynke  a  mery  thought 
It  cost  me  litle  or  nought 
Wold  Qod  mine  homely  stije 
Were  pollished  with  the  file 
Of  Ciceros  eloquence 
To  prayse  her  excellence 
The  most  goodlye  floure 
This  blossome  of  fresh^  colourt 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertue 
Hac  ciaritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  fcemina 
Priacipes  persecute  sunt  i^e  gnitj* 
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Omnibos  consideratis.    Paradisas  voluptatis, 
haec  Tii^go  est  dulcisslma. 

Mi  pen  it  is  vnable 
My  hand  it  is  ^-n&table 
My  reason  rude  and  dall 
To  prayse  ber  at  the  full 
Qoodly  maistres  Jane 
Sobre,  demure  Diane 
Jane  this  laaistres  hight 
Tbe  lode  star  of  delight 
Dame  Venus  of  all  pleasure 
The  wel  of  worldjy  treasure 
She  doth  excede  and  passe 
In  prudence  dame  Pallas 
Tbe  most  goodly  floure 
This  .blossome  of  ireshe  coloort 
So  Jupiter  me  sucoonre 
She  florisbeth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  rertue 
Hac  daritate  gemina 

0  gloriosa  foemina 

Requiem  etemam  dona  eis  doroine. 
With  this  psalm.    Domine  probasti  me. 
Shall  saile  ouer  the  sea 
With  tibi  domine  commendamus 
On  pilgrimages  to  sainct  Jamys 
For  shrympes,  and  for  pranes 
And  for  stalkynge  crsaes 
And  wher  my  pen  hath  offended 
i  pray  you  it  may  be  amended 
By  discrete  consideration 
Of  your  wise  reformacion 

1  haue  not  offended  I  trust 
If  it  be  sadly  di.^nst 
It  were  no  gentle  guyse 
This  treatise  to  dispise 
Because  I  haue  writen  and  sayd 
Honour  uf  this  fayre  mayd 
Wherfore  should  1  be  blamed 
That  I  Jane  named 
And  famously  proclamed 
She  is  worthy  to  be  enrold 
With  letters  of  golde. 

Car  elle  vault. 


Per  me  laurifemm  Britonnm  Skeltonida  vmtem 
Laudibus  eximiis  merito,  hssc  redemita  paella  est 
Formosam  cecini  qua  non  formosior  uHa  est; 
Formosam  potius,  quam  commendarct  ilomerus 
Sic  juvat  interdnm  rigidos  i«creare  labores 
Nee  minus  hoc  titulo  tersa  Minerva  mea  est. 
Rien  qne  plaisere. 

Tbuf  endA  the  boke  of  Philip  Sparow,  and  here 
foloweth  an  adicion  made  by  master  Skelton. 

The  gyse  now  a  dayes 
Of  some  ianglyng  iayes 
Is  to  discommend 
That  they  cannot  amend 
Though  they  wold  spend 
All  the  wyttes  they  haue 

What  ayle  them  to  depimna 
Phillip  Sparowes  graue 
Hisdirige:  ber  commendacion 
Can  be  no  dcrogacion 
But  myith  and  consolaoion 
Made  by  protestacion 


No  man  to  roiscontent 

With  Phillippes  entercment 
Ala9  that  goodly  ma>d 

Why  should  she  be  afrayd 

Wi)y  should  she  take  shame 

That  her  goodly  name 

Honorably  reported 

Should  be  set  and  sorted 

To  be  matriculate 

With  ladyes  of  e;;tate 

I  coniure  the  Philip  Sparow 

By  Hercules  that  hel  dyd  harow 

And  with  a  venemous  arow 

Slewe  of  the  Eptdaurek 

One  of  the  Ceiitaures 
Or  Onocentaures 

Or  HipocentauHns 

By  whose  might  and  mayne 
An  hart  was  slayne 

With  homes  twayne 

Of  glittering  gold 
And  the  appels  of  gold 
Of  Hesperides  withhold 
And  with  a  dregon  kept 
That  neuer  more  slept 
By  marcial  strengths 
He  wan  at  length 
And  slue  Gerion 
With  thre  bodies  in  one 
With  mighty  corage 
A  vaunted  the  rage 
Of  a  lyon  sauage 
Of  Dyomedes  stable 
He  brought  out  a  rable 
Of  coursers  and  rounses 
With  leapes  and  bonnscs 

And  with  mighty  lugging 
Wrestiyng  and  tuggyng 
He  plucked  the  bul 
By  the  homed  skul 
And  offred  to  Cornucopia 
And  so  forth  per  cetera 
Also  by  Ecates  bower 
In  Plutus  gastly  tower 
By  the  vglye  Eumenides 
That  neuer  haue  rest  nor  ease 

By  the  venemous  serpent 
That  in  hel  is  neuer  brente 
In  Leraa  the  Grekes  fen 
That  was  engendred  thes 

By  Chemeras  flames 
And  all  deadly  names 
Of  infernal  posty 
Where  soules  fry  and  rosty 

By  the  stigial  flood 
And  the  streames  wood 
Of  Cocitus  botumles  wel 
By  the  feryman  of  hel 

Caron  with  his  beard  bore 
That  roweth  with  a  rude  ore 
And  with  his  fore  top 
Gideth  his  bote  with  a  prop 
1  coniure  Philip  and  cal 
In  the  name  of  king  Saul 
Primo  regum  expresse 
He  had  the  Phitonesse 
To  wytchecraft  her  to  dres 
And  by  her  abusions 
And  damnable  illusions 
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Of  mekieylous  conclusions 
And  by  her  supersticions 
And  wonderful  condicions 
She  raysed  vp  in  that  stede 
Samuel  that  was  deade 

But  whether  it  were  so 
He  were,  idem  in  numero 
The  selfe  same  Samuel 
How  be  it  to  Saule  dyd  he  tell 
The  Philistines  shuld  him  ascry 
And  the  next  day  he  should  dye 
I  wil  my  self  discharge 
To  lettred  men  at  large 

But  Philip  I  coniure  thee 
Now  by  these  names  three 
Diana  in  the  woodes  grene 
Luna  that  so  bryght  doth  shyne 
Proserpina  in  hell 
That  thou  shortly  tell 
And  shew  now  vnto  me 
What  the  cause  may  be 
Of  this  perplexitie 

Interiit,  Phillippe  Scroupe,  pulchra  Johanna, 
Instanter  peri  it,  cur  nostri  carminis  illam 
Kunc  pudor,  est  sero,  minor  est  iniamia  vera. 

Than  suche  as  hane  disdayned 
And  of  thys  worlce  complasmed 
1  pray  God  they  be  payned 
No  worse  than  is  contayned 
In  verses  two  or  three 
That  folowe  as  ye  may  see 

lAinde  cur  livor  Tolucris  pia  fhnera  damnas 
Talia  te  rapiant,  rapiunt  quae  fata  volucrum 
Est  tamen  invidia  mors  tibi  continua 


fXEI.TON  LADRKATE  AGAINST  A  COMELY  COYS- 
TROWNB  THAT  CUR10W8I.Y  CHAUNTYD  AND 
GAKRY8HLY  COWNTRBD,  AND  MADLY  IN  HYS 
Mt»lXE8  MOKKVSHLY  MADE,  A6AYNST  THE  IX 
MUSIS  OP  POLITiXE  POEMS  AND  P0ETTY8  MA- 
TRICULAT. 

Op  all  nacyons  vnder  the  Heuyn. 
These  firantyke  foolys  1  hate  most  of  all. 
Por  though  they  stumble  in  the  sinnes  seuyn. 
In  peuyshnes  yet  they  snapper  and  fall. 
Whicbe  men  the  riii  deadly  sins  call. 
This  peuysh  proud  this  prender  gest. 
When  he  is  well  yet  can  he  not  rest. 

A  swete  soger  lofe  and  sowre  bayards  bun. 
Besumdele  lyke  in  forme  and  shap 
The  one  for  a  duke  the  other  for  dun. 
A  maunchet  for  Moreli  tli$ron  to  snap. 
His  hart  is  to  hy  to  haue  any  hap. 
But  for  in  his  game  ut  carp  that  he  can. 
Lo  Jak  wold  be  a  jentylman. 

Wyth  hey  troly  loly  lo  whip  here  Jak. 
Alumbek  sodyldym  syllorym  ben. 
Curyovsly  he  can  both  counter  and  knak 
Of  Marty n  Swart  and  all  hys  mery  men. 
Lord  how  Perkyn  is  proud  of  his  Pohen. 
But  ask  wher  he  fyndyth  among  his  monacordes. 
An  holy  water  dark  a  ruler  of  lordes. 

He  can  not  fynd  it  in  rule  nor  in  spaee. 
He  solfyth  to  haute  hys  trybyll  is  to  hy. 


He  braggyth  of  his  byrth  that  borne  was  ful  baca 
Hys  musyk  withoute  mcsure  to  sharp  is  his  my. 
He  trymm3rth  in  his  tenor  to  counter  pirdewy. 
His  discaot  is  be.«y  it  is  withoute  a  mene. 
To  fat  is  his  fantsy  his  wyt  is  to  lene. 

He  Inmbryth  on  a  lewde  lewte  roty  bnlle  joyse. 
Rumbill  downe  tumbil  downe  hey  go  now  now. 
He  fumblyth  in  his  fyngering  an  vgly  good  noi8e% 
It  semyth  the  sobbyug  of  an  old  sow. 
He  wold  be  made  mocb  of  and  he  wyst  how. 
Wele  sped  in  spyndels  and  turning  of  tauellys. 
A  bungler,  a  brawler,  a  pykerof  quarellys. 

Comely  he  clappyth  a  payre  of  clauycordys. 
He  whystelyth  so  swetely  he  makytb  me  to  swet. 
His  discant  is  dashed  foil  of  diacotdes 
A  red  angry  man  but  easy  to  intrete. 
An  Tssher  of  the  hall  fayn  wold  I  get 
To  poynte  this  proudcpage  a  place  and  a  rome 
For  Jak  wold  be  a  jentilman  that  late  was  a  grome 

Jak  wold  jet  and  yet  Jyll  sayd  nay. 
He  counteth  in  his  conntenaunce  to  check  whick 

the  be6t. 
A.malaperte  medler  that  pryeth  for  his  pray 
In  a  dysh  dare  he  rash  at  the  rypest^ 
Dreming  in  dumpy s  to  wrangill  and  to  wrest. 
He  findeth  a  proporcion  in  his  prycke  songe. 
To  drynke  at  a  draught  a  larg  and  a  long 

Nay  iape  not  with  hym  he  is  no  smal  fole 
It  is  a  solemn pne  syre  and  a  solayne. 
For  lordes  and  ladyes  lerne  at  bis  scole 
He  techyth  them  so  wysely  to  solf  and  to  fiijme 
That  neither  they  singe  wel  prikc  song  nor  plaia 
This  docter  Del  lias  commen&yd  in  a  eart. 
A  master,  a  mynstrel,  a  fydler,  a  fart. 

What  though  ye  can  cownter  Custodi  nos. 
As  wel  it  becomith  yow  a  parysh  towne  clarke. 
To  syng  Supinitati  dedit  egros 
Yet  here  ye  not  to  bold  to  braule  ne  to  bark 
At  me,  that  medeled  nothing  with  youre  wark. 
Correct  first  thy  selfe,  walk  and  be  nought. 
Deme  what  you  list  thou  knowist  not  my  thought. 

A  prouerbe  of  old  say  well  or  be  still. 
Ye  are  to  vnhappy  occasion  to  fynde. 
Uppon  me  to  clater  or  els  to  say  yll. 
Now  haue  1  shewyd  you  part  of  your  prood  mind 
Take  this  in  worth  the  best  is  behyode. « 
Wryten  at  Croydon  by  Crowland  in  the  Clay. 
On  Candelmas  euyn  the  Kalendas  of  May. 

PIMIS. 


Contra  alium  Cantitantem  k,  Organisantem 
Asinum,  qui  impugnabat  Skeltonida 
Plenum,  Sarcasmos. 

PRiEPONENDA  meis  non  sunt  tua  plectra  camoenis. 

Nee  quantum  nostra  fistula  clara  tua  est. 
Sepe  licet  lyricos  modularis  arundine  psalmos, 

Et  tremulos  calamis  concinis  ipse  modos : 
Suamvis  mille  tuns  digitus  dat  carmine  plausus, 

Nam  tua  quam  tua  vox  est  mage  docta  manus : 
Suamvis  cuncta  facis  tumida  sub  mente  snperbus, 

Gratior  est  Phcebo  fistula  nost^  tamen. 
Ergo  tuum  studeas  animo  deponere  fastum, 

£t  vlolare  sacrum  desine  stulte  vimm. 
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8XBLT01I  LAURXAT  VPPOll  A  OBBDMAWt  HBD 
THAT  WAS  8B1IT  TO  HYBI  FROM  AN  HONOK- 
ABLB  JBNTII.  WOMAN  FOR  A  TOKBN,  DBUY8YD 
THIS  008TLY  MEIMTACION  IN  BNGLYSHyCOVBN- 
ABLE'  IN  BBNTBNCB  COMBNOABLB,  LAMBNT- 
ABLB,  LACRIMABLB,  PROFITABLB  FOR  THB 
BODLB. 

YouRE  Tgly  tokyn, 
My  mynd  bath  brokyn, 
Prom  worldly  lust. 
For  I  baue  dyscust. 
We  are  bat  dust. 
And  dy  #e  must. 

It  IS  generall 
To  be  mortall* 
1  baue  well  espyde 
No  man  may  hym  hyde: 
With  sinnew»wyderyd. 
From  deth  holow  eyed. 
With  bonys  shyderyd, 
With  hys  worme  etyn  maw, 
Aiid  hit  gastly  jaw. 
Gaspyng  asyde, 
Nakyd  of  hyde, 
Neyther  flesh  uot  fell* 

Then  by  my  coancell, 
Lolce  that  ye  spel. 
Well  thys  gospell. 
For  wher  so  we  dwelt, 
Deth  wil  us  qwell. 
And  with  us  mell. 

For  all  our  pamperde  paunchis 
Ther  may  no  fraunchys, 
Forworidly  blys, 
Redeme  ts  from  this, 
Oure  days  be  datyd. 
To  be  chek  matyd, 
With  drawttys  of  deth, 
Stoppyng  onre  breth, 
Oure  eyen  synkyug, 
Oure  bodys  stynkyng, 
Oure  gumlnys  grynnyng. 
Oure  soulys  brynnyng. 
To  whom  then  shall  we  sew. 
For  to  haue  reskew, 
But  to  swete  Jesu, 
On  vs  then  for  to  rew. 

O  goodly  child. 
Of  Mary  mylde, 
Then  be  oure  shylde. 
That  we  be  not  exyld. 
To  the  dyne  dale, 
Of  botemles  bale, 
Nor  to  the  lake. 
Of  fendys  blake. 

But  graunt  ts  grace 
To  se  thy  face. 
And  to  purchace, 
Thyne  heuenly  place. 
And  thy  palacei 
Full  of  solace. 
Aboue  the  sky, 
That  is  so  hy.    Eternally. 
To  bebolde  and  se. 
The  Trynyte.    Amen. 

Mirres  tous  y. 


Plenty  of  yll  of  goodnesskant. 

Ye  rayll  at  ryot  recbeles. 

To  prayie  youre  porte  it  is  nedeles. 

For  all  your  dra£fe  yet  and  youre  dreggyi. 

Am  well  borne  as  ye  full  oft  tyme  beggys. 

Why  so  koy  and  full  of  skome. 
Myne  horse  is  sold  I  wene  you  say. 
My  new  furryd  gowne  when  it  is  wome. 
Put  rp  youre  purs  ye  shall  non  pay. 
By  crede  I  trust  4x>  se  the  day. 
As  proud  a  pohen  as  ye  sprede. 
Of  me  and  other  ye  may  haue  nede. 

Though  angelyk  be  youre  smylyng. 
Yet  is  youre  tong  an  adders  tayle. 
Full  lyke  a  scorpyon  styngyng. 
All  thosevby  whom  ye  haue  auayle. 
Good  mastres  Anne  there  ye  do  shayle. 
What  prate  ye  praty  pyggys  ny. 
I  truste  to  quyte  you  or  1  dy. 

Youre  key  is  mete  for  euery  lok. 
Youre  key  is  commen  and  hangyth  owte. 
Youre  key  U  redy  we  nede  not  knok. 
Nor  stand  long  wrestyng  there  aboute. 
Of  youre  doregate  ye  haue  no  doute. 
But  one  thyng  is  that  ye  be  lewde. 
Holde  youre  tong  now  all  be  shrewde. 

To  mastres  Anne  that  farly  swete. 
Tliat  wonnes  at  the  key  in  Temmys  strete. 


WOMANIIOD  wanton  ye  want. 
Your  medeling  mastres  is  maneiies. 


THB  BOKE  OF 

THREE  FOOLES 

M.  8KELTOX    POBTB    LAUREATE,    GAUB  TO    MV 
LORD  CARDYNALL. 

THB  FTRtT  FOOLB. 

The  man  that  doth  wed  a  wyfe 
For  her  roodes  and  her  rychesse 
And  not  for  lygnage  femynatyfie 
FrGCureth  doloure  and  dystresse 
With  infynyte  payne  and  heuynesse 
For  she  wyll  do  hym  moche  sorowe 
Bothe  at  euyn  and  at  morowe. 

THE  8BC0ND  FOOLS. 

The  dartes  ryght  cursed  of  enuye 
Hath  rayned  sythe  the  worlde  began 
Whiche  bryiigeth  man  euydently 
Into  the  bondes  of  Sathan 
Wherfore  he  is  a  dyscrete  man 
That  can  eschewe  U>at  euyll  synne 
Where  body  and  soule  is  lost  in 

THE  THYRD  FOOLB. 

Dyuers  by  voluptuousnea 
Of  women  the  which  be  present 
Be  brought  in  to  foil  great  dy«tres 
Forgettyng  vertues  excellent 
Of  God  the  whych  is  permanent 
And  suffreth  themselfe  to  be  bouude 
In  cordes  as  it  were  a  hounde. 

CoMBhyther  and  take  thisboke  and  rede  therein 
for  your  lemyng  with  clere  iyen,  and  loke  in  this 
boke  that  sheweth  you  folysh  fooles,  without  wyt 
or  Tnderstanding  Pecunyous  fooles  that  bee  aua-^ 
ryce,  and  for  to  haue  good  tyme,  and  td  lyue 
meryly,  weddeth   these  olde  wyddred    womeD« 
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whych  hath  sackes  fall  of  nobles,  claiyfye  here 
your  syghte,  and  ye  shal  know  what  goodnes 
cooimeth  therby,and  what  joye  and  g^ladnes  Some 
there  be  that  habandoneth  themselfe  for  to  gather 
togyther  the  donge  that  yssneth  o'f  theyr  asses 
arse,  for  to  fynde  eucrmore  grese,  it  is  grete  fo)y 
tralye,  but  yet  the  yon;i>e  man  is  more  folyssber, 
the  wbiche  weddeth  an  ulde  wyfe,  for  to  haue  her 
goldc  and  sylucr.  I  say  that  be  is  a  great  fbole 
that  taketh  anne  olde  wyl'e,  for  her  goodes  and  is 
much  to  blame 

They  the  whiche  do  so,  Qrocureth  all  trybnla- 
tions.  For  with  her  he  shall  neither  haue  ioy,  re- 
creacion,  nor  rest  He  noryssheth  stryfes,  and 
gTeatedebates,thoughte,payne,  anguyshe,  andme- 
lancoly.  And  yf  be  wolde  accomplyshe  the  workes 
of  maryage,  bee  may  not,  for  sbee  is  so  debylyte 
culde,  vnpropyce,  vnnaturall,  and  vndyscurrente, 
for  the  coldenes  that  is  in  her.  The  husbande  of 
this  olde  wyfe  hath  none  e&peraunce  to  haue  lyg- 
nage  by  her,  for  he  neucr  loued  her.  The  man  is 
a  very  foolc  to  make  his  demorannce  vpon  such  an 
olde  wife,  whan  he  thinkcth  somtime  vpon  such 
thynges,  he  leseth  his  naturell  with,  in  cursynge 
hymselfe  more  then  a  M.  tymes  with  the  golde  and 
the  syluer,  and  the  cursed  hasarde  of  fortune.  And 
when  he  secth  his  poore  lyfe  in  such  dystresse,  his 
hert  is  all  oppi-essed  with  melancholy  and  dolour, 
but  mban  the  vnhappye  man  seeth  that  it  is  forc^ 
and  that  bee  is  constrayneth  to  liaue  patience,  be 
potteth  his  cure  to  draw  to  hym  the  money  of  the 
olde  wyddred  woman  in  makyn:;  to  her  glade 
chere.  And  whan  bee  bath  the  money  and  the 
bagge  wyth  nobles,  God  knowcth  what  chere  he 
maketh,  wythoiite  thynkinge  on  them  that  gather- 
eth  it  And  when  he  hath  ipente  al,  he  is  more 
vnbappyer  than- bee  was  before,  yf  that  the  foole 
be  vnhappye,  it  is  well  ryghte,for  hee  hath  wedded 
auaryce,  mother  of  all  euylles,  yf  hee  had  taken  a 
wyfe  that  bad  ben  fayre  and  yong,  afte^  his  com- 
plection,  be  had  not  fallen  into  so  great  an  incon- 
uenience.  It  is  wryten  in  auncient  bokes  that 
hee  whiche  weddeth  a  wyfe  by  auaryce,  and  not 
for  to  haue  lygnage,  hath  no  cure  of  the  honestie 
of  matrymonye,  and  tbynketh  full  euyll  on  his 
coiiscience,  The  unyon  of  maryage  is  decayed,  for 
vndc^r  the  coloure  of  good  and  Ioy  all  maryage  is 
wedded  auary'ce  as  we  se  euery'day  by  experience 
through  the  n^orld  And  one  wil  haue  a  wife, 
and  that  hee  marke  his  to  be  demaunded  in  mary- 
age, they  will  enquyre  of  his  ryches  andconningc. 
And  on  the  other  syde  he  wyl  demaunde  great 
goodes  with  her,  to  norysshc  ,hcr  with.  For  and 
her  father  and  mother  aiid  frcndes  haue  no  greate 
ryches,  he  wyll  not  of  her.  But,  and  she  be  ryche 
hee  demaundeth  none  other  thiiige.  It  is  wrytten 
that  one  were  better  haue  his  house  in  descrte, 
wheras  no  mencion  shoulde  be  of  hym,  tberine  to 
bide  with  such  wyues,  for  they  be  replete  With  all 
cursednes.  And  the  pore  foole  breketh  his  hearte, 
he  loseth  his  soule  and  corrompeth  his  body.  He 
sclleth  his  youth  vnto  the  olde  wife  that  weddeth 
her  for  auaryce,  and  hath  but  noyse  and  discen- 
tion,  in  vsyng  his  lyfe  thus  in  synne  Consydrc 
you  fooles  what  seruytude  ye  put  your  self  in, 
when  ye  wedde  such  wyues.  I  pray  you  be  cha».t 
if  that  ye  wyl  lyue  without  vnhap.  My  frends 
wbiche  be  not  in  that  hande,  put  you  not  therin, 
and  yee  shalbe  well  happy  Notwithstanding  I  de- 
fende  yon  not  to  mairy  but  I  exhorte  you  to  take 


a  w^fb  that  ye  may  Bane  progeny  by,  and  solace 
bodely  and  gostly,  and  thereby  to  wyn  the  ioyet 
of  paradyse. 

or  ENUTB,  THE  SBCOVDB  FOOLE. 

Ai^PROCttE  youfoly  she  enuyons,  the  n^ich  can 
say  no  good  by  them  that  yc  bate,  come  and  se  it» 
this  booke,  youre  peruerse  and  euyll  cond^cions. 

0  enuy  that  deuourctb  the  condycions  of  men,  and 
dyssypers  of  honour.  Thou  makest  to  haue  rauis- 
shynge  heartes  famyshed,  thou  brennest  the  de- 
syres,  and  sleeth  the  soule  in  the  ende,  thou  eo- 
gendrest  the  darte  enuyronned  with  mischefe  that 
whiche  traueyletb  diuers  (bikes.  Cursed  fbole 
how  haste  thou  thy  heart  so  replete  with  craeltie, 
for  if  1  haue  temporall  goodes  thou  wilte  haue 
enuye  therat,  or  if  that  1  can  worke  well,  and  that 

1  apply  mee  Tnto  dyuers  thynges  the  whiche  be 
honest,  or  if  that  I  haue  castels,  landes,  and  tene- 
mentesi  or  if  that  I  am  exalted  vnto  hononre  by 
my  science,  or  won  it  by  my  bardynes  truely  and 
iustlye,  or  if  that  I  am  beloued  by  dyuers  penons 
whiche  reclaymeth  mee  good  and  vertuous,  and  of 
a  noble  courage,  thou  wylt  vilepande  me  with  thy 
wordcs,  thou  wottest  nener  in  what  maner  thou 
mayst  adnychell  mine  honour.  Thy  malicious  hert 
is  hurt  with  a  mortall  wounde  in  such  wise  that 
thou  haste  no  ioye  nor  solace  in  this  world,  for 
the  darte  of  Enuye  perceth  thy  herte  lyke  a  spere. 
Thou  bast  wylde  lycoure,  tbe  whiche  maketh  all 
thy  slomacke  to  be  on  a  flambe.  There  is  no 
medicync  that  maye  hele  thy  mortall  woonde.  I 
beynge  in  a  place,  where  as  myne  hononre  was 
magnyfyed,  thoughte  for  to  haue  taken  alyauuce 
with  an  odyfieraunt  floure,  but  all  sodaynely  I  was 
smyten  with  a  darte  of  enuye  behinde  my  backe^ 
wberthroiighe  alltho  that  were  on  my  partye 
turned  theyr  backes  upon  me,  for  to  agree  to  one 
of  Venus  dissolate  seruantes,  procedynge,  frome  a 
hearte,  enoenymed  with  enuye.  Wberfore  I  shall 
specyfye  vnto  you  the  condycyons  of  the  enuyous, 
who  that  holdetb  hym  of  the  sabgectes  of  enoye^ 
she  constytueth  to  deuoure,  and  byte  euery 
bodye :  gyuynge  vnhappes  and  myseries  vnto  her 
seruauntes.  Suche  folkes  doth  tbe  innocente  a 
thousande  wconges.  They  be  replenyssbed  with 
BO  many  treasons,  that  they  can  not  slope  in  their 
beddes,  they  haue  no  swete  cantycles  nor  songes* 
They  haue  theyr  tonges  honyed  with  swete  words 
vnder  the  coloure  of  lone,  they  be  lene,  and  infecte 
of  rygoure:  these  enuyous  more  bytterer  thenne 
the  gall  of  the  fyshe  glauca,  wyth  theyr  eyen  be- 
holdioge  a  trauers  of  stomackes  chaufed  syntil- 
lously,  and  without  these  mouthes  as  the  vyne  that 
is  newe  cot,  they  be  enuyroned  with  rage  and 
greate  anguysshe,  beholdynge  euermore  to  destroy 
some  body.  Coiiceyue  the  his^tory  of  Joseph  in 
your  myndes,  the  which  had  vii.  brethren  that 
were  enuyous  against  him  whieh  was  the  yongrste 
and  soldo  hym  vnto  the  marcbauntes  of  Egypte  by 
enuy,  and  betrayed  him.  The  which  were  de- 
lybered  of  a  longc  time  to  bane  destroyed  him. 
These  enuious  iieuer  laoghe,  but  whan  some  good 
man  hath  domage  upon  the  see  or  lande,  or  at  the 
disfbrtune  of  some  body,  be  drynketh  his  btoud  as 
milke.  Notwitbstandinge,  his  heart  is  euer  en- 
braced  with  enuy,  and  as  longe  as  he  lyueth  it 
shall  gnawe  his  hert.  Hee  resembleth  vnto  Ethna 
whiche  brennetii  alwayes.  As  of  RomuIuS  and 
Remus  his  brother,  the  whiche  Romulus  edefye^ 
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first  Rome,  and  gaue  it  to  name  Rome,  after  his 
owne  name.  Neuerthel^'  they  were  pastours  for 
tbey  estabiyshed  lawes  in  the  citie  And  Romulus 
punished  euerye  body  eqally.  He  dyd  instytute 
lymitles  or  markes  aboute  the  citie,  and  ordeyned 
that  be  that  passed  the  lymyttes  shuld  h«  put  to 
deatb.  His  brother  pass«i  them,  wherfore  he  was 
put  vnto  death  iiicontinenta  in  the  same  place. 
Wee  rede  also  how  Cayme  slewe  his  owne  brother 
by  enuye.  Haue  we  not  ensarople  semblablye  of 
Atreus,  of  whom  his  brother  occupyed  the  parke, 
how  well  that  they  were  in  the  real  me  stronge  and 
puyssaunte,  for  to  defende  them.  It  was  Thesius 
that  expulsed  his  brother  oute  of  the  realme  by 
enuy,  and  was  called  agayne  bycause  that  he  had 
taken  the  parke,  and  fynally  was  baikyshed,  and 
By  enuye  and  vnder  the  colour  of  peace  he  was 
sent  for.  And  when  bee  was  commcn  vnto  a  fieast, 
lie  made  his  two  children  for  to  be  rested,  and 
made  theim  to  drynke  their  bloude.  O  what 
horroure  was  it  to  see  his  twoo  children  dye  that 
were  so  dyscrete  ?  In  lykewise  Ethiocles  by  his 
brethren  receyued  great  enormyties  by  that  cursed 
enuye.  O  thou  prudent  man  if  thou  wilt  be  dis- 
crete, good,  and  wise  flye  from  enuy,  and  thou 
jhalt  finde  thy  selfe  sounde  of  body  and  soule. 

OF  THE  VOLUPTUOUSNE8  CORPORAlL 
THE  THIRD  FOOI«E. 

Ryghte  heartdy  I  beseche  you  folysshe  and 
lecherous  people,  that  it  will  please  you  for  to 
come  and  make  a  litell  coliacion  in  this  booke,and 
if  there  be  any  thinge,  that  I  can  do  for  you,  I  am 
all  yours  both  body  and  goodes,  for  truelye  I  haue 
an  ardaunce  desyre  to  doo  you  some  meditorious 
dede,  bicause  that  I  haue  euer  frequented  your 
servyce. 

Nowe  herken  what  I  haue  found  you  cautellous 
women.    They  that  the  pappes  be  sene  all  naked, 
their  heyre  combed  and  trussed  in  dyuers  places 
jnenieyloufily  be   vn  reasonable  fooles,  for  .they 
dresse  theim  like  voluptuous  harlottes  that  make 
theyr  heyre  to  appere  at  theyr  browes  yalowe  as 
fine  golde  made  in  iytel  tresses  for  to  drawe  yongc 
folke  to  theyr  loue.   Some  for  to  haue  their  goodes 
presenteth  to  theim  their  beddes  for  to  take  their 
camall  desires.     And  after  that  they  haue  taken 
all  their  disportcs,  they  pill  theim  as  an  onion. 
Tlie  other  for  to  haue  their  plesures  moudayne 
cbe«eth  theim  that  we  loue  best  and  maketh  syg- 
nyfyaunce  to  theim  sayeng  that  she  is  anamoured 
on  theim.   Thou  art  a  verye  idyot  so  to  abandone 
thy  selfe  vnto  the  vyle  synneof  lecherye,  for  thou 
lettest  thy  selfe  be  wrapped  therein,  lyke  as  a 
calfe,  or  a  shepe  is  bounde  in  a  corde.     In  soche 
wise  that  ye  can  not  vnbynde  youre selfe,   O  foole 
hare  aspecte  vnto  that  whiche  thou  commyttest 
for  tbou  puttest  thy  poore  soule  in  great  daunger 
of  damnation  eternall,  tbou  puttest  thy  goodes, 
thyne  vndeiistandinge,  and  thy  joy,  vnto  dolorous 
perdicioD  for  all  that  yee  bee  in  your  worldly  plea- 
sures, yet  it  is  mengled  with  dystres,  or  with 
Diysery,  greate  thoughte  or  melancoly.      f  re* 
quyre  thee  leue  thy  woridlye  pleasures  that  en- 
doreth  no  lenger  then  the  erasse  of  the  feelde    Yf 
you  bane  ioye  one  only  momente  thtiu  shalt  haue 
twayne  of  sorow  for  it.     We  rede  of  Sardanapalus 
that  for  his  lecherye  and  lybidinosite  fell  into  hell, 
the  whiche  put  himselfc  in  the  guiiie  of  a  poore 
woman,  hi&  men  seioge  hym  so  obstinate  in  that  I 


vile  sinncyslewe  him,  and  so  fynisliedhee  hitfdayei 
for  folowinge  of  his  pleasaunce  mondayne.  The 
soueraigne  Creatour  was  more  ^uyssante  thenue 
this  wretched  sinner,  let  vs  not  apply  our  selfe 
therto  sith  that  hee  punysheth  sinners  so  asprely, 
but  with  all  our  hertes  enforce  we  our  selfe  fur  to 
resist  againste  that  vyle  and  abhomynable  sinne 
of  lechery,  the  whiche  is  so  full  of  enfeccion  and 
by tteroes,  for  it  distayneth  the  soule  of  man :  fle 
frome  the  foolisshe  women  that  pylleth  the  loners 
vnto  the  harde  bones,  and  you  shal  be  beloued  of 
God  and  also  of  the  worlde. 


EN  PARLEMEffT  A  PARIS. 

Justice  est  raorte  &  verite  sommeiUe, 
Droit  &  raison  sent  allez  aux  pardons 
Les  deux  premiers:  Nul  ne  les  resueille, 
£t  les  derniers,  soot  corrumpus  pardons. 

Out  of  Frencbe  into  Latine. 

Abstulit  atra  dies  Astraeam:  cana  fides  4ed- 
somno  pressa  jacet:  jus  iter  arripuit. 

£t  secum  ratio  proficisceos  limite  lungo. 
Nemo  duas  primas  evigilare  parat, 

Atque  duo  postrema  absunt,  &  numera  tantum 
Impediunt,  nequeuntcjue  remeari  domum. 

Out  of  Latine  into  Englysbe 

Justice  nowe  is  dead, 
Trouth  with  a  drousy  head. 
As  bevy  as  the  leed 
Is  leyd  downe  to  slepe. 
And  bidythe  no  kepe 
And  ryght  is  euer  fiiUows 
Gon  to  seke  halows 
With  reason  to  gidder 
No  man  can  tell  whether 
No  man  woll  vndertake 
The  fyrst  twayne  to  awake : 
And  the  tweyne  laste 
Be  withholde  so  faste 
Wyth  mony,  as  men  sayne 
They  cau  not  come  agayne.    . 


EPITAPH  E. 


This  tretise  devysed  it  is 

Of  two  knaucs  somtyme  of  d5rg. 

Though  this  knaues  be  deade 
Full  of  myschiefe  and  queed 
Yet  where  so  euer  they  ly 
Theyr  names  shall  ueoer  dye. 

COMPENDIUM  DE    DUOBUS   FERSIPEL' 

LIBUS 

JOHN  JATBERD  ET  AD4Bff  ALIAS  A  KNAUE  DRQUI 
ILLORl/H  N0TIS81MA  VILITATE.  ' 

A  DEVOUTB  TRBNTALE  FOR  OLD  30\fn  CtARKB, 
SOMETYME   THE  HOLY  PATRIARKB  OF  DI|. 

Seql'ITUR  trigentale 
Tale  quale  rationale 
Licet  parum  curiale 
Tamen  satis  est  formate 
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SKELTON'S  POEMS. 


JoRonit  Clere  hominis 
Cujasdam  maltimoniis 
Joanniii  Jayberd  qui  vocatur 
Clerc  cleribus  nuncupatur 
Obiit  sanctus  iste  pater 
Aono  domini  M>D.  Sexto 
In  parochia  de  dis 
Nod  erat  sibi  similii 
In  malicia  vir  insignia 
Duplex  corde  &  bilinguia 
Seoio  confectus 
Omnibus  suspectus 
Nemini  dilectns 
Sepultuii  est  amonge  the  wedes 
God  forgeae  hym  his  mysdedes 

Dnice  melos 
Penetrans  Celos. 

Carmina  cum  cannis 
Cantemus  festa  Joannis 
Gierke  obiit  vere 
Jayberde  nomenque  dedere 
Dis  populus  natus 
Gierke  cleribus  estque  vocatus 
Hie  vir  caldeus 
Kequaro  vir  cea  Jebuseus 
In  Christum  Domini 
Fremuit  dc  more  camdi 
Rectori  proprio 
Tarn  verba  retorta  loqoendo 
Unde  resultaudo 
fiua  acheronta  boando  tonaret 
Nunquam  sincere 
Solittts  sua  crimina  flere 
Gui  male  lingua  loquax 
Suae  dicax  mendaxque  fuere 
Et  mores  tales 
Resident  in  nemine  qnales 
Carpens  vitales 
Auras  turbare  sodalea 
£t  cines  socias 
Asinus  mulus  velut  &  boa 
Omne  suum  studium 
Rubiom  pictum  per  amictum 
Discolor  &  victum 
Faciens  semper  malcdictum 
Ex  intestinis  ovium 
Suae  boumque  caprorum 
Teodens  adque  forum 
Fragmentum  colligit  borum 
Dentibus  exemptis 
Mastigat  cumque  polentis 
JLanigerum  caput 
Aut  vacciB  mogientis 
fiuid  petis  ?  hie  sit  quis 
John  Jayberd.    Nicolas  de  dis 
Cui  dum  Tixerat  is 
Sociantur  iurgia  vis  lis 

Jam  Jacet  hie  starke  deed 
Neuer  a  toth  in  his  heed 
Adieu.    Jayberd  adue 
I  faith  dikkon  thou  crue 
Fratres  orate 
For  this  knauate 
By  the  holy  rode 
Dyd  neuer  man  good 
1  pray  you  all 
And  pray  shall 
At  this  trentall 
On  knees  to  fall 
To  the  fote  ball 


W^ith  fill  the  blak  bowie 
For  Jayberdes  sowle 

Bibite  muHum 
Ecce  sepultum 
Sub  pede  stultnm 
Asinum  &  muJum 
The  deuill  kis  his  culum 
Wit  hey  cowe  mmbelowo 
Rumpopolorum 
Per  omnia  secula  secoloruou 
Amen. 

Requiem,  &c. 
Per  Fredericnm  Hely 
Fratrem  de  Monte  Carmeli 
fiui  condunt  sine  sale 
Hoc  devotum  trigintale 
Vale  Jayberd,  valde  male. 
Finis. 

Adam  Udderaale.  alias  dictns 
Adam  all.  a  knaue  his  epitaph* 
Foloweth  deuoutly. 
He  was  somtime  the  holy 
Baillyue  of  dis. 

Of  dis. 

Adam  degebat 
Dum  vixit  falsa  gerebat 
Namque  extorqoebat 
Quicqoid  natiirus  habebat 
Aut  liber  natus.    Rapidus 
I«upus  inde  vocatus. 
Ecclesiamque  satus 
De  belial  iste  Pilatus 
Sub  pede  calcatus 
Violauit  nunc  violatua 
Perfidus  iratus 
Numquam  fuit  ille  beatus 
Uddersall  stratus 
Benedictus  est  spoliatus 
Improbus  inflatus 
Maledictus  jam  laceratus 
Sis  tibi  baccatus 
Balians  prsedomioatus 
Hie  fuit  ingratus 
Porcus  velut  insaciatos 
Pinguis  crassatus 
Velut  Agag  fit  reprobatus 
Crudclisquc  Cacus 
Baratro  peto  sit  tumulatus 
Belsabub  his  soule  saue 
Sui  jacet  bic  like  a  kiiaue. 
Jam  scio  mortuus  est 
£t  jacet  hie  hkeabest. 

Anima  eius, 

De  malo  in  pejus.    Amen. 

De  dis  httc  semper  erit  camena, 
Adam  Uddersall  sit  anathema. 

Auctore  Skeltbn  rectore  de  dis. 

Finis,   &c.     Apud  Trumpinton  scriptor    per 

cnratum  ejusdem  quinto  die  Januarii  anno  domini 

secundum  computat  Anglian  M.D.VII. 

Adam  Adam  ubi   es.    .  Genesis  R.  ubi  nulla 

reqnies.  [joh. 

Ubi  nuUus  urdo,  sed  sempitemus  horror  inhabitat. 

Finis. 

Diligo  rusticum  cum  portant  bis  duo  quantum 
£t  cantaot  delos  est  mi  hi  dolce  melos. 
It  Cantlcum  dolorosum. 


BEDEL  QUONDAM  BELTAL. 

LAMENTATTO  URBIS  NORWICEN. 

O  LACHRIMOSA  lues  nimis  O  quim  flebile  fatom 

Ignibus  exosis  urbs  veneranda  ruis 
Fulmina  sive  Jovis  sive  vltima  dta  vocabaut 

Vulcani  rapidis  ignibus  ipsa  peris 
Ou  decus  ou  partilD  specie  pulcherima  dudum 

Urbs  Norwioensis  labitar  in  cineres       [ponaoiy 
Urbs  tibi  quid  referam?  breviter  tibi  pauca  re- 

Prospera  raro  maiient,  utere  sorte  tua. 
P^rpetuum  mortale  nibii,  sors  omnia  versat,^ 

Urbi  miseranda  vale^  sors  miseranda  tua  est. 

Skelton. 


305 


TIUnSSIMOS  iCOTlff  DUNDA8  ALLEOAT  CAUDAf 
CONTRA  ANOUGEMAS  CAUDATOS  ANOLOt,  9P0R- 
CIBSIME  SCOTS  QUID  EFFBR9?  KFPR0N8  B8, 
QUOQUB  sons:  MB]fDAX,TUA  IPDRCAQVE  BUCCA 


Anglicds  a  tergo 
Candam  gerit. 
£st  canis  ergo. 
AngUce  caodaCe 
Cape  caudam 
Ne  cadet  a  te 
Ex  cause  caude 
Manet  Anglica 
Gens  siye  iaude. 
Skelton  nobilis  poeta, 
Diffamas  patriam  qua  noa 

est  melior  usquam 
Cum  Cauda  plaudis  dum 

possis  ad  hostia  pultes 
Mendicans  mendicus  eris, 

mendaxque  bilinguis, 
Scabidus.  borribilis,  queiii 

▼ermes  sexqoe  pedales 
(k>rrodunt  misere,  miseret 

genus  est  maledlctum. 
Gup  Scot,  ye  blot, 
Laudate  Caudate 
Set  iu  better 
Tby  pentameter 
This  Dundas 
This  Scottisfae  as 
He  rymet  and  rayles 
That  Englishmen  haue  taUes. 

Skeltonus  laureatus, 
Anglicus  natus, 
Provocat  musas 
Contra  Dundas 
Norpacissimnm  Scotum, 
Undique  notum. 
Rustic^  fotum 
Vapid^  potum, 

Skelton  laureat 
After  this  rate 
Defendeth  with  his  pen 
All  English  men. 
Agayn  Dundas 
The  Scotiishe  asse 
Shake  thy  tayle  Scot  lyke  a  cur. 
For  thou  beggest  at  euery  manncs  dor. 
Out  Scot  1  sey 
Go  shake  thy  dog  bey 
Dundas  of  Qalaway 
With  thy  versyfyeng  raylfs 
How  they  haue  taylefc 

TOL-Ii. 


By  Jesu  Christ,  fids  Scot  thou  lyest. 

But  behynd  in  our  hose 

We  here  there  a  rose 

For  thy  Scottysbe  nose, 

A  spectacle  case 

To  couer  thy  face 

With  tray  deux  ase 

A  tolman  to  blot 

A  rough  foted  Scot   • 

Dundas  sir  knaue 

Why  doste  tbow  depraue. 

This  royal  1  reame, 

Whose  radiant  beame 

And  relncent  light 

Thou  hast  in  despite 

Thou  donghyll  knyght 

But  thou  lakest  might 

Dundas,  dronken,  and  drowsy  ' 

Skabed  scurvy  and  lowsy 

Of  Tnhappy  generacion 

And  most  vngracious  nacion* 

Dundas  that  dronke  asse 

That  ratis  and  rankis 

That  prates  and  pranket 

On  tauntley  bankes 

Take  this  our  thankes 

Dunde  bar, 

Waike  Scot 

Walke  sot 

Rayle  not  to  far. 


ADMOIflTIO  8KEI«TONIS  CT  OMNK8  ARB0RB8 
VIRIDI  LAVREO  OOlffCBDART. 

Fraxinus  in  silvis,  altis  in  montibus  omus 

Populus  in  lluviis,  abies  patulissima,  fagus 
Lenta  salix,  platanus  pinguis,  ficulnea  ficus, 

Glandifera  k,  quercus,  pirns,  esculus,  ardua 
Basamus  exudans»  oleasterAoliva  MinervK,  [pinus, 

Juniperus,  buxus,  lentiscus  cuspide  lenta 
Botrigera,  &  domino,  vitis  gratissima,  baccho. 

Ilex  k,  sterilis,  labnista  palosa  colonis, 
MoUibus  ezodans  fragrantia  thura  sabeis 

Thus  redolens,  arabis  panter,  notissima  mirrfaa, 
Et  Tos  O  corili  fragiles,  bnmilesque  myricse 

Et  vos  O  cedri  i^olentes,  tos  quoque  myrtr. 
Aiboris  omne  gemis  ▼iridi  concedite  Lauro. 

Prenes  en  gre.    The  Laiirelle. 

Diligo  rusticum  cum  portant  bis  duo  quantum 

Et  cantant  delos  est  mihi  dulce  melos 

1.  Canticum  dolorosum. 


IN  BEDELL  QUONDAM  BELIAL  INCARNATDM,   DB- 
VOTUM  EPITAPHIUlf. 

Ism AL  ecce  Bedel,  non  mel,  sed  fel,  sibi  des  el. 

Per6dus  Achitophel:  Luridus  atque  lorell : 
Nunc  olet  iste  JebaUNabat.  S.  Nabaleoce  Ribaldas 

Omnibus  exosus  atque  perosus  erat. 
In  plateaque  cadens  animam  Kpiravit  oleto, 

Presbyteros  odiens  sic  sine  mente  ruit 
Discite  Yos  omnes  quid  sit  yioiare  sacratos 

Presbyteros,  quia  sic  oorruit  iste  canis. 
Cocittts  cul  sic  petus  per  Tartara  totus 

Sit  peto  promotus  Cerberus  huncque  voret 
At  mage  sancta  tamen  mea  mnsa  precabitur  atros 

Hos  lemuresque  eat  sic  Bedel  ad  superos 
Non  eat,  immo  mat,  non  scandat  sed  mage  tendat, 

Inque  caput  prsKcps  mox  Acbaronte  petal. 
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SKELTON'S  rOEMS. 


BedeLSttMUaudignatus  eft  iniiifetciui  in  noctum. 

Psal.  73. 
Mortos  est  asinm 

Sui  virit  multum 
Hie  jacet  bariwrut 
The  deuill  kys  bis  aalum.     Amen. 
Hanc  Tolo  transcribas,  tanscriptaBi  moxique  re- 
niittas  pagllaam:  qui  sunt  qui  ooea  aeripta  sciuut 
Redde.  \  ^S]}*^^V^}^  sunt  qui  realaciMiela  fremaut 
'  (  Igitur  quia  sunt  qui  bona  ouaetapremunt 
Nee  taroea  ^sf^-^o  de  fotuo  labia 
Nee  multum  pavao  de  8c#lido  Itaiiulo. 


POETA    BKBLTON    LAURBATUS    LISBLLUBI    SCUM 
METRICS  AJLOQUnUR. 

Ad  dominum  propento  meum  nea  pagina  Percy 

Sui  Northumbrorttm  jura  patcffoa  garit. 
Ad  Datum  Celebris  tn  prona  repona  leoois, 

Suseque  suo  patri  trisUa  justitia. 
Ast  ubi  perlegit  dubiam  sub  /nente  volutet, 

Fortunam  cuncta  <quie  male  fida  rotat, 
Sui  leo  sit  felix  k,  Nestoris  occupet  annoa, 

Ad  libitum  cujus  jpse  paratus  era. 

B&ELTON  LAUREAT  VPOR  THE  DODLOtiRS  DETHB 
AND  MUCHB  LAMERTADLB  CBAUHCB  OW  THE 
MOST  HONORABLE  BRLB  OF  NORTOVMBER- 
LANDB. 

I  WAYLB,  I  wepe,  I  sofaft>e,  1  sigh  fulsore 
The  dedely  Ikte.  the  dolefulle  desteny 
Of  hym  that  is  gone,  alas  without  restora 
Of  the  bloud  royall  dasoanding  aobeUy 
Wbo^  lordshyp  doutles,  was  alayne  lamentably 
TboBow  treson,  again  him  compassed  and  wnwght 
Tcaar  to  his  prince,  an  word,  in  dade,  and  thought 

Of  hauenly  poems.  O.  Clyo  caldeby  name 
In  the  cotege  of  musia  goddas  hystoriaM 
Adres  the  to  me  whiohe  am  both  halt  and  lame 
In  elaot  vteaauaoe  to  make  memoryall 
To  the  for  soucoaur  to  the  for  help  i  call 
Bline  homely  oadnas  and  drygfanas  to  expell 
With  the  ffashe  watan  of  filyconys  well. 

Of  noble  actes  anncieiitly  enrolde 
Of  &moHS  pryncis  and  lordes  of  astate 
By  thy  report  ar  wout  to  be  extold 
Regestringe  ^rewly  euery  formare  date 
.  Of  thy  bouute  after  the  Tsuall  rate 
Kyodell  in  me  sqche  plenty  of  thy  nobles 
These  sorowfuUe  dites  that  I  may  shew  expres. 

In  aesona  past  who  hath  herde  or  sena 
Of  formar  writyng  by  any  presidente 
Tbatvilane  hastanldis  in  their  furious  tena 
Fulfylled  wjth  malice  of  frowaid  entente 
Cunfeterad  togeder  of  comiuion  concente 
Falsly  tu  flee  thasrr  most«  singular  god  lord 
It  may  be  regastrede  of  sbamefull  mooida. 

So  noble  a  man  so  raliaunt  lord  and  knyght 
F^IAllad  with  honor  as  all  the  wold  doth  ken 
▲t  his  comaiaundment  which  had  both  day  and 

nyght 
Knyghtes  and  squyeii:  at  euery  season  when 
M.0  calde  vpon  them,  as  maniaU  houshould  men 


Were  not  these  oommoas  vneurteis  kaitis  of  kind 
To  slo  their  owne  lorde:  God  was  not  in  theix 
mynd 

And  were  not  they  to  blame  I  say  also 
That  were  aboute  him  bis  one  servants  of  tnut 
To  sufine  him  sJayu  of  his  mortall  fo 
Fled  away  from  hym  let  hym  ly  in  the  dost 
They  bode  not  till  the  reckeuyng  were  diccust 
What  shuld  I  flatter  what  shuld  I  glose  or  paint 
Fy  fy  for  shame  Uieir  liarteis  ware  to  faint. 

In  England  and  Fraunce  which  gretly  was  re- 

douted 

Of  whom  both  Flaundv  rs  and  Scotland  stode  in 

To  whom  great  estates  obeyed  and  lowted  [dredc 

A  mayny  of  rude  vUlayos  made  hym  for  to  hlede 

'Uukyodly  they  slaw  htm,  that  holp  them  oft  at 

nede 
He  was  their  bulwark  their  paoes  and  their  wail 
Yet  shamfully  they  slew  hym  that  shame  mot 

them  biefal 

I  say  ye  comoners  why  wer  ye  so  atark  mad 
What  frantyk  frensy  fyll  in  your  brayne 
Where  was  your  wit  and  resou  ye  should  have  had 
What  wilful  foly  made  yow  to  ryse  agayoe 
Your  naturall  lord :  alas  I  cannot  fayna 
Ye  armyd  you  with  will,  and  left  your  wit  behynd 
Well  may  you  be  called  comooes  most  mkynd. 

He  was  your  chefteyne  your  shelde  your  chef 
Redy  to  assyst  you  in  euery  time  of  neda  [defence 
Your  worshyp  depended  of  his  excellence 
Alas  ye  mad  men  to  &r  ye  did  excedc 
Your  hap  was  rnbappy  to  ill  was  your  spede 
What  moued  you  againe  him  to  war  or  to  fyght 
What  alyde  you  to  sle  your  lord  agayn  all  ryght. 

The  ground  of  his  qoarel  was  for  his  souerain 
The  well  concerning  of  ell  the  hole  lande       [lonl 
Demandyng  sucbe  duties  as  nedes  most  acord 
To  the  ryght  of  his  prince  which  should  not  be 

withstand 
For  whose  cause  ye  slew  him  with  your  owne  hand 
But  had  his  noble  men  done  wel  that  day 
Ye  had  not  bene  able  to  haue  sayd  him  nay 

But  ther  was  fals  packing  or  els  I  am  begylde 
How  be  it  the  mater  was  euydent  and  playoe 
For  if  they  bad  occupied  their  speia  and  their 

shildc 
This  noble  man  doutles  had  not  bene  slayne 
But  men  say  they  wer  lynked  with  a  double  chaine 
And  held  with  the  comoncs  voder  a  cloke 
Which  kindeled  the  iidld  fyr  that  made  al  this 
smoke. 

The  commons  renyed  ther  taxes  to  pay 
Of  them  demaunded  and  a&ked  by  the  kynge 
With  one  voice  importune  they  plainly  sayd  nay 
They  buskt  them  on  a  hushmeot  theinselfe  in 

baile  to  bring 
Agayne  the  kyngs  pleasure  to  wrestle  or  to  wring 
Bluntly  as  bes»t  is  with  boste  and  with  crye 
They  sayd  they  forsed  not,  nor  carede  not  to  dy. 

The  noblenes  of  the  north  this  valiant  loid  and 
knight 
As  man  that  was  innocent  of  trechery  or  traine 
Prescd  forth  boldly  to  withstond  the  myght 
And  lyke  marciaU  Hector  he  fought  them  agayne 
Vygorously  vpon  them  with  might  and  with  maine 
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Trustyog  in  noble  men  that  vera  with  him  there 
But  al  they  fl«d  from  hym  for  falsbode  or  fere. 

Baronesy  knyghtes,  squiera  and  all 
Together  with  Beruauntes  of  his  faaiuly 
Tttroed  their  backe,  and  let  their  master  fal 
Of  whome  they  counted  not  a  Bye 
Take  vp  whose  wold  for  ther  they  let  him  ly 
Alas  his  gold,  his  fee,  his  annual  rent 
Upon  soche  a  sort  was  ille  bestowd  and  spent« 

He  was  enuirond  abonte  on  eaery  syde 
With  bis  enemyes,  that  wer  starke  mad  and  wode 
Ye  while  he  stoide  he  gaue  them  woundes  wyde 
Alias  for  rath  what  tbonghc  bis  mynd  wer  gode 
His  corage  manly,  yet  ther  be  shed  his  blode 
Al  left  alone  alas  he  fongphte  in  vayne 
For  cruelly  among  them  ther  he  was  slayne. 

Alas  for  pite  that  Percy  thus  was  spylt 
The  famous  erie  of  Northumberland 
Of  knyghtly  prowes  the  sword  pomel  and  hylt 
The  myghty  lyon  doutted  by  se  and  lande 
O  dolorous  channee  of  fortunes  froward  bande 
What  man  remembryng  how  sham  fully  he  was 
From  bitter  weping  himself  can  restrain,     [shiine 

O  croell  Mars  thou  dedly  god  of  war 
O  dolorous  tewisday  dedicate  to  thy  name 
When  thou  shoke  thy  sworde  so  noble  a  man  to 
O  ground  vngracious  vnhappy  be  thy  fame    [mar 
Which  wert  endyed  with  rede  bloud  of  tbe  mmt 
Most  noble  erie ;  O  foule  roysuiyd  ground 
Whereon  be  gat  his  finall  dedely  wounde. 

O  Atropos  of  the  fotaH  lyaters  iii. 
Goddes  most  cruel  vnto  the  lyfe  of  man 
Ail  merciles  in  the  is  no  ptte 
O  honicide  which  deesl,  all  that  thoa  caa 
So  forcibly  ypon  this  erie  thou  ran 
That  with  thy  swoid  enharpit  of  mortaH  drede 
Thou  kit  asonder  perf|ght  vitall  threde. 

My  wordee  unpntlysht  be  nakide  and  ptayne 
Of  Aureat  poems  they  want  ellumynynge 
But  by  them  to  knotvlege  ye  may  attayne 
Of  this  lordes  defhe  and  of  !)ts  mordrynge 
Which  whiles  he  lyved  had  fuyson  of  encry  thing 
Of  knights  of  squyers  chyf  lord  of  toure  and  towne 
Tyll  fykkell  fortune  began  an  hym  to  frowne 

Paregall  to  dukes  with  kynget  he  might  compare 
Surmountinge  in  honor  all  erlis  he  did  excede 
To  all  countrcis  aboutc  him  reporte  ne  I.  dart 
Lyke  to  Eneas  beuigne  in  word  atad  dade 
Valiant  as  Hector  in  euery  marciall  neda 
Prudent,  discrete,  circumspect  and  wyse 
Tyil  the  chaunce  ran  agayae  hym  of  fortuaea  du- 
ble  dyse. 

What  nedeth  me  for  to  extoll  his  fame 
With  my  rude  pen  enkankered  all  with  rust 
Whose  noble  actes  show  worshiply  his  name 
Transendyng  for  myne  homly  muse,  that  muste 
Yet  somwhat  wright  supprised  with  herty  lust 
Truly  reportyng  his  right  noble  estate 
Immortally  whiche  is  immaculate. 

His  noMe  blode  neuer  destayned  wm 
Trew  to  bis  prince  for  to  defend  hit  ryght 
Doblenes  batyug,  fals  matters  to  compas 
TrejFtory  and  treason  he  banysht  oat  of  syght 
With  troth  to  medle  was  al  hitholl 


As  all  bis  conntrey  can  testyfy  the  same 
To  fle  suche  a  lorde  alas  it  was  great- shazne. 

If  the  bole  qnerc  of  the  musis  nyne 
In  ihe  all  onely  wer  net  and  comprysed 
Enbrethed  with  the  blast  of  influence  deuytit 
As  perfytly  as  could  be  thought  or  deoised 
To  me  also  all  thongh  It  were  promised 
Of  Laureat  Phebos  holy  the  eloquence 
AH  were  to  lytell  for  his  magnificence 

0  yonge  lyon  but  tender  yet  of  age 
Grow  and  encrese  remembre  thyn  estate 
God  the  assyst  unto  thyn  herjrtage 
And  geue  the  grace  to  be  mora  fortunate 
Agayn  rebellyones  arme  the  to  make  debate 
And  as  the  lyone  whiche  is  of  bcstes  kyngo 
Unto  thy  subiectes  be  curteis  and  benygae 

1  pray  God  sende  the  prosperous  lyfe  and  long 
Stable  thy  myode  constant  to  be  and  last 
Ryifht  to  mayntayn  and  to  resyst  all  wronge 
All  (lateryog  lay  tors  abhor  and  from  the  cast 
Of  (wile  detraction  God  kepe  the  frooa  the  MmI 
Let  double  delyng  in  the  haue  no  place, 
And  be  not  lyght  of  credeace  in  no  case. 

With  heuy  chere,  with  dolorous  hart  and  myad 
Eche  man  may  soroiv  in  his  inward  thought 
This  lords  death  whose  pere  is  hard  to  fyod 
Al  gife  Englond  and  Fraunce  were  thorow  saught 
Al  kynges,  all  princes,  al  dukes,  well  they  ought 
Both  teinporall  and  spiritual  for  to  comptayne 
This  noble  man  that  crewelly  was  slayne. 

More  specially  barons  and  those  knyghtes  bold 
And  al  other  gentilmen  with  him  enterteyned 
In  fee:  as  menyall  men  of  his  housold 
Whom  he  as  lord  worwhyply  mainteyned 
To  sorowfUl  weping  they  ought  to  be  constreintd 
As  oft  as  they  call  to  theyr  remembraunce. 
Of  ther  good' lord  the  fate  and  dedely  chaunce. 

Perlese  Prince  of  Heven  tmperyall 
That  with  one  word  formed  ak  thing  of  nonghte 
Heven,  belli  and  ertbt,  obey  unto  thy  call 
Wbi^    to    thy   rtseiablaanee    wondersly   hast 

wrought 
All  mankynd,  whom  thoa  full  dere  hast  bought 
With  thy  bloud  pvecioui  oar  fioannce  thoo  di4  pay 
And  vs  redemed,  from  the  fendys  pray 

To  the  pray  we  as  Prince  iucomparablt 
As  thou  art  of  mercy  and  pyte  the  well 
Thou  bring  unto  thy  joye  etermiaable 
The  soull  of  this  lorde  from  all  daunger  of  hell 
lu  endles  blys  with  the  to  byde  and  dwell 
In  thy  palace,  aboue  the  orient 
Where  thou  art  Lord,  and  God  omnipotent. 

O  2uene  of  mercy,  O  Lady  full  of  grace 
Mayden  most  pure  and  Goddes  moder  dere 
To  sorowfiil  hartes  ch«)f  comfort  and  solace 
Of  all  women  O  flowre  without  pere 
Pray  to  thy  son  aboue  the  sterr  is  dere 
He  to  vouch  safe  by  thy  mediacion 
To  pardon  thy  semaunt  and  brynge  to  sduacion 

la  jay  triumphount  the  heuenly  gerarchy 
With  all  the  bola  sorte  of  that  glorious  place 
His  soull  mot  receyue  in  to  theyr  company 
Tborovr  bounty  of  hym  that  formed  all  solace 
Wei  of  pite,  of  mercy,  and  of  grace 
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The  Father/the  Sonn,  and  the  Holy  Ghost 
In  Trinitate  one  God  of  myghta  moste. 

Non  sapit  bnmanis  qui  oertam  ponere  rebus 

Spem  cupit  est  hominum  raraque  ficta  fides 
Tetrasticon  Skelton  laareati  ad  magistrum  Rukshaw 

Sacne  theologize  egregium  professorem 
Accipe  nunc  domum  doctor  celeberrime  Rukshair 

Cannina:  de  calamo  quae  cecibere  meo, 
Et  quaqua  placidis  non  sunt  modolata  cannenis 

Sunt  tamen  ex  nostra  pectore  prompta  pio. 
Vale  feliciter,  virorum  laiuiatissim^. 

PIN  19. 


ELEGI4 

IN  SERENISSIMiB  PRINCIPIS  ET  DOMINiE  DOMINA 
MARGARICTiB  NUPER  C0M1TI8MI  DB  DARBY 
STRBNUI98IMI  REGIS  HENRICI  SEPTIffl  MATRIS 
FUNEBRE  MINISTER lUM.  PER  8&BLT0NIDA 
I.AUREATUM  ORATOREM  REGIUM  XVI.  MENSM 
AUGUSTI.     ANNO  SALUTIS  M.D.XVI. 

Aspirate  meis  elegis  pia  tunna  sororum, 

£t  Margaretam  collacrimate  piam. 
Hac  sub  mole  latet  regis  celeberrima  mater 

Uenrici  magni,  quem  locus  tste  fbvet; 
finem  locus  iste  sacer  celebri  celebrat  Poliandro, 

Illius  en  genitriz  hac  tumulatur  humo; 
Cui  cedat  Tanaquil  (Titus  lianc  super  astra  re« 

Cedat  Penelope  cams  Ulyssis  amor,      [portat) 
Hec  Abigail  relut  Hester  erat  pietate  secunda, 

En  tres  jam  proceres  nobilitate  pares: 
Pro  domina  precor  implora  pro  principe  tanta 

Flecte  deum  precibus  qui  legis  hos  apices. 
Plnra  referre  piget  calamus  torpore  rigescit, 

Dormit  Mecjsnas,  negligitur  probitas 
Nee  juTat  aut modicum  prodest  nunc  ultima  venu 

Facta  recensere  (mortua  mors  reor  est) 
Sueris  quid  decus  est?    decus  est  modo  dicier 
bircum 

Cedit  honos  hirco,  cedit  honorque  capfo. 
Fallens  ipse  Charon  itenim  surrexit  Abyron 

Et  stygios  remos  despicit  ille  tnos* 
Vivitur  ex  voto :  mentis  pmcordia  tangunt 

Nulla  sepulcca  docum  ncc  monnmenta  patrum; 
Non  regum  non  ulla  hdmiuum  labentiafsto 

Terapora  nee  totiens  mortua  turba  mens. 
Hunc  statuo  certe  peritnrsB  paroere  cartas 

Ceu  Javeoalis  ovat  eximius  satirus. 

Disticon  execrationis  in  fagojidoros 
&ui  lacerat,  Tiolat,  ve  rapit  praesens  Epitoma 
Hunc  laceretque  voret  Cerberus  absque  mora. 
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Calon.  Agaton.  cum  Areta.  Re  in.  Pa. 
Hanc  tecum  statuasdominum  (precor)  A  sator  orbis, 
Suo  regnas  mtilans  rex  sine  fine  manens. 

ORATOR  REGIUS  8KELTONI8  LAI7RBATU8  IN 
SINGULARS  MERITISSIMUMQ ;  PRSCONIUM 
MOBILISSIBU  PRINCIPIS  HBNRICI  SBPTIMI  NU- 
PER 6TRENUISSIME  REGIS  ANGLIE  HOC  BPITA- 
PHtUM  BDIDIT.  AD  SINCBRAM  CONTBMPLA- 
TIONEBf  REVERENDl  IN  CRI8T0  PATRIS  AC  DO- 
MINI DOMPNI  JOHANNIS  ISLIP  ARBATIS  WEST- 
MONA9TBRU  OPTIMB  MBRITI  ANNO  DOMINI. 
Mi IKXIIyPRIDIE DOMINI  ANDRES  AP08T0U,&C. 

Tristia  melpomenes  cogor  mode  plectra  sonare 
Hos  elegos  foveat  Cmthius  ille  moos 


Si  quas  fiita  movent  lacrimas:  lacrimare  videreC 

Jam  bene  maturum  si  bene  mente  sapis 
Flos  Britonum,  regum  speculum  Salamonis  imag* 

Septimus  Henricus  mole  sub  hac  tegitur, 
Punica  dnm  regnat  (redolens  rosa  digna  vocari 

Jam  jam  marcescit  ceu  levis  umbra  fugit) 
Multa  novercantis  fortunas  n^ulta  faventis 

Passos:  k  infractus  tempus  utrumque  tulit 
Nobilis  Anchises,  armis  metuendus  Atrides, 

Hie  erat:  hunc  Scottus  rex  timuit  Jacobus. 
Spiramenta  animas  vegitans  dum  vescitur  aura 

Francomm  popolus  cooticuit  pavidus. 
Inmensas  sibi  divitias  cumulasse  quid  horres 

Ni  cumulasset  opes  forte  Britannia  Ivas 
Urgentes  casus  tacita  si  mente  volutes, 

Vix  tibi  sufiiceret  aiwea  ripa  Tagi 
Ni  sua  te  probitas  consulta  mente  laborans 

Rexisset  satius:  rix  tibi  tuta  salus; 
Sed  quid  plum  cano^  meditans  quid  piuim  volut* 

Suisque  vigil  sibi  sit  mom  sine  lege  rapit? 
Ad  dominum  qui  cuncta  regit  pro  principe  tanto 
Funde  preces  quisquis  carmina  nostra  legis. 

Vel  mage  si  placeat  hune 
Hunc  timuit  Jacobus 
Scottorum  dominus 
Sui  sua  fata  luit 
Sucm  leo  candidior 
Rubeum  necat  ense  leooem 
Et  jacet  vsque  modo 
Non  tumulatus  humo. 
Refrigerii    sedem    quietis   beatitudioem  Inminis 
habeist  claritatem. 

AMEN. 


EULOGKTM 

PRO  9UORUM  TEMPORUM  CONDICIONB  TANTI8 
PRINCIPIBU8  NON  INDIGNUM  PER  8KBLTONIDA 
LAURBATUM  ORATOREM  RBGIUM. 

Hue  pia  Calliope  perpera  mea  casta  puella, 

Et  mecum  resona  carmiua  plena  deo, 
Septimus  Henricus  Britonum  memorabilis  heros, 

Anglica  terra  tuus  magnanimus  Priamns: 
Attains  hie  opibus  rigidue  Cato,  clarus  Acestes 

Sub  gelido  clausus  marmore  jam  recubit 
Hie  honor  omnia  opes,  probitas  sic  gloria  regum 

Omnia  nutabunt  mortis  ad  imperium.   [obstas? 
Anglia    num   lacrimas :    rides :    lacrimare   quid 

bum  vixit  lacrimas:  dum  moritur  jubilas. 
Cauta  tamen  penses,  dum  vixerat  Angligenenses 

Vibrabant  enses.  bella  nee  ulla  timent. 
Undique  bella  fremunt  nunc  undique  prelia  sur 

Noster  honor  solUs  filius  ecce  suus;  [gont, 

Noster  honor  solus  qui  pondera  taiita  subire 

Non  timet:  intrepidus  arma  gerenda  vocat, 
Anna  gerenda  vocat  (superi  sua  cepta  secuhdent) 

Ut  quatiat  Pallas  ^gida  sepe  rogat. 
Sors  tamen  est  versanda  diu  sors  vltima  belli 

Myrmidonum  dominus  matre  silente  mit; 
Et  quem  non  yaluit  validis  superare  sub  armis 

Mars?  tamen  occubuit  insidiis  Paridis 
Nos  incerta  quidem  pro  certis  ponere  rebus 

Ai^it,  &  prohibet  Deli  us  ipse  pater 
Omnia  sunt  hominum  dubio  labentia  fato^ 

Marte  sub  incerto  militat  omnia  homo. 
Omne  decus  nostram,  nostra  &  spes  unica  tantuUf 

Jam  bene  qui  regnat  hunc  Jovis  umbra  tegat 
Ut  quamvis  mentem  labor  est  inhibere  valentem^ 

Pauca  tamen  liceat  dioere  pace  sua; 
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Pace  tua  Hceat  mibi  nunc  tibi  dicere  paoca, 
Dulce  meum  decus,  &  sola  Britanna  salut. 

Sttmma  rti  nostrae  remanet  cel«berrime  prioceps, 
In  te  precipuo.  qui  modo  sceptra  geris. 

Si  tibi  feta  &vent  precor  atque  precabor 
An^lia  tunc  plaude  sin  minus  ipse  vale. 

Ptolicronitodo  Basileos. 

TBTRASTIGOir  VBRITATII. 

Felix  qui  bustum  torniasti. 

Rex  tibi  cuprum, 
Auro  si  tectas  fueras, 

Fueras  spoliatus, 
Nndus  prostratus, 

Tanta  est  rabioso  cupido, 
Undique  numtnorum 

Rex  pace  precor  requiescas.  Amen. 

nmt. 


m  TBB  FLBKTE  MADE  BY  MB  WILLIAM  CORNIIIIB 
OTHERWI9B  CALLED  NTSHBWHETB  CHAPBL- 
MAir  WITH  THE  MOST  PAMOSB  AND  NOBLE 
KYNG  HBNRT  THE  VII  .HIS  RBYGNE  THE  XIX. 
YBRB  TBB  MONBTH  OF  JULY. 

A  TREATISE  BETWENE  TROUTH,  AND 
INFORMATION. 

A.  B.  of  £.  bow.  C.  fur.  T.  was.  P.  in  P. 
Prologue. 

THE  HOOLE  CONTENT. 

The  knowlege  of  Ood,  passyth  comparison 
Tbe  deuill  knowith  all  il  thing,  consenti^  or  done 
And  man  knowetb  nothing,  sabe  only  by  reason 
And  reason  in  man,  is  diuerse  of  operation 
How  can  then  man  be  parfite  of  cogoicion 
For  reason  shall  so  reason  that  somtyme  among 
A  man  by  information  may  ryhgte  wisly  do  wrong 

*    GOSPELL. 

The  auctorised  gospel  and  reason  hol<leth  ther- 
with 
Whose  litterall  sence  agreith  to  the  fore  seyng 
fiui  ambulat  in  tenebris  nescit  quo  vadit 
Now  moralyse  ye  farther  and  peyse  the  contriuyng 
I  meaoe,  bytwene  trowth  and  sotele  conueynge 
Who  gothe  in  the  darke,  must  stumble  amonge 
Blame  neuer  a  blynd  man,  thou  he  go  wronge. 

EXAMPLE. 

A  jage  to  the  jury  nedes  must  geue  credence 
How  what  yf  they  purpose  fals  maters  to  compase 
The  judge  mustprocede  yet  in  him  non  ofience. 
For  as  they  geue  verdit,  the  iugement  must  passe. 
But  wher  tbe  faulte  is,  non  dormit  Judas 
For  by  fals  informacion  many  tymes  amonge 
Right  shalbe  rewled  and  the  righteouse  shal  do 
wroug 

BUBLL  INFORMATION. 

.But.  woo  to  sucbe  informers  who  they  be 
TlMt  maketh  their  malice  the  mater  of  tbe  power 
And  cruelly  without  conscience  right  or  pity 
Disgorgith  theyr  venome  under  that  colowre 
Alas  not  remembryng  their  soules  doloure 
When,  dies  ilia,  dies  ire,  shalbe  their  songe 
Ite  maledictiy  take  that  for  your  wronge. 


A  PARABLE  BBTWEN  INFORMACION  AND  MITSIXE. 
THE  EXAMPLES. 

Musike  in  his  melody  requireth  true  soondes 
Who  setteth  a  song,  should  geue  him  to  annony 
Who  kepeth  true  his  tuenes  may  not  passe  his  sonds 
His  alteracions  and  prolacions  must  be  pricked 

treuly 
For  musike  istrew  though  minstrels  maketh  maystry 
The  harper  careth  nothing  but  reward  for  his  song 
Merily  soundith  his  mouth  when  his  tong  goth  all 

of  wrong. 

THE  RARPB. 

A  harpe  geueth  souode  as  it  is  sette 
The  harper  may  wrest  it  Tntnnablye 
Yf  he  play  wrong  good  tunes  be  doth  lette 
Or  by  mystunyng  the  very  trew  armonye 
A  harpe  well  playde  on  shewyth  swete  melody      , 
A  harper  with  his  wrest  maye  tune  the  harpe  wrong 
Mystunyng  of  an  instrument  shal  hurt  a  true  songe 

A  SONGE. 

A  songe  that  is  trewe  and  ful  of  swctnet 
May  be  euyll  songe  and  tuoyd  anyse 
The  songe  of  hym  selfe  yet  neuer  the  lea 
Is  true  and  tunable,  and  syng  it  as  it  is 
Then  blame  not  the  song,  but  marke  wel  this 
He  that  hath  spit  at  another  mans  songe 
Will  do  what  be  can  to  haue  it  song  wronge. 

A  CLARieORDE. 

The  claricord  hath  a  tunely  kynde 
As  the  wyre  is  wrested  hye  and  lowe 
So  it  tuenytb  to  the  players  mynde 
For  as  it  is  wrested  so  must  it  nedes  showe 
As  by  this  reson  ye  may  well  know 
Any  instrument  my^tunyd  shall  hurt  a  trew  song 
Yet  blame  not  the  claricord  the  wrester  doth 


wrong. 


A  TROMPET. 


A  trompet  blowen  hye  with  to  haid  a  blatt 
Shal  cause  him  to  vary  firopi  the  tunable  kynd^ 
But  he  thatbloweth  to  hard  mustsuage  at  the  last 
And  foyne  to  fall  lower  with  a  temperat  wynde 
And  then  the  trompet  the  true  tune  shall  fynde 
For  an  instrument  ouer  wynded  is  tuned  wrong. 
Blame  none  but  the  blower,  on  him  it  is  longe. 

TRUE  COUNSELL. 

Who  plaieth  on  the  harpe  he  should  play  trew 
Who  syngeth  a  songe,  let  bis  voice  be  tunable 
Who  wresteth  tbe  claricorde  mystunyng  eacbew 
Who  bloweth  a  trompet  let  his  wind  be  mesurable 
For  instruments  in  them  self  be  ferme  and  stable 
And  of  trouth,  wold  trouth  to  euery  manes  songe 
Tune  them  then  truly  for  in  them  is  no  wronge. 

OOLOPRS  OF  MV8YKE. 

In  musyke  I  haue  learned  iiii  colours  as  this 
Blake,  ful  blake,  verte,  and  in  lykewyse  redde 
By  these  colours  many  subtill  alteracions  ther  is 
That  wil  begile  one  tbo  in  cuning  he  be  wel  sped 
With  a  prike  of  indicion  from  a  body  that  is  dede 
He  shal  try  so  bis  nombre  with  swetnes  of  his  song 
That  the  eare  shalbe  pleased,  and  yet  be  al  wronge* 

THE  PRACTISER. 

I  pore  man  vnable  of  this  science  to  skyll 
I  Saue  litel  practise  I  haue  by  experience 
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I  meane  but  trouth  and  of  good  will 

To  remembre  the  doers,  that  vseth  such  offence 

Not  one  lole,  but  generally  in  sentence 

By  canae  I  can  skyll  of  a  litle  songe 

To  try  the  true  corde  to  be  Icaowen  from  the  wrong. 

TRBDTB. 

Yet  trouth  was  drownde  be  not  sanke 
But  still  dyd  fleete  aboue  the  water 
Infbrmacipn  bad  played  hym  sucbe  a  pranke 
That  with  power  the  pore  had  lost  his  mater 
Bycause  that  trouthe  begane  to  clater 
Informacion  hath  taught  hym  to  sulfe  his  songe 
Paciens  parfbrce,  cootent  you  with  wronge. 

TfiDTH. 

I  assayde  theis  tnnes  me  thought  them  not  swete 
The  Concordes  were  nothyuge  musicall 
I  called  masters  of  musike  cunyng  and  discrete 
And  the  first  prynciple  whose  name  was  Tuballe 
Ottido  Boice,  John  de  Murris,  Vitryaco  and  them 
I  prayed  them  of  helpe  of  this  combrons  songe  [al 
Prikcd  with  force  and  lettred  with  wronge. 

TRUB  AirsWBBB. 

They  sayd  1  was  horce  I  might  not  synge 
My  voice  is  to  pore  it  is  not  awdyble 
Informacion  is  so  curyous  in  his  chauntynge 
That  to  here  the  trew  plainsong,  it  is  not  posible 
His  proporcions  be  so  hard  with  so  highe  a  qua- 

trible  [bound 

And  the  playn  song  in  the  margyn  so  craftely 
That  the  true  tnnes  of  Tuball  can  not  baue  the 

right  sounde. 

TRtrras. 

Well  quod  <!^uth,  yet  ones  I  trust  yerely 
To  have  my  voyce  and  synge  agayne 
And  to  flete  our  treuth  and  clarify  truly 
And  ete  soger  candy  adaye  or  twayne 
And  then  to  the  deske  to  synge  true  and  playn 
Informacion  shall  not  alwaye  entune  hys  soug 
]My  parts  shalbetnxe,  when  biscoontreuersshalbe 

WVDBf. 


IKPORMAaOV. 

Information  hym  enbolded  of  the  monacorde 
From  ^consonaunts  to.  Concordes  be  musyd  hit 

mastry 
I  assayde  the  mnsyke  both  knyght  and  lord 
But  none  wold  spck'e,  the  sounde  bonl  was  to  hye 
Then  kept  1  the  plain  keyes  the  marred  al  my 

melody 
Enformacion  draue  a  crochet  that  past  al  my  song 
With  propordon  perforce,  dreuen  on  to  louge. 

DIAIXMSUB. 

Sofferance  came  in,  to  syng  a  parte 
Go  to  quod  trouth,  I  pray  you  begyne 
Nay  sofft  quod  he,  the  gise  of  my  parte 
Is  to  rest  a  longe  rest  or  1  set  in 
Nay  by  long  restyng  ye  shall  nothing  wynne 
For  informacion  is  so  crafty  and  so  hye  in  his  »onge 
That  yf  ye  fal  to  resting  infay th  in  wilbe  wrong 

TBKWETH. 

Informacion  wil  teche  a  doctor  his  game 
From  superacute  to  the  noble  dyapasou 
I  a»ayd  to  acute  and  when  I  came 
Enformacion  was  mete  for  a  noble  dyatessaron  ^ 
He  song  by  a  pothome  that  hath  two  kyndes  in 
one  [«>Bg 

With  many  subtel  semetunes  most  met  for  this 
Pacieuce  parforce,  content  you  with  wronge 

TROUTH. 

I  kepe  be  rounde  and  he  by  square 
The  one  is  bemole  and  the  other  bequare 
If  I  mygbt  make  tryall  as  I  could  and  dare 
I  should  show  why  these  ii.  kyndes  do  varye 
But  God  knowyth  al,  so  doth  not  kyng  HuiTy 
For  yf  he  dydde  than  chaunge  shold  this  iiii.  song 
Pytye,  for  patience,  and  coufeience^  for  wronge. 

Ncnysswhete  parabolam. 
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LIFE  OF  HENRY  HOWARD,  EARL  OF 

SURREY. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Xhis  highly  accomplished  nobleman  has  been  peculiarly  unfortunate  in  his  biogra- 
phers, nor  is  there  in  the  whole  range  of  the  English  series  a  life  written  with  less  at- 
tention to  probability.  Even  the  few  dates  on  which  we  can  depend  have  been  over- 
looked, with  a  neglect  that  is  wholly  unaccountable  in  .men  so  professedly  attentive  to 
these  matters  as  Birch,  Walpole,  and  Warton. 

The  story  usually  told  consists  of  the  following  particulars : — 

*'  Henry  Howard,  earl  of  Surrey,  was  the  eldest  son  of  Thomas,  the  third  duke  of 
Norfolk,  lord  high  treasurer  of  England  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIH.  by  Elizabeth, 
daughter  of  RdwEurd  Stafford,  duke  of  Buckmgham.  He  was  bom  either  at  his  fa- 
ther's seat  at  Framlingham,  in  Suffolk,  or  in  the  city  of  Westminster  S  and  being  a  child 
of  great  hopes,  all  imaginable  care  was  taken  of  his  education.  When  he  was  very 
young,  he  was  companion,  at  Windsor  Castle,  with  Henry  Fitzroy,  duke  of  Richmond, 
natural  son  to  Heniy  VHI.  and  afterwards  student  in  Cardinal  College,  now  Christ- 
church,  Oxfprd.  In  1532,  he  was  with  the  duke  of  Richmond  at  Paris,  and  continued 
there  for  some  time  in  the  prosecution  of  his  studies,  and  leaniing  the  French  lan- 
guage rand  upon  the  death  of  the  duke  in  July,  1536,  travelled  into  Germany,  where 
he  resided  some  time  at  th^  emperor's  court,  and  thence  went  to  Florence,  where  he  fell 
in  love  with  the  fair  Geraldine,  the  great  object  of  his  poetical  addresses,  and  in 
the  grand  duke's  court  published  a  challenge  against  all  who  should  dispute  her 
beauty:  which  challenge  being  accepted,  he  came  off  victorious.  For  this  approved  va- 
lour, the  duke  of  Florence  made  him  large  offers  to  stay  with  him ;  but  he  refused  them, 
because  he  intended  to  defend  the  honour  of  his  Geraldine  in  all  the  chief  cities  of 
Italy.  But  this  design  of  his  was  diverted  by  letters  sent  to  him  by  king  Henry  VIIl. 
recallmg  him  to  Enghmd.    He  left  Italy  therefore,  where  he  had  cultivated  his  poetical 

'  .A  fnend  at  Oxford  hat  luggested  that  he  may  hare  been  born  at  Lambetb,  or  at  a  bouie  near 
Bishopsgate  in  London,  which  wfre  tha  occasional  retideacet  of  hit  father.    C. 
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geoiiu  by  the  reading  of  the  greatest  writers  of  that  country,  and  returned  to  his  own 
country,  where  he  was  cqnsidered  as  one  of  the  first  of  the  English  nobility  who  adorned 
his  high  birtii  with  the  advantages  of  a  polite  taste  and  extensive  literature.  On  the  first 
of  May,  1540^  he  was  one  of  tlie  chief  of  those  who  justed  at  Westminster  as  a  defend- 
ant against  sir  John  Dudley,  sir  Thomas  Seymour,  and  other  challengers,  where  he  be- 
haved himself  with  admirable  courage  and  great  skill  in  the  use  of  his  arms;  and,  m 
1542,  served  in  the  army,  of  which  his  father  was  lieutenant-general,  and  which,  in 
October,  this  year,  entered  Scotland  and  burnt  divers  villages.    In  February  or  March 
foIlowing,he  was  confined  to  Windsor  Castle  treating  flesh  in  Lent^contrary  to  the  king's 
proclamation  of  the  9Xh  of  February,  1542.   In  1544,  upon  the  ezpeditioB  to  Boalogoe, 
in  France  he  was  field-marshal  of  the  English  army;  and  after  taking  that  town,  be- 
ing then  knight  of  the  garter,  he  was  in  the  beginBing  of  September,  1545,  constituted 
the  king's  heutcnant  and  captain  general  of  all  his  army  within  the  town  and  country  of 
Boulogne.    During  his  command  there  in  1546,  hearing  that  a  convoy  of  provisiont 
of  the  enemy  was  coming  to  the  fort  at  Oultreaiiy  he  resolved  to  mtercept  it;  but 
the  Rhingrave,  with  fdur  thousand  Lanskinets,  together  with  a  considerable  number 
of  French  under  the  marshal  de  Briez,  making  an  obstinate  defence,  the  English  were 
routed,  and  sir  Edward  Poynings,  with  divers  other  gentlemen,  killed,  and  the  earl  of 
Surrey  himself  obliged  to  fly :  though  it  appears,  by  a  letter  of  his  to  the  king,  dated 
Jan.  8,  1545-6,  that  this  advantage  cost  the  enemy  a  great  number  of  men.  But  the  king 
was  so  highly  displeased  with  this  ill  success,  that  from  that  time  he  contracted  a  pre- 
jndke  agauMt  the  earl,  aad  soon  after  removed  hun  Iron  his  commaod,  appoiatiDigthe 
earl  of  Hertford  to  succeed  him.    On  this  sir  William  Faget  wrote  to  the  eail  of  Sur* 
rey,  to  advise  bim  to  procure  some  eminenl  post  under  tbr  earl  of  Hertfivd,  that  he 
might  ^t  be  fmjmjvided  m  tke  tmon  oadfiM.    The  earl,  being  denroai  ni  the  mnsk 
time  to  r^in  his  former  favour  with  the  king,  skffnMied  against  the  JWneh,  and 
routed  them ;  but  soon  after,  writing  over  to  the  kmg's  oooncil,  that  as  the  enemy  had 
cast  much  larger  canaon  than  had  been  yet  seen,  with  which  ticy  imagined  thej  should 
soon  demolish  Boulogne,  it  deserved  coosidenitioA  whether  the  lower  town  shdvkl 
stand,  as  not  being  defensible ;  the  council  ordered  him  to  retarn  to  Eagtand,  in  order 
to  represent  his  sentiments  more  folly  upon  those  peinto^  and  the  earl  of  HeitfiNd  waa 
immediately  sent  over  in  his  room.    This  exasperating  the  eariof  Sarxey,  •ccaamied 
him  to  let  fall  some  expressk)a»  which  savoured  of  revenge,  aad  a  dislike  of  the  king 
and  an  hatred  of  his  cooHellors;  and  was,  probaUy,  one  great  canst  of  hia  niui  aooa 
after.    His  latlier,  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Ind  endeavoufed  to  ally  himaelf  tlo  the  caA 
of  Hertford,  and  to  his  brother,  sir  Thomas  Seymour,  perceivi^fe  how  much  th^  weis 
in  the  kmg's  favour,  and  bow  great  an  interest  they  were  likely  to  have  aader  the  aoe- 
ceeding  prince ;  and  therefore  he  would  have  engaged  bis  sod,  being  then  a  widemei^ 
(havug  lost  bis  wife  Frances^  daughter  of  John  earl  of  Osibrd),  \%  marry  the  eait 
of  Hertford's  daughter,  and  pressed  his  daaghter,  the  dachess  of  RichaMad,  widow  of 
the  kmg*8  natural  son^  to  awrry  sir  Thomas  Seymour.    Bat  tk»pgh  the  eail  of  San^ 
advised  his  sister  to  the  marriage  projected  for  her,  yet  he  vroaU  aot  conatot  to  thai 
designed  for  himself;  nor  did  the  proposition  about  hhnself  take  effect    The  Seymoum 
could  aol  bat  perceive  the  enmity  which  the  earl  bore  them ;  and  tiwy  inigfal  weli  be 
jealous  of  the  greatness  of  tlie  Howard  faauiy,  which  was  aot  oaAy  too  coaskkrahfe  for 
subjects  of  itself,  but  was  raised  so  high,  by  the  dependence  of  the  whole  popish  party, 
both  at  home  and  abroad,  that  they  were  likely  to  be  very  dangerous  comp^iton  fbr 
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tbe  ijiief  govenment  of  affiun,  if  the  king  should  die,  whose  disease  was  now  growing 
so  fast  upon  faini,  that  he  conld  not  live  many  weeks.  Nor  b  it  improbable  that  they 
penoaded  the  king,  that  if  the  earl  of  Surrey  should  raarry  the  princess  Mary,  it  might 
embroil  his  son's  government,  and  perhaps  ruin  him.  And  it  was  suggested  that  he  had 
some  such  high  project  iu  his  thoughts,  both  by  his  continuing  unmarried,  and  by  his 
using  the  anns  of  Edward  the  confessor,  which,  of  late,  he  had  given  in  his  coat  with- 
out a  diminution.  To  complete  tbe  duke  of  Norfolk's  and  his  son's  ruin,  his  duchess, 
who  had  complained  of  his  using  her  ill,  and  had  been  separated  from  him  about  four 
years,  turned  informer  against  him.  And  the  earl,  and  his  sister,  the  duchess  dowager 
of  Richmond*  being  upon  ill  terms  together,  she  discovered  all  she  knew  against  him ; 
as  likewise  did  one  Mrs.  Holland,  for  whom  the  duke  was  believed  to  have  had  an 
unlawful  affection.  But  all  tliese  discoveries  amounted  only  to  some  passionate  ex- 
pressions of  the  son,  and  some  complaints  of  the  father,  who  thought  that  he  was  not 
beloved  by  the  king  and  his  counsellors,  and  that  he  was  ill  used  in  not  being  trusted 
with  the  secret  of  affairs.  However,  all  persons  being  encouraged  to  bring  informa- 
tions against  them,  sir  Richard  Southwel  chained  the  earl  of  Surrey  in  some  pomts  of 
an  higher  nature;  which  the  earl  denied,  and  desired  to  be  admitted,  according  to  the 
martial  law,  to  fight  in  his  shirt  with  sir  Richard.  But,  that  not  being  granted,  he  and 
his  lather  were  committed  prisoners  to  the  Tower  on  the  12th  of  December,  1546  ; 
and  tbe  earl,  being  a  commoner,  was  brought  to  his  trial  in  Guildhall,  on  the  13th  of 
Jawiary  following,  before  the  lord  chancellor,  the  lord  mayor,  and  other  commis* 
sioners ;  where  he  defended  himself  with  great  skill  and  address,  sometimes  denying 
the  accusations,  and  weakening  the  credit  of  the  witnesses  against  him,  and  s<Mnetimes 
interpreting  the  words  objected  to  him  in  a  ftr  difiereat  sense  from  what  had  been  re- 
presented. For  the  point  of  bearing  the  arms  of  Edward  the  confessor,  he  justified 
himself  by  the  authority  of  the  heralds.  And  when  a  witness  was  produced,  who  pre- 
tended to  repeat  some  high  words  of  his  lordship's,  by  way  of  discourse,  which  con- 
cerned him  nearly,  and  provoked  the  witness  to  return  him  a  braving  answer ;  the  earl 
loft  it  to  the  jury  to  judge,  whether  it  was  probable  that  thb  man  should  speak  thus 
to  him  and  lie  not  strike  him  again.  In  conclusion,  he  insisted  upon  his  innocence;  but 
was  fbuttd  guilty,  and  had  sentence  of  death  passed  upon  him.  He  was  beheaded  on 
Tower^hill  on  the  19th  of  January,  1546*7  ;  and  his  body  interred  in  the  church  of 
All  Hallows,  Barking,  and  afterwards  removed  to  Framlingham,  in  Suffolk.** 

Such  is  the  account  drawn  up  by  Dr.  Birch  for  the  *'  Illustrious  Heads,''  from  An- 
thony Wood,  Camden,  Herbert,  Dugdale,  and  Burnet's  History  of  the  Reformation .  Tho 
principal  errours  (corrected  in  this  transcription),  are,  his  making  the  earl  of  Surrey  son 
to  the  second  duke  of  Nortblk  %  and  the  duke  of  Richmond  natural  son  to  Henry  the 
SeeaUk, 

His  next  biographer  to  whom  any  respect  is  due  was  the  late  earl  of  Orfbrd,  in  his 
Catalogue  of  Royal  and  Noble  Authois;  The  account  of  Surrey,  in  this  work,  derives  its 
chief  merit  from  lord  Orford's  ingenious  explanation  of  the  sonnet  on  Geraldine, 
which  amounts  to  this,  that  GerakKne  was  Elizabeth,  (second  daughter  of  Gerald  Fitz- 
gerald eari  of  Kildare)  and  afterwards  third  wife  of  Edward  Clinton  earl  of  Lincoln, 

»  The  lame  errour  appears  on  the  monument  erected  to  the  earl's  memory  at  Framlingham,  in  1612, 
by  bit  second  $on,  Henry,  earl  of  Northampton.  Dugdale  admits  the  errour  iu  p.  268,  but  corrects  it 
|n  p.  874,  ToK  II.    C 
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and  that  Surrey  probably  saw  ber  first  at  Hunsdon-house  ia  Hertfordshire,  where,  a* 
she  was  second  cousin  to  the  princesses  Mary  and  Elizabeth,  who  were  educated  in  tfab 
place,  she  might  have  been  educated  with  them,  and  Surrey,  as  the  companion  of  the 
duke  of  Richmond,  the  king's  natural  son,  might  have  had  interviews  with  her,  when 
the  duke  went  to  visit  his  sister. — All  this  is  ingenious;  but  no  light  b  thrown  upon  the 
personal  history  of  the  earl,  and  none  of  the  difficulties,  however  obvious,  in  his  court- 
ship of  Geraldine  removed,  or  even  hinted  at,  nor  does  lord  Orford  condescend  to  in- 
quire into  the  dates  of  any  event  in  his  life. 

Mr.  Warton  commences  his  account  of  Surrey,  by  observing,  that  ^'  lord  Surrey's 
life  throws  ^o  much  light  on  the  character  and  subject  of  his  poetry,  that  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  consider  the  one,  without  exhibiting  a  few  anecdotes  of  the  other."  He 
then  gives  the  memoirs  of  Surrey  almost  in  the  words  of  lord  Orford,  except  in  the 
following  instance. 

"  A  friendship  of  the  closest  kind  commencing  between  these  two  illustrious  youths, 
(Surrey  and  the  duke  of  Richmond)  about  the  year  1530,  they  were  both  removed  to 
cardinal  Wolse/s  college  at  Oxford. — Two  years  afterwards  ( 1532)  for  the  purpose  of 
acquiring  every  accomplishment  of  an  elegant  education,  the  earl  accompanied  his  no- 
ble friend  and  fellow  pupil  into  France,  where  they  received  king  Henry,  on  his  arrival 
at  Calais  to  visit  Francis  I.  with  a  most  magnificent  retinue.  The  friendship  of  these 
two  young  noblemen  was  soon  strengthened  by  a  new  tie ;  for  Richmond  married  the 
lady  Mary  Howard,  Surrey's  sbter.  Richmond,  however,  appears  to  have  died  in  the 
year  1536,  about  the  agt  of  setaiUm^  having  never  cohabited  with  his  wife.  It  was. 
long  before  Surrey  forgot  the  untimely  loss  of  this  amiable  youth,  the  friend  and  asso- 
ciate of  his  childhood,  and  who  nearly  resembled  himself  in  genius,  refinement  of  man- 
ners, and  liberal  acquisitions." 

After  adopting  lord  Orford'r  explanation  of  the  sonnet  on  Geraldine,  Mr.  Warton 
proceeds  to  Surrey's  travels,  beginning  with  a  drcumstance  on  which  much  more  atten- 
.  tion  ought  to  have  been  bestowed. 

''  It  is  not  precisely  known  at  what  period  the  earl  of  Surrey  began  his  travels. 
They  have  the  air  of  a  romance.    He  made  the  tour  of  Europe  in  tlie  true  spirit  of  chi- 
valry, and  with  the  ideas  of  an  Amadis ;  proclaiming  the  unparalleled  charms  of  lii» 
mistress,  and  prepared  to  defend  the  cause  of  her  beauty  with  the  weapons  of  knight- 
errantry.    Nor  was  this  adventurous  journey  performed  without  the  intervention  of  an 
enchanter.    The  first  city  in  Italy  which  he  proposed  to  visit  was  Florence,  the  capital 
of  Tuscany,  and  the  original  seat  of  the  ancestors  of  his  Geraldine.   In  his  way  thither, 
he  passed  a  few  days  at  the  emperor's  court,  where  he  became  acquainted  with  Cornelius 
Agrippa,  a  celebrated  adept  in  natural  magic.    This  visionary  philosopher  shewed  our 
hero,  in  a  mirror  of  glass,  a  living  image  of  Geraldine,  reclining  on  a  couch,  sick,  and 
reading  <me  of  hb  most  tender  sonnets  by  a  waxen  taper«  His  imagination,  which  wanted 
not  the  flattering  representations  and  artificial  incentives  of  allusion,  was  heated  anew  by 
this  interesting  and  affecting  spectacle.    Inflamed  with  every  enthusiasm  of  the  most 
romantic  passion,  he  hastened  to  Florence;  and  on  his  arrival,  immediately  published 
a  defiance  against  any  person  who  could  handle  a  lance,  and  was  in  love,  whether  Chris- 
tian, Jew,  Turk,  Saracen  or  Cannibal,  who  should  presume  to  dispute  the  superiority  of 
Geraldine's  beauty :  as  the  lady  was  pretended  to  be  of  Tuscan  extraction,  the  pride  of 
the  Florentines  was  flattered  on  this  occasion ;  and  the  grand  duke  of  Tuscany  permitted 
a  general  and  unmolested  ingress  into  his  dominions  of  the  combatants  of  .al^  coi^ntri^ 
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till  this  iinportaot  trial  should  be  decided.  The  challenge  was  accepted,  and  the  earl 
victorious.  The  shield  which  he  presented  to  the  duke  before  the  tournament  began 
is  exhibited  in  Vertue's  valuable  plate  of  the  Arundel  family, .  and  was  actually  in  the 
possession  of  the  late  duke  of  Norfolk. 

'*  These  heroij^^^vanities  did  not,  however,  so  totally  engross  the  time  which  Surrey 
spent  in  Italy,  as  to  alienate  his  mind  from  letters :  he  studied  with  the  greatest  success 
a  critical  knowledge  of  the  Italian  tongue;  and,  that  he  might  give  new  lustre  to  the 
name  of  Geraldine,  attained  a  just  taste  for  the  peculiar  graces  of  the  Italian  poetry. 

"  He  was  recalled  to  England,  for  some  td/e  reason^  by  the  king,  much  sooner  than  be 
expected ;  and  he  returned  home  the  most  elegant  traveller,  the  most  polUe  hver,  the 
most  learned  nobleman,  and  the  most  accomplished  gentleman  of  his  age.  Dexterity 
in  tilting,  and  gracefulness  in  managing  a  horse  under  arms,  were  excellencies  now 
viewed  with  a  critical  eye,  and  practised  with  a  high  degree  of  emulation.  In  1540,  at' 
a  toomament  held  in  the  presence  of  the  court  at  Westminster,  and  in  which  the 
principal  of  the  nobility  were  engaged,  Surrey  was  distinguished  above  the  rest  for  his 
address  in  the  use  and  exercise  of  arms;  but  his  martial  skill  was  not  solely  displayed 
in  the  parade  and  ostentation  of  these  domestic  combats.  In  154^  he  marched  into 
Scotland  as  a  chief  comnumder  in  hb  father's  army,  and  was  conspicuous  for  hb  conduct 
'  and  bravery  at  the  memorable  battle  of  Flodden-fieldj  where  James  the  Fourth  of 
Scotland  was  killed." 

The  only  other  passage  in  which  Mr.  Warton  improves'  upon  his  aothorities  b  a 
very  proper  addition  to  the  above  account  of  lord  Surrey's  travels. 

'*  Among  these  anecdotes  of  Surrey's  life,  I  had  almost  forgot  to  mention  what 
became  of  his  amour  with  the  fair  Geraldine.  We  lament  to  find  that  Surrey's  de- 
votion to  this  lady  did  not  end  in  a  wedding ;  and  that  all  hb  gallantries  and  verses 
availed  so  little.  No  memoirs  of  that  incurious  age  have  informed  us  whether  her 
beauty  was  equalled  by  her  cruelty,  or  whether  her  ambition  prevailed  so  far  over  her 
gratitude,  as  to  tempt  her  to  prefer  the  solid  glories  of  a  more  splendid  title,  and 
ample  fortune,  to  the  challenges  and  the  compliments  of  so  magnanimous,  so  faitJiful, 
and  so  eloquent  a  lover.  She  appears,  however,  to  have  been  afterwards  the  third  wife 
of  Edward  Clinton,  earl  of  Lincoln.  Such  also  is  the  power  of  time  and  accident  over 
amorous  vows,  that  even  Surrey  himself  outlived  the  violence  of  his  passion :  he  married 
Frances,  daughter  of  John,  earl  of  Oxford,  by  whom  he  left  several  children.  One  of 
his  daughters,  Jane,  countess  of  Westmoreland,  was  among  the  learned  ladies  of  that 
nge,  and  became  famous  for  her  knowledge  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages.'' 

It  is  truly  wonderful  that  lord  Orford  and  Mr.  Warton,  delighted  as  they  were  with 
the  "  romantic  air"  of  lord  Surrey's  traveb,  should  by  any  enchantment  have  been 
prevented  from  inquiring  whether  the  events  which  they  have  placed  between  the  years 
1596 and  1546,  when  lord  Surrey  died,  were  at  all  consbtent  with  probability:  had 
they  made  the  slightest  inquiry  into  the  age  of  lord  Surrey,  although  the  precise  year  and 
day  of  his  birth  might  not  have  been  recoverable,  they  could  not  have  failed  to  obtain 
such  information  as  would  have  thrown  a  suspicion  on  the  whole  story  of  his  knight- 
-errantry. 

.    The  birth  of  lord  Surrey  may  be  conjectured  to  have  taken  place  some  time  between 
the  years  1515  and  1520:  my  opinion,  which  however  I  do  not  mean  to  obtrude,  b  in 

s  It  ii  perhaps  unneceaaary  to  point  oat  tbe  many  little  embellishmenti  in  this  ttory,  for  which  we 
•re  entirely  indebted  to  Mr.  Warton's  elegant  pen.    C. 
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ikvour  of  the  ibimer  year,  or  one  earlier  than  15^0^.  He  was,  it  is  univemdly  agreed, 
the  school  companion  of  the  duke  of  Richmond^  who  died  in  1536,  in  his  seventeenth 
year ;  and  if  we  allow  that  Surrey  was  two  or  three  years  older^,  it  will  not  much  afiect 
the  high  probability  that  he  was  a  very  young  man  at  the  time  when  his  biographers 
made  him  fall  in  love  with  Geraldine,  and  maintain  her  beauty  at  Florence.  None  of 
the  portraits  of  Surrey,  as  fiv  as  the  present  writer  has  been  able  to  asoertabi  mention 
his  age,  except  that  in  the  picture-gallery  at  Oxford,  on  which  is  inscribed  that  he  waa 
beheaded  in  ''  1547,  set.  27  -'  the  inscription,  indeed,  is  in  a  hand  posterior  to  the 
date  of  the  picture  (supposed  to  be  by  Holbein) ;  but  it  may  have  been  the  hand  of 
some  successful  inquirer;  and  that  in  Arundel  castle,  which  is  inscribed  set^  29*  None 
of  the  books  of  peerage  notice  his  birth  or  age,  nor  are  these  circumstances  inserted 
on  his  monument  at  Framlingham.  Conjecture,  it  has  been  already  observed,  supposes 
him  to  have  been  born  sometime  between  1515  arid  1520:  if  we  take  the  earliest 
of  these  dates,  it  will  still  remain  that  his  biographeis  have  either  crowded  more 
events  into  his  life  than  it  was  capable  of  holding,  or  that  they  have  delayed  his 
prmcipal  adventures  until  they  become  undeserving  of  credit,  and  inconsistent  with  his 
character. 

Mr.  Warton  observes,  that  ''  it  is  not  precisely  known  at  what  period  the  eari  of 
Surrey  began  his  travels ;''  but  thb  is  a  matter  of  little  consequence  in  refuting  the 
account  usually  given  of  those  travels,  because  all  his  biographers  are  agreed  that  he 
did  not  set  but  hrfwrt  the  year  1536:  at  this  time  he  had  ten  years  only  of  life  before 
him,  which  have  been  filled  up  in  a  very  extraordinary  manner.  First  he  travels  over  a 
part  of  Europe,  vindicating  the  beauty  of  Geraldine;  in  1540  he  is  celebrated  at  the 
justs  at  Westminster;  in  1542  he  goes  to  Scotland  with  his  fatber^s  army;  in  1543 
(probably)  he  is  imprisoned  for  eatbg  flesh  in  Lent;  in  1544-5  he  is  commander  at 
Boulogne;  and  lastly,  amidst  all  these  romantic  adventures  or  serious  events,  he  has 
leisure  to  marry  the  daughter  of  the  eari  of  Oxford,  and  beget  five  children;  which  we 
may  suppose  would  occupy  at  least  five  or  six  of  the  above  ten  years,  and  these  not  the 
last  five  or  six  years,  for  we  find  him  a  widower  a  considerable  time  before  his  death* 
Among  other  accusations  whispered  in  the  ear  of  his  jealous  sovereign,  one  was  his  cam" 
iinuing  unmarried  (an  expression  which  usually  denotes  a  considerable  length  of  time) 
after  the  period  when  a  second  marriage  might  be  decent,  in  order  that  he  might  marry 
the  princess  Mary,  in  the  event  of  the  king*s  death,  and  so  disturb  the  succession  of 
Edward. 

The  placing  of  these  events  in  this  series  would  render  the  story  of  liis  knight- 
errantry  sufficiently  improbable,  were  we  left  without  any  mformation  respecting  the 
date  of  Surrey's  marriage;  but  that  event  renders  the  whole  impossible,  if  we  wish  to 
preserve  any  respect  fdr  the  consistency  of  his  character :  Surrey  was  actually  married 


*  In  hit  letter  addressed  to  the  lords  of  the  council  when  he  was  in  the  Tower,  previous  to  his 
trial  and  execution,  we  find  him  more  than  once  pleading  his  youth:  be  requests  their  lordships  to 
"  impute  his  error  to  the  furie  of  rechelesse  youA** — ^'  let  my  ifoutk,  unpractised  in  durance,  obtain 
pardon**— *<  Neither  am  I  the  first  poung  nun  that,  governed  by  fury,  hath  enterprised  such  thinp  as 
he  hath  afterwards  repented.*'  These  expresyions  give  some  countenance  to  the  supposition  that  the 
dates  on  his  portraits  above-mentioned  are  nearly  right.  See  the  above  letter  in  Mr.  Parit'to 
valuable  edition  of  The  Koyal  and  Noble  Authors.  C. 
^  My  Oxford  correspondent  informs  me  that  Richmond  was  a  year  older  than  Surrey.    C 
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before  tke  fsoaimeiioBiiieDt  of  Ins  travels  io  punoit  or  ia  defence  of  Geraldine's  beaaty. 
His  eldest  sno  Thomasy  foortli  duke  of  Norifolk,  was  eighteen  years  old  when  his  grand- 
fktber  died  in  1554^:  he  was  conjiequently  born  in  1536;  and  bis  father,  it  is  surely 
reasonable  to  sup{)06ey  was  married  in  1535'.  It  would  therefore  be  unnecessary  to 
examine  the  fitoty  of  Snney's  romantic  travels  any  farther,  if  we  had  not  some  collateral 
authorities  which  nay  adll  show  tliat  whatever  may  be  wrong  in  the  present  statement, 
it  is  certain  that  thene  is  very  little  right  in  the  common  accounts  which  have  been  read 
^d  copied  without  any  susptcion. 

If  it  be  said  that  Surrey's  age  is  not  exactly  known,  and  therefore  allowing  1536  the 
date  of  Ids  travels  to  be  erroneous,  it  is  pouibk  that  he  might  have  been  enamoured  of 
Geraldine  long  before  this ;  and  it  is  potsible  that  his  travels  might  have  commenced  in 
1526,  or  any  other  period  founded  on  this  new  conjecture:  this,  however,  is  asim* 
probable  as  all  the  rest  of  the  story;  for  it  can  be  decidedly  proved  that  there  was  no 
time  for  Surrey's  gallantries  towards  Geraldine,  except  the  period  which  his  biographers, 
liowever  absurdly,  Itave  assigaed,  namely,  when  he  was  a  manied  man.  The  father  of 
lady  Elizabeth,  the  supposed  Geraldine,  married  in  1519  one  of  the  daughters  of 
Thomas  Grey,  manfuis  of  Dorset,  and  by  her  had  five  children,  of  whom  Elizabeth  waa 
the  fuurlk,  and  therefore  probably  not  bom  before  the  year  1523  or  1524:  if  Surrey's 
courtship,  therefore,  must  be  carried  further  back,  it  must  be  carried  to  the  nursery; 
for  even  iu  1536,  when  we  are  toM  he  was  her  knight-errant,  she  could  not  luive  been 
more  than  eleven  or  twelve  years  old :  let  us  add  to  this  a  few  particulars  respecting 
Geraldine's  husband*  She  married  Edward  lord  Clinton :  he  was  bom  in  1512,  was 
educated  in  the  court,  and  passed  bb  youth  in  those  magnificent  and  romantic  amuse* 
Uftents  which  distinguished  the  l>eginniog  of  Henry  Vlll's  reign ;  but  did  not  appear  as  a 
public  character  until  tlie  year  1544,  when  he  was  thirty-two  years  of  age,  Geraldine 
about  tweoty*four,  and  Surrey  within  two  years  of  his  death,  and  most  probably  a 
widower.  This  earl  of  Lincoln  bad  three  wives;  the  date  of  his  marriage  with  any  of 
them  is  not  known,  nor  how  long  they  lived;  but  Geraldine  was  the  third  and  only 
one  by  whom  he  had  no  children,  and  who  survived  his  death,  which  took  place  m 
J  584,  thifty-eight  years  af^er  the  death  of  Surrey.  Mr.  Warton,  in  his  earnest  desire  to 
connect  her  with  Surrey,  insinuates  that  she  might  have  been  either  cruel,  or  that  her 
**  ambition  prevailed  so  far  over  her  gratitude,  as  to  tempt  heir  to  prefer  the  solid 
glories  of  a  more  splendid  title  and  ample  fortune,  to  the  challenges  and  the  compli« 
ments  of  so  maguanimous,  so  faithful,  and  so  eloquent  a  lover."  On  this  it  b  only 
necessary  to  remark,  that  the  lady's  ambition  might  have  been  as  highly  gratified  by 
marrying  the  accomplished  and  gallant  Surrey,  the  heir  of  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  as  by 
allymg  herself  to  a  nobleman  of  inferior  talents  and  rank;  but  of  his  two  conjectures, 
Mr.  Warton  seems  most  to  adhere  to  that  of  cmelty,  for  he  adds  that  **  Surrey  himself 
oudived  his  amorous  vows,  and  married  the  daugliter  of  the  earl  of  Oxford.''  This^ 
however,  is  as  little  deserving  of  serious  examination  as  tlie  ridiculous  story  of  Cornelius 
Agrippa  showing  Geraldine  in  a  glass,  which  Anthony  Wood  found  in  Drayton's  Heroical 
Epistle,  or  probably,  as  Mr.  Park  thinks^  took  it  from  Nash's  fanciful  Life  of  Jack 
Wilton,  published  in  1594;  where,  under  the  character  of  his  hero,  he  professes  to 

6  CoHint,  &c.    C. 

'^  If,  according  to  the  conjecture  of  some,  he  was  bom  io  l515,  he  was  now  twenty  yeatt  of 
age ;  but  had  he  been  born  in  15^0,  the  more  nsual  suppoiition,  there  are  not  wanting  instances  of  as 
early  roarriages  in  past  timas:  the  d|ik9  9(  RielmipDd,  wt  find,  4>^  *  married  roan  at  serentten.    C. 
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have  travelled  to  the  empeiof  s  court  as  page  to  the  earl  of  Sarrey.  But  it  is  uii' 
fortunate  for  this  story,  wheresoever  borrowed,  that  Agrippa  was  no  more  a  coojurer 
than  any  other  learned  man  of  his  time;  and  that  he  died  at  Grenoble  the  year  before 
Sutrey  is  said  to  have  set  out  on  his  romantic  expedition.  Drayton  has  made  a  similar 
mistake  in  giving  Surrey  as  one  of  the  companions  of  his  voyage,  the  great  sir  Thomas 
More,  who  was  beheaded*  in  1535,  a  year  likewise  before  Surrey  set  out.  Poetical 
authorities,  although  not  wholly  to  be  rejected,  are  of  all  others  to  be  received  with  the 
greatest  caution;  yet  it  was  probably  Drayton's  Heroical  Epistle'  which  led  Mr. 
Warton  into  so  egregiolis  a  blunder  as  that  of  our  poet  being  present  at  Flodden-field 
in  the  year  1513«  Dr.  Sewell,  indeed,  in  the  short  memoir  prefixed  to  hb  edition  of 
Surrey's  poems,  asserts  the  same;  but  little  credit  is  due  to  the  assertion  of  a  writer  who 
at  the  same  time  fixes  Surrey's  birth  in  1520,  seven  years  after  that  memorable  battle 
was  fought. 

It  is  now  time  to  inquire  whether  the  accounts  hitherto  given  can  be  confirmed  by 
internal  evidence.  It  has  been  so  common  to  consider  Geraldine  as  the  mistress  of 
Surrey,  that  all  his  love  poems  are  supposed  to  have  a  reference  to  his  attachment  to 
that  lady.  Mr.  Warton  begins  his  narrative  by  observing  that  '*  Surrey's  life  throws  so 
much  light  on  the  character  and  subjects  of  his  poetry,  that  it  is  almost  impossible  to 
consider  the  one  without  exhibiting  a  few  anecdotes  of  the  other."  We  have  already 
seen  what  those  anecdotes  are;  how  totally  irreconcileable  with  probability^  and  how 
amply  refuted  by  the  dates  which  his  biographers,  unfortunately  for  their  story,  have 
uniformly  furnished.  When  we  look  into  the  poems  we  find  the  celebrated  sonnet  to 
Geraldine  the*  only  specious  foundation  for  his  romantic  attachment;  but  as  that 
attachment  and  its  consequence  caimot  be  supported  without  a  continual  violation  of 
probability,  and  in  opposition  to  the  very  dates  which  are  brought  to  confirm  it,  it 
seems  more  safe  to  conjecture  that  this  sonnet  was  one  of  our  author's  earliest  pro- 
ductions, addressed  to  Geraldme,  a  mere  child,  by  one  who  was  only  not  a  child,  as  an 
effort  of  youthful  gallantry  in  one  of  his  interviews  with  her  at  Hunsdon.  Whatever 
credit  may  be  given  to  this  conjecture,  for  which  the  present  writer  is  by  no  means 
anxious,  it  is  certaui  that  if  we  reject  it,  or  some  conjecture  of  the  same  import,  and 
adopt  the  accounts  given  by  his  biographers,  we  cannot  proceed  a  single  step  without 
being  opposed  by  invincible  difficulties*  There  is  no  other  poem  in  Surrey's  collection 
that  can  be  proved  to  have  any  reference  to  Geraldine;  but  there  are  two  with  the 
same  title,  viz.  The  Complaint  of  the  absence  of  her  lover  being  upon  the  Sea,  which 
are  evidently  written  in  the  character  of  a  wife  lamenting  the  absence  of  her  husband, 
and  tenderly  alluding  to  *'  his  fiitre  litle  sonne."  Mr.  Warton  indeed  finds  Geraldine 
in  the  beautiful  lines  beginning  *'  Give  place,  ye  lovers,  here  before ;"  and  from  the 
lines  **  Spite  drave  me  into  Boreas  reign,"  infers  that  lier  anger  drove  him  into  a  colder 
climate,  with  what  truth  may  now  be  left  to  the  reader:  but  another  of  his  coi\jectures 
cannot  be  passed  over.  ^*  In  1544,"  he  says,  <*  lord  Surrey  was  field-marshal  of  the 
Englbh  army  in  the  expedition  to  Boulogne,  which  he  took.  In  that  age  love  and 
arms  constantly  went  together;  and  it  was  amidst  the  fatigues  of  this  protracted 
campaign  that. he  composed  his  last  sonnet  called  The  Fancies  of  a  wearied  Lover: 
but  this  is  a  mere  supposition.  The  poems  of  Surrey  are  without  dates,  and  were  arranged 
by  their  first  editor  without  any  attention  to  a  matter  of  so  much  importance.    The  few 

*  See  Drayton*!  works,  voL  IV .  p.  96.  et  tf q.    C. 
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Bllusions  made  to  his  personal  history  in  these  poems  are  very  dark;  but  in  some  of 
them  there  is  a  train  of  reflections  which  seems  to  indicate  that  misfortunes  and  dis- 
appointments had  dissipated  his  quixotism,  and  reduced  him  to  the  sober  and  serious 
tone  of  a  man  whose  days  had  been  "  few  and  evil."  Although  he  names  his  pro- 
ductions songs  and  sonnets,  they  have  less  of  the  properties  of  either  than  of  the  elegiac 
strain.  His  scripture-translations  appear  to  be  characteristic  of  his  mind  and  situation 
in  his  latter  days:  what,  unless  a  heart  almost  broken  by  the  unnatural  conduct  of  his 
friends  and  family,  could  have  induced  the  gay  and  gallant  Surrey,  the  accomplished 
courtier  and  soldier,  to  console  himself  by  translating  these  passages  from  Ecclesiastes 
which  treat  of  the  shortness  and  uncertainty  of  all  human  enjoyments,  or  those  Psalms 
which  direct  the  penitent  and  the  forsaken  to  the  throne  of  almighty  power  and  grace? 
Mr.  Warton  remarks  that  these  translations  of  Scripture  "  show  him  to  have  been  a 
friend  to  the  refor^iation ;"  and  this,  which  is  highly  probable,  may  have  been  one 
reason  why  his  sufferings  were  embittered  by  the  neglect,  if  not  the  direct  hostility, 
of  some  of  his  relations.  The  translation  of  the  Scriptures  into  prose  was  but  just 
tolerated  in  his  time;  and  to  familiarize  them  by  the  graces  of  poetry  must  have 
appeared  yet  more  obnoxious  to  the  enemies  of  the  reformation.  I  have  said  some  of 
his  relations;  his  father  I  should  hope  cannot  be  enumerated  in  this  class.  After 
Surrey's  execution^  his  sister,  the  duchess  of  Richmond,  took  care  of  the  education  of 
his  children,  and  engaged  Fox  the  martyrologist  to  be  their  tutor;  and  the  duke,  when 
this  zealous  protestant  was  pursued  by  the  bloody  Gardiner,  screened  him  from  his 
fury;  and  when  he  found  it  no  longer  safe  to  keep  him,  conveyed  him  abroad  in  spite 
of  Gardiner's  vigilance.    This  surely  was  not  the  act  of  a  bigotted  papist. 

Although  the  present  writer  has  taken  some  liberties  with  the  historian  of  English 
poetry  in  his  account  of  Surrey's  life,  he  has  not  the  presumption  to  omit  Mr.  Warton's 
elegant  and  just  criticism  on  his  poems.  '*  Surrey,  for  justness  of  thought,  correctness  of 
style,  and  purity  of  expression,  may  justly  be  pronounced  the  first  English  classical 
poet.  He  unquestionably  is  the  first  polite  writer  of  love-verses  in  our  languagi^ 
although  it  must  be  allowed  that  there  is  a  striking  native  beauty  in  some  of  our  lov^* 
verses  written  much  earlier  than  Surrey's."  It  is  also  worthy  of  notice,  that  while  all 
his  biographers  send  bun  to  Italy  to  study  its  poetry,  Mr.  Warton  finds  nothing  in  his 
works  of  that  metaphysical  cast  which  marks  the  Italian  poets,  his  supposed  masters, 
especially  Petrarch.  **  Surrey's  sentiments  are  for  the  nio.>t  part  natural  and  unaffected, 
arising  from  bis  own  feelings,  and  dictated  by  the  present  circumstances:  his  poetry  is 
alike  unembarrassed  by  learned  allusions,  or  elaborate  conceits.  If  our  author  copies 
Petrarch,  it  is  Petrarch's  better  manner;  when  he  descends  from  his  Platonic  abstrac- 
tions, his  refinements  of  passion,  his  exaggerated  compliments,  and  his  play  upon  op- 
posite sentiments,  into  a  track  of  tenderness^  simplicity,  and  nature.  Petrarch  would 
have  been  a  better  poet  had  he  been  a  worse  scholar :  our  author's  mind  was  not  too 
much  overlaid  by  learning." 

The  translation  of  the  two  books  of  the  Eneid  is  **  executed  with  fidelity,  without  a 
prosaic  servility ;  the  diction  is  often  poetical,  and  the  versification  varied  with  proper 
pauses."  Its  principal  merit,  however,  is  that  of  being  the  first  specimen  in  the 
English  language  of  blank  verse,  which  was  at  that  time  growing  fiishionable  in  the 
Italian  poetry.  It  is  very  probable  that  he  intended  to  have  translated  the  whole;  and 
he  is  so  much  more  elegant  and  correct  in  this  than  in  hb  other  translations,  that  the 
Eneid  appears  to  have  been  tlie  production  of  his  happier  days,    The  other  authors 
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who  preceded  Milton  in  the  attempts  to  break  through  the  shackles  of  rhyme  were 
Turberville,  Gascoyne,  Riche^  Peele,  Higgins,  Aske,  Vallans,  Breton,  Chapman, 
Marlow,  &c.  ^ 

Tlic  fidelity  which  Mr.  Warton  attributes  to  tlie  translations  from  Vii^l  our  authcur 
has  not  preserved  in  his  translations  from  Scripture,  which  are  very  liberal ;  and  by 
frequent  omissions  and  a  different  arrangement  made  to  suit  his  situation  and  feelings  at 
the  time  they  were  written,  which  was  probably  when  he  was  in  the  Tower. 

Snrreys  poems  were  in  high  reputation  among  his  contemporaries  and  immediate 
successors,  who  vied  with  each  other  in  compliments  to  his  genius^  gallantry,  and 
personal  worth.  They  were  first  printed  in  1657  by  Tottel,  in  4to.  with  the  title  of 
"  Songes  and  sonettes  by  the  right  honorable  Henry  Howard,  late  earl  of  Surrey,  and 
other."  Several  editions  ofthe  same  followed  m  1565,  156?,  1569, 1^74, 1585,  and  1587. 
So  many  editions  prove  a  degree  of  popularity  which  fell  to  the  lot  of  very  few  poems 
of  tliat  age ;  but  after  the  time  of  Elizabeth  they  became  gradually  obscure,  and  we 
find  no  modem  edition  until  Pope's  incidental  notice  of  him  (in  Windsor  Forest)  as  the 
'*  Granville  of  a  former  age,"  induced  the  booksellers  to  employ  Dr.  Sewell  to  be  the 
editor  of  Surrey's,  Wyat's,  and  the  poems  of  uncertain  authors:  but  the  doctor  per- 
formed his  task  with  so  little  knowledge  of  the  language,  that  this  b  perhaps  the  most 
incorrect  edition  extent  of  any  ancient  poet.  It  would  have  been  surprising  had  it  con- 
tributed to  revive  his  memory,  or  justify  Pope's  comparison  and  eulogium. 

The  translation  of  the  second  and  fourth  book  of  the  Cneid  was  published  in  1557; 
but  it  seems  doubtful  whether  together  or  separately.  The  translations  of  the  Psalms, 
Ecclesiastes,  and  the  few  additional  original  poems  were  printed  ^^  but  not  published, 
many  years  ago,  by  Dr.  Percy,  from  a  MS.  now  in  the  possession  of  Thomas  Hill,  esq. 
who,  with  his  usual  liberality,  has  permitted  a  transcription  for  the  present  edition''. 


^  These  specimens  were  long  ago  collected  by  Dr.  Percy,  bishop  of  Dromore,  to  be  added  to  au 
edition  of  Surrey^s  poems,  which  is  now  nearly  ready  for  the  pres8;  but  will  probably  be  anticipated 
by  an  elaborate  edition  prepared  by  tlie  Rev.  Dr.  Nott,  whose  inquiries,  he  obligingly  informa  me, 
have  produced  a  very  singular  feet,  namely,  that  lord  Surrey's  lady  survived  him,  and  married  a 
second  husband.  This,  although  not  essential  to  the  support  of  what  I  have  presumed  to  advance 
with  respect  to  Surrey's  history,  is  an  additional  proof  of  the  carelesness  of  those  writers  who  lived 
nearest  his  time.    What  becomes  of  Henry  YIIPs  jealousy  of  his  designs  on  the  princess  Mary  ?    C. 

><*  The  whole  impression  was  constimed  in  the  destructive  fire  which  took  place  in  Mr.  Nichols's 
premises,  Jan.  1808. 

>*  This  MS.'descended  from  the  Harrington  family:  see  Mr.  Park's  edition  of  the  Nugs  Antiquas. 
In  his  edition  of  the  Royal  and  Noble  Authors  are  some  interesting  particulars  respecting  the  various 
editions  of  Surrey's  poems.    C, 


TO   THE   READER. 


L  BAT  to  hmve  wel  written  in  Terse,  yea,  and  in  tmal  paroelles,  desareth  great  prayse,  the  workes  of 
diuen  Latinos,  Italians/ and  otlier,  doe  prone  sufficiently.  That  oar  tong  is  able  in  that  kinde  to  doe 
as  prayse  worthtly  as  the  rest,  the  honorable  stile  of  the  noble  Earle  of  Surrey,  and  the  weightinesse  of 
the  depe-witted  sir  Thomas  Wyat  the  elders  verse,  with  seueral  graces  in  sundry  good  English  wri^rs, 
do  shew  aboundantly.  It  resteth  now  (gentle  reader)  that  thou  thinke  it  not  euyll  done,  to  publishe 
to  the  honor  of  the  Englishe  tong,  <ind  for  profit  of  the  studious  of  Englishe  eloquence,  those  workes 
which  the  ungentle  borders  up  of  such  treasure  have  heretofore  enuled  thee.  ■  And  for  this  point 
(good  reader)  thine  owne  profite  and  pleasure,  in  these  presently,  and  in  moe  hereafter,  shal  answere 
for  my  defence.  If  perhappes  some  mislike  the  statelynesse  of  style  remoued  from  the  rude  skil  of 
common  eares,  I  aske  heipe  of  the  learned  to  defende  theyr  learned  frendes,  the  authors  of  this 
wooike:  and  1  exhort  the  unlearned,  by  reading  to  leame  to  bee  more  skilful,  and  to  purge  that 
fwinelike  grossepesse,  that  maketh  the  iwete  maierome  not  to  smeli  to  their  delight. 
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POEMS 


OF 


HENRY  HOWARD, 


EARL  OF  SURREY. 


VESCRIPnON  OF  THE  RESTLESS  STATE 

OF  A  LOUER, 

WITH  SUTB  TO  BIS  LADIB,  TO  RUB  ON  HIS  DYING 

HART. 

m 

^HE  Sanoe  hath  twise  brought  forth  his  tender 

Twise  clad  the  earth  Jn  liaely  lostinesse; 
Ones  have  the  windes  the  trees  dispoyled  clene. 
And  ones  again  begins  their  cruelnesse. 
Sins  I  haue  hid  under  my  brest  the  harme. 
That  neuer  shal  recouer  healthfulnesse. 
7*he  winters  hurt  recouers  with  the  wanne: 
The  parched  grene  restored  is  with  shade: 
What  warmth,  alas !  may  seme  for  to  disarme 
The  frosen  hart,  that  mine  in  flame  hath  made? 
What  cold  againe  is  able  to  restore 
My  fresh  grene  yeres,  that  withei*  thus  and  fada  ? 
Aias !  I  se  nothing  hath  hurt  so  sore. 
But  Time,  in  time,  reduceth  a  retume : 
In  time  my  harme  increaseth  more  and  more^ 
And  semes  to  haue  my  cure  alwayrs  in  scome: 
Strange  kindes  of  death,  in  life  that  1  do  trie; 
At  hand  to  melt,  farre  off  in  flame  to  burne. 
And  lyke  as  time  list  to  my  cure  apply. 
So  doth  eche  place  my  comfort  cleaue  refuse. 
At  tbyog  alive,  that  seeth  the  heauens  with  eye, 
With  cloke  of  night  may  couer,  and  excuse 
It  selfe  from  travaile  of  the  da  yes  unrest, 
Saue  I,  alas!  against  al  others  use, 
That  then  stirre  up  the  torments  of  my  brest, 
And  curse  eche  sterre  as  causer  of  my  fate. 
And  when  the  sunne  hath  eke  the  darke  opprest. 
And  brought  the  day,  it  doth  nothing  abate 
The  trauailes  of  mine  endlesse  smart  and  paine; 
For  then  as  one  that  h:ith  the  light  in  hate, 
1  wish  for  night,  more  couertty  to  plaine; 
And  me  withdraw  from  every  haunted  place. 
Lest  by  my  chere  my  chance  appere  to  plainei 
And  in  my  mynde  I  measure  pace  by  pace, 


To  seke  the  place  where  I  my  sdf  had  lost. 
That  day  that  I  was  tangled  in  the  lace. 
In  seming  slack,  that  kni^teth  ever  most. 
But  never  yet  the  trauaile  of  my  thought. 
Of  better  state  could  catch  a  cause  to  host; 
For  if  I  fbunde,  some  time  that  I  have  sought. 
Those  sterres  by  whom  I  trusted  of  the  port. 
My  sailes  do  fall  and  I  advance  right  nought; 
As  ankerd  &st  my  spiriteiB  doe  all  resort 
To  stand  agazed,  and  sink  in  more  and  more 
The  deadly  harme  which  she  doth  take  in  sport. 
Lo,  if  I  seke,  how  do  I  finde  my  sore? 
And  yf  I, flee,  I  cary  with  me  still 
The  venomd  shaft,  which  doth  his  force  restore 
By  haste  of  flight:  And  I  may  plaine  my  fill 
Unto  my  self,  unlesse  this  carefall  song 
Print  in  your  hart  some  parcel  of  my  tene 
For  I,  alas[!  in  silence  all  to  long, 
Of  mine  old  hurt  yet  felt  the  wound  but  grene. 
Rue  on*my  life,  or  els  your  cruel  wrong 
Shall  well  appere,  and  by  my  death  be  sene. 


DESCRIPTION  OF  SPRING,  ^ 

WHERIN  ECHE  THING  REN  EWES  SAUE  ON  ELY  THE 

LOVER. 

The  soote  season,  that  bud  and  blome  forth 

brings. 
With  grene  hath  clad  the  hill,  and  eke  the  vale: 
The  nightingale  with  fethers  new  she  sings: 
The  turtle  to  her  mate  hath  tolde  her  tale: 
Somer  is  come,  for  enery  spray  now  springs: 
The  hart  hath  hong  his  old  hed  on  the  pale ; 
The  buck  in  brake  his  winter  coate  he  flings: 
The  fishes  flete  with  new  repaired  scale: 
The  adder  all  her  slough  away  she  flings; 
The  swift  swalow  pursueth  the  flies  snmle; 
The  busy  bee  her  bony  now  she  mings, 
Winter  is  wome,  that  was  the  flowers  bale. 
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And  thus  I  se  among  these  pleaaant  things 
£che  care  decayes;  and  yet  my  sorow  springs. 


DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  RESTLE8SE  STA  TE 

OF  A  LOUER, 

When  ytwth  had  led  me  halfe  the  race 
That  Cupi'des  scourge  had  made  me  runne, 
I  loked  Incke  to  mete  the  place, 
From  whence  my  weary  cours  b^pinoe. 

And  then  I  sawe  how  my  desire. 
Misguiding  roe,  had  led  the  way, 
Myne  eyen  to  gredy  of  their  hire 
Had  maide  me  lose  a  better  pray. 

For  when  in  sighes  1  spent  the  day. 
And  could  not  cloke  xpy  grief  with  game, 
Tlie  boyljrng  smoke  did  still  bewray 
The  present  heate  of  secrete  flame. 

And  when  salt  teares  do  bain  my  brest. 
Where  Loue  his  pleasaunt  trainee  hath  sowen^ 
Her  beauty  hath  the  fruites  opprest. 
Ere  that  the  buds  were  sprong  and  blowne. 

And  when  mine  eyen  did  still  pursue 
The  flying  chase  of  theyr  request. 
Their  gredy  lokes  did  oft  renew 
The  hidden  wounde  within  my  brest 

When  every  loke  these  chekes  might  staine« 
From  deadly  pale  to  glowing  red; 
By  outward  signes  appeared  plaine. 
To  her  for  help  my  hart  was  fled. 

But  all  to  late  Loue  le^meth  me. 
To  paint  al  kind  of  colours  new, 
To  blinde  their  eyes  that  els  i^hould  see 
My  specled  chekes  with  Cupides  hew. 

And  now  13ie  cooert  brest  I  cl^ime, 
That  worshipt  Cuptde  secretly; 
And  noarisfaed  his  sacred  flame. 
From  whence  no  blasiog  sparkes  do  flye. 


DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  FICKLE  AFFEC^ 
TtONS,  PANGES,  AND  SLEIGHTES  OF 
LOUE. 

Such  wayward  waies  bath  Loue,  that  most  part 
in  discord 
Our  wills  do  stand;   whereby  our  harts  but 
seldom  do  accord. 
Deceit  is  his  delight,  and  to  begile  and  mocke 
The  simple  barter,  whom  be  doth  strike  with 
froward  divers  stroke.  [dart; 

He  causeth  th*  one  to  rage  with  golden  burning 
And  doth  alay  with  leaden  colde  again  the  others 
bart.  [of  flame 

Whote  glemes  of  burning  flre,  and  easy  sparkes 
In  balance  of  vnegal  weight  he  pondereth  by 
aime.  [*vcll, 

From  easy  ford  where  I  might  wade  and  passe  full 
He  ine  irithdrawes,  and  doth  me  driue  into  a 
dppe  dark  hell :  [place : 

And  me  withholdes,  where  I  am  cald  and  oflPred 
And  willes  me  that  my  mortal  foe  f  do  besckc 
of  grace. 


He  lettes  me  to  pursue  a  couqnest  wel-nere  wonne. 
To  folow  where  my  paines  were  lost  ere  that 
my  sute  begonne;  [tume 

So  by  this  meanes  1  know  how  soone  a  hart  may 
From  warre  to  peace,  fipom  truse  to  strife,  and 
so  again  returne. 
I  know  how  to  content  my  self  in  others  lost; 
Of  little  stufie  unto  my  selfe  to  weave  a  web  of 
trust:  [chcre. 

And  how  to  hide  my  harmes  with  soft  dessembliog 
Whan  in  my  face  the  painted  thoughtes  would 
outwardly  apere.  [dred; 

1  know  how  that  the  blood  forsakes  the  face  for 
And  how  by  shame  it  staines  againe  the  chekes 
with  flaming  red. 
1  know  vnder  the  greiie  the  serpent  how  he  lurkes: 
The  hammer  of  the  restdesse  forge,  I  wote  eke 
how  it  workes.  [tri ; 

I  know  and  can  by  roate  the  tale  that  I  would 
But  oft  the  woides  come  forth  awrie  of  him  that 
loueth  wel. 
1  know  in  heate  ^nd  cold  the  loner  how  he  shakes. 
In  singing  how  he  doth  complaine,  in  sleping 
how  he  wakes: 
To  languish  without  ache,Bicklesse  for  to  consume; 
A  thousand  things  for  to  deuise,  resoluing  all  in 
fume. 
And  though  he  list  to  see  his  ladies  grace  full  sore. 
Such  pleasures  as  delight  his  eye,  do  not  his 
health  restore. 
I  know  to  seke  the  track  of  my  desired  foe; 
And  fearc  to  find  that  I  do  seke:  But  chiefly 
this  I  know,  [loued. 

That  louers  must  transforme  into  the  thing  be- 
And  live  (alas!  who  would  beleve!)  with  sprite 
from  life  removed. 
I  know  in  harty  sighes  and  laughters  of  the  spleoe 
At  ones  to  change  my  state,  my  wyll,  and  eke 
my  colour  clene. 
I  know  how  to  deceaue  my  self  with  others  help: 
And  how  the  lion  chastised  is  by  beating  of  the 
whelp. 
In  standing  nere  the  fire,  I  know  how  that  I  frese : 
Farre  oflT  1  bume:  in  both  I  wast,  and  so  mr 
life  I  lese.  * 

I  know  bow  loue  doth  rage  vppon  a  yeildinge 
minde: 
How  smal  a  net  may  take  and  meash  a  hart 
of  gentle  kinde: 
Or  els  with  seldome  swete  to  season  heapes  of  gall : 
Reuiued  with  a  glimse  of  grace  old  sorowes  to 
let  (all. 

The  hidden  traines  I  knowand  secret  snaie  of  loue: 

How  soone  a  loke  will  print  a  thought,  that 

neuer  may  remoue.  [urealth. 

The  slipper  state  1  know,  the  sodein  tumes  from 

The  doubtful  hope,  the  certain  woe,  and  suro 

dispeire  of  health. 


COMPUTNTOF  A  LOUER,  THAT  DEFIED 
LOUE  AND  WAS  BY  LOUE  AFTER  THE 
MORE  TORMENTED, 

When  somer  toke  in  hand  the  winter  to  assail. 

With  force  of  might,   and  vertue  great,  his 

stormy  blaste  to  quail ;  [grene. 

And  when  he  clothed  faire  the  earth  about  with 

And  every  tree  new  garmented,  that  pleasure 

was  to  sene : 


THE  FRAILTIE  AND  HUATFULNBSS  OF  BEAUTIE. 
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Mine  bart  gmn  new  reuiae,  and  changed  blood  did 
star 
Me  to  withdrawe  my  wynter  woes,  that  kept 
within  the  dore. 
Abrade,  quod  my  desire,  assay  to  set  thy  fote 
Where  thou  shalt  fiode  the  savour  stvete,  for 
sprong  is  euery  rote. 
And  to  thy  health,  if  thou  were  sick  in  any  case, 
Nothing  more  good,  than  in  the  spring  the  aire 
to  fele  a  space. 
There  shait  thou  heare  and  se  al  kyndes  of  birdes 
ywrought, 
Wei  tune  their  voice  with  warble  smal,  as  nature 
hath  them  tought.  [leaue: 

Thus  pricked  me  my  lust  the  sluggish  house  to 
And  for  my  health  I  thought  it  best  such  counsel 
to  receaue. 
So  on  a  morow  (urth,  vnwist  of  any  wight, 

I  went  to  proue  huw  well  it  woulde  my  heauy 
burthen  light. 
And  when  I  felt  the  aire  so  pleasant  rounde  about, 
Lord,  to  my  self  how  glad  I  was  that  I  had 
gotten  out.  [henl: 

There  might  I  se  how  Ver  had  euery  blossome 
And  eke  the  new  betrothed  birdes  ycouplcd  how 
they  went: 
And  in  their  sunges  me-thought  they  thanked  na- 
ture much, 
That  by  her  licence  at  that  yere  to  lone  their 
happe  was  such. 
Right  as  they  could  deuise  to  chose  them  feres 
throughout; 
With  much  reioysing  to  their  Lord  thus  flew 
they  al  about.  [ceaue 

Which  when  1  gan  resolue,  and  in  my  head  con- 
Wbat  pleasant  lyfp,  what  heapes  of  joy  these 
little  birdes  receaue; 
And  saw  in  what  estate  I  wery  man  was  wrought. 
By  want  of  that  they  had  at  will,  and  I  reiect  at 
nought: 
Lord,  how  1  gan  in  wrath  vnwisely  me  demeane! 
I  cursed  Loue  and   him  defied:    I   thought  to 
tume  the  streame. 
But  when  I  well  beheld  be  bad  me  vnder  awe, 
I  asked  mercy  for  my  foiult,  that  so  transgrest 
his  lawe. 
Thou  blinded  God  (quod  1)  foigeue  me  this  offence, 
Unwittingly  I  went  about,  to  malice  thy  pre- 
tence, [stvore : 
Wherwith  be  ;;aue  a  beck,  and  thus  me-thought  he 
Thy  sorow  ought-suffice  to  purge  thy  fault,  if  it 
were  more. 
The  vertue  of  which  sound  mine  hertdid  so  reuiue, 
That  I,  me-thought,  was  made  as  whole  as  any 
man  alive. 
But  here  I  may  perceive  mine  errour  al  and  some, 
For  that  I  thought  that  so  it  was;  yet  wps  it  stil 
undone:                                             [mindci 
And  al  that  was  no  more  but  mine  expressed 
That  faine  would  haue   some  good  reliefe  of 
Cupide  wel  assinde. 
I  turned  home  forthwith  and  might  perceiue  it  wel, 
That  he  agreued  was  right  sore  with  me  for  my 
rebeL  [more ; 
My  harmes  haue,  euer  since,  encreased  more  and 
And  I  reniaine  without  his  help,  vndone  for 
evermore. 
A  mirror  let  me  be  vnto  ye  loners  all: 
Striiie  not  with  Loue,  for  if  yc  do>  it  will  ye  thus 
befaU.  ' 


COMPLAINT  OF  A  LOITER  REBUKED. 

Loc/B,  that  liuetb  and  raigneth  in  my  thought. 
That  built  his  seat  within  my  captiue  brest, 
Clad  in  the  armes  wherin  with  me  he  fought. 
Oft  in  my  fisce  he  doth  his  banner  rest. 
She,  that  me  tought  to  loue,  and  suffer  paine: 
My  doutful  hope,  aud  eke  my  hot  desire 
With  shamfast  cloke  to  shadowe  and  restraine  ; 
Her  smiling  grace  conuerteth  straight  to  iie. 
And  coward  Loue  then  to  the  hart  apace 
Taketh  his  flight,  wheras  he  lurkes  and  plaines 
His  purpose  lost,  and  dare  not  shewe  hi)*  face. 
For  my  lordes  gilt  thus  faultlesse  bide  I  paines; 
Yet  from  my  lorde  shal  not  myfoote  renioue: 
Swete  is  his  death,  that  takes  his  end  by  Loue. 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  LOUER  DISDAINED- 

In  Ciprus  springes,  whereas  dame  Vends  dwelt, 
A  well  so  bote,  that  whoso  tastes  the  same, 
Were  he  of  stone,  as  thawed  yse  should  melt. 
\nd  kindltd  (ind  his  breast  with  fixed  flame: 
Whose  moyst  poyson  dissolurd  hath  my  liate. 
This  crepinge  fire  my  colde  Urns  so  opprest. 
That  in  the  hart  that  harboi^e  fredome  late, 
Endlesse  despayre  long  thraldome  bath  imprest. 
Another'  so  colde  in  frozen  yse  is  founde, 
Whcwe  chilling  venom  of  rept^nant  kinde 
The  feruent  heat  doth  quenche  of  Cupides  wounde. 
And  with  the  spot  of  change  infects  the  minde: 
Whereof  my  dere  hath  tasted,  to  my  paine, 
My  seruice  thus  is  growen  into  disdaine. 


DESCRIPTION  AND  PRAISE  OF  HIS  LOUE 

GERALDINE. 

FROMTuskane  came  my  ladies  worthy  race; 
Faire  Florence  was  sometime  her*  auncient  seate 
The  western  yle,  whose  plesant  shore  doth  face 
Wilde  Cambers  clifs,  did  gyve  her  liuely  heater 
Fostred  she  was  with  milke  of  Irish  brest; 
Her  sire,  an  Erie;  her  dame  of  princes  blood: 
Prom  tender  yeres,  in  Britain  she  doth  rest 
With  kinges  childe,  where  she  tastcth  costly  food. 
Honsdon  did  first  present  her  to  mine  yien ; 
Bright  is  her  hcwe,  and  Geraldine  she  bight: 
Hampton  me  taught  to  wishe  her  first  for  mine: 
And  Windsor,  alas,  doth  chase  me  from  her  sight. 

Her  beauty  of  kind,  her  vertuen  from  aboue; 

Happy  is  he,  that  can  obtaiue  her  loue ! 


THE  FRAILTIE  AND  HURTFULNESS  OF 

BEAUTIE, 

Brittlb  beautie,  that  nature  made  so  fraile, 
Wherof  the  gift  is  small  and  short  the  seasou; 
Flowriug  to  day,  to  morowe  apt  to  faile: 
Fickell  treasure,  abhorred  of  reason : 
Daungerous  to  deal  with,  vaine,  of  none  aiiaile; 
Costly  in  keping,  pa»t  not  worthe  two  peason: 
Slipper  in  sliding  as  is  an  eles  taile; 
Harde  to  attaine,  once  gotten  not  geason  i 

*  Another  well. 

*  JLord  Orford  would  read  *«  their." 
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lewell  of  jeopard  ie  that  peril  doth  assaile.; 

False  and  vntrue,  enticed  oft  to  treason; 

Enmy  to  youth,  that  most  may  I  bewaile : 

Ah,  bitter  swete,  infecting  as  the  poyson. 

Thou  fa  rest  as  frute  that  with  the  frost  is  taken. 
To  day  redy  ripe,  to  morowc  all  to  shaken. 


A  COMPLAINT  BY  NIGHT  OP  THE  LOUER 
NOT  BELOVED. 

Ala.8,  so  all  thingcs  now  doe  holde  their  peace, 
Heaven  and  earth  disturbed  in  no  thing,      [cease. 
The  beastes,  the  ayer,  the  birdcs  their  songe  doe 
The  nightfes  chare  the  starres  aboutedoth  bring; 
Calme  is  the  sea,  the  u'aues  worke  lesse  and  les3e: 
So  am  not  I,  whom  loue  alas  doth  wring, 
Bringing  before  my  face  the  great  encrease 
Of  my  desires,  whcrat  I  wepe  and  sing, 
i  n  joy  and  wo,  as  in  a  doutftil  case :  * 
For  my  swete  thoughtcs,  sometime  do  pleasure 
But  by  and  by  the  cause  of  my  disease      [briug; 
Geves  me  a  pantr«  that  inwardly  doth  sting, 
When  that  I  thinke  what  grief  it  is  againe,     ' 
To  liue  and  lack  the  thln*^  should  rid  my  paine. 


HOW  ECHE  THING  SIAUE  THE  LOUER  IN 
SPRING  REUIUETH  TO  PLEASURE. 

When    Windsor  wallcs  susteincd  my  wearied 

arme, 
My  band  my  chin,  to  ease  my  restlesse  bed : 
The  pleasant  plot  reuested  green  with  warme. 
The  b'ossomd  bowes  with  lusty  Ver  yspred. 
The  fiowred  meades,  the  wedded  blades  so  late 
Mine  eyes  discouer:  and  to  my  minde  resorte 
The  ioly  woes,  the  hatcless  short  debate, 
The  rakehell  life  that  longes  to  tones  disporte: 
Wherewith,  alas,  the  beauy  charge  of  care 
Henpt  in  my  breast  breakes  forth,  against  my  will, 
In  smoky  sighes,  that  oucrcast  the  ayer, 
My  vapord  eyes  such  drery  teares  distill,       [fall, 
The  tender  spring  which  quicken  where  they 
And  1  halfe  bent  to  throwe  me  downe  withall. 


Sith  fyrst  she  knew  my  griefe  was  growen  lo  greate; 
Whiche  other  fansies  driueth  from  my  hart 
That  to  my  self  I  do  the  thought  reaerue, 
The  which  unwares  did  wound  my  woeliil  brest; 
But  on  her  face  mine  eyes  mooght  neuer  vest: 
Yet  sins  she  knew  1  did  her  loue  and  sbrue, 
Her  golden  tresses  cladde  alway  with  blacke; 
Her  smylipg  lokes  that  hid  thus  enermore. 
And  that  restraines  whiche  I  desire  so  sore: 
So  dothe  thys  comet  gouerne  me  alacke : 
In  somer,  sunne:  in  winters  breathe,  a  froste: 
Wherby  the  light  of  her  faire  lokes  1  lost. 


REQUEST  TO  HIS  LOUE  TO  lOINE  BOUNTIB 
WITUBEAUTIE. 

The  golden  gift  that  nature  drd  the  give, 
To  fasten  frendes  and  fede  them  at  thy  u  ill ; 
With  fourme  and  fiuour,  taught  me  to  beleue. 
How  thou  arte  made  to  showe  her  greatest  skil; 
Whose  hidden  vermes  are  not  so  vnknowen, 
But  lively  dames  mighte  gather  at  the  first 
Where  beauty  so  her  perfecte  seede  hath  sowcn^ 
Of  other  graces  folow  nedes  there  mtist. 
Now  ceitesse  Ladie,  sins  all  thys  is  true, 
That  from  aboue  thy  giftes  arc  thus  elect; 
Do  not  deface  them  than  with  fansies  neM-e, 
Nor  change  of  mtndes  let  not  the  mmde  infect : 
But  mep'y  hym  thy  frende,  that  doth  thee  sene. 
Who  sekes  always  thine  honour  to  prescrue. 


A  VOW  TO  LOUE  FAITHFULLY  HOWSO- 
EUER  HE  BE  REWARDED. 

Set  me  whereas  the  sunne  doth  parcbe  the  grene, 

Or  where  his  beames  do  not  dissohie  the  yse: 

In  temperate  heate  where  bo  is  felt  and  sene: 

In  presence  prest  of  people  madde  or  wise: 

Set  me  in  hye,  or  yet  in  low  decree; 

In  longest  night,  or  in  the  shortest  daye: 

In  clearest  skie,  or  where  cloudes  thickest  be; 

In  lusty  youth,  or  when  my  heeres  are  .uraye: 

Set  me  in  heauen,  in  earth,  or  els  in  hell. 

In  hyll  or  dale,  or  in  the  foming  flood. 

Thrall, or  at  large,  aliue  wkereso  I  dwell, 

Sicke  or  in  health,  in  euiil  fame  or  good: 

Hers  will  1  be*  and  onely  with  this  thought 

Content  my  self,  although  my  chaunce  be  nought. 


COMPLAINT  THATH/S  LADY  AFTER  SHE 
KNEW  OF  HIS  LOUE,  KEPTJJER  FACE 
ALWA  Y  HIDDEN  FROM  J  JIM. 

I  KEVER  sawe  my  Ijidy  laye  apart, 

Ilttt  cornet  blacke,  in  colde  nor  yet  in  heate, 


PRfSONKR  IN  WINDSOR,  HE  RECOUNT- 
ETH  HIS  PLEASURE  IHERE  PASSED. 

So  cruel  prison,  how  could  betide,  alas ! 

As  proude  Windsor:  where  I  in  lust  and  joye, 

Wythe  a  kinges  sonne',  my  cfaildishe  yeres  did 

passe. 
In  greater  feast,  than  Priam's  Sonnes  of  Troye: 
Where  eche  swete  place  returues  a  taste  full  sower : 
The  large  grene  courtcs  where  we  were  wont  to 

hove. 
With  eyes  cast  vp  into  the  mayden  tower. 
And  easie  sighes,  such  as  folk  drawe  in  Loue  ; 
The  stately  seates,  the  ladies  bright  of  hewe; 
The  daunces  shorte,  long  tales  of  great  delight 
With  wordesand  lokes,  that  tygers  could  but  rews^ 
Where  ech  of  vs  did  pleade  the  others  right. 
The  palme  play,  where,  despoyled  for  the  game. 
With  dazed  yies  oft  we  by  gleames  of  loue, 
Hane  mist  the  ball,  and  gote  sighte  of  our  dame. 
To  bayte  her  eyes,  which  kept  the  leads  alx)ue^ 
The  grauell  grouiide,  wythe  slcucs  tide  on  tfa« 

bLlue 
On   fomyng  horse,  with   swordes    and  friendly 

hartes ; 
With  chear  as  though  one  should  another  whelme. 
Where  we  hauc  fo\(;{ht,and  chased  oft  with  dartes; 
With  siluer  droppes  the  meade  yet  spred  for  rutbe. 
In  actiue  garner  of  nimblencs  and  strength, 
Where  v;e  did  straine,  trayned  with  swarmes  of 

youth, 
Our  tender  iimmes,  that  yet  shot  vp  in  length: 

'  The  young  duke  of  Richmond.     W. 
'  The  ladies  were  ranged  on  the  leads  or  battle* 
meats  of  the  castle  to  !>ec  tiie  play.     W, 
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The  seonete  graues  which  oft  we  made  resonnde, 
Of  pleasaunt  playnt,  and  of  our  ladies  praise. 
Recording  oft  what  grace  ech  one  had  founde, 
What  hope  of  spede,  what  drede  of  iong  delayes : 
The  wilde  forest,  the  clothed  holies  with  grene. 
With  rayns  anailed  and  swift  ybreathed  horse; 
With  crie  of  houndes  and  mery  blastes  bctwene. 
Where  we  did  chase  the  fearful  harte  of  force. 
The  wide  vales  eke,  that  harborde  vs  eche  nighte, 
AVherwith  (alas)  reuiueth  iu  my  brest 
The  swete  accorde,  such  slepes  as  yet  delight, 
The  pleasant  dreames,  the  quiet  hed  of  rest: 
The  secrete  though tes  imparted  with  such  tru^ 
The  wanton  talke,  the  diuers  change  of  play, 
The    frendsbip  swome,  eche   promise    kept  so 

iust; 
Wherwith  we  past  the  winter  night  away. 
And  with  this  thought,  the  bloud  forsakes  the  face. 
The  teares  herayne  my  Chokes  of  deadly  hewe, 
'Che  whycbe  as  sone  as  sobbing  sighes,  alas, 
Upsupped  have,  thus  I  my  plaint  renewe: 
O  place  of  blisse !  renuer  of  my  woes, 
Giae  me  accompt,  wliere  is  my  noble  fere; 
Whom  in  thy  walles  tbou  dost  ech  night  enclose; 
To  other  lecfe/but  unto  me  most  dere: 
Eccho  alas,  that  doth  my  sorow  rewe, 
Returns  therto  a  hollowe  sounde  of  playnte. 
Thus  I  alone,  where  all  my  fredome  grewe, 
lo  prison  pine  with  bondage  and  restrainte. 
And  with  i-emerabrance  of  the  greater  greefe. 
To  banish  the  lessc,  I  find  my  chief  releefe. 


THE  LOUER  COMFOliTETH  BIMSELF 
WITH  THE  IVORTHINESSE  OP  HIS 
LOUE. 

When  ragin*  lone  with  extreme  paine. 
Most  craelly  distrains  my  hart ; 
When  that  my  teares,  as  floudcs  of  mine, 
Be:irc  witnes  of  my  wofuU  smart: 
When  sighes  baue  wasted  so  my  breath, 
That  I  lye  at  the  poynt  of  death : 

I  call  to  minde  the  nauyc  great. 
That  the  C  rt  kes  brought  to  Troy  towne. 
And  hqw  the  boysteous  windes  did  beate 
Their  ships,  and  rent  their  sailes  adowne. 
Till  Agamemnons  daughters  bloode, 
Appeasde  the  Goddes  that  them  withstode: 

And  how  that  in  those  ten  yeres  warre. 
Fall  many  a  bloudy  dede  was  done; 
And  many  a  lord  that  came  full  farre. 
There  caughte  his  bane  (alas)  to  sone: 
And  many  a  good  knight  oucrronne, 
Before  the  Grekes  bad  Helene  wonne. 

Then  thinke  I  thus:  sithe  suche  repay I'e, 
So  longe  time  warre  of  valiant  men. 
Was  all  to  winne  a  Lady  fay  re; 
Shall  I  not  learne  to  suffre  then. 
And  think  my  life  well  spent  to  be, 
Seruing  a  wortliier  wight  than  she  ? 

Therfore  I  ncuer  will  repent. 
But  paines  contented  stil  endure ; 
For  like  as  when,  rough  winter  spent. 
The  pleasant  spring  straight  draweth  in  vre; 
So  after  raging  stormes  of  care, 
loyfuU  at  length  may  be  my  fare. 


COMPLAINT  OP  THE  ABSENCE  OF  HER 
LOUER  BEING  UPON  THE  SEA. 

0  HAPPY  dames,  that  may  embrace 
The  frute  of  your  delight; 

Help  to  bewaile  the  wofiiU  case. 

And  eke  the  heavy  plight. 

Of  me,  that  wonted  to  reioyce, 

The  fortune  of  my  pleasant  choice: 

Good  Ladies,  help  to  fil  my  mourning  voyce. 

In  ship,  freight  withe  rememberance 
Of  thoughts  and  pleasures  past, 
He  sailes,  that  hath  in  governance. 
My  life,  while  it  will  last. 
With  scalding  sizhes,  for  lackeof  gale, 
Furdering  hys  hope  that  is  his  saiJe, 
Toward  me,  the  swete  port  of  hys  auaile, 

Alas !  how  oft  in  dremes  I  se 
Those  eyes  that  were  my  food, 
Wbych  somtime  so  delighted  me 
That  yet  they  do  me  good: 
Wherwith  I  wake  with  his  returne. 
Whose  absent  flame  did  make  me  bume ; 
But  when  I  finde  the  lack,  Lord !  how  I  moume! 

When  other  loners  in  armes  acrosse, 
Rcioice  their  chiefe  delight; 
Drowned  In  teares  to  moume  my  losse 

1  stand  the  bytter  nyght 

In  my  window,  where  I  may  see. 
Before  the  windes  how  the  cloudes  flee 
Lo !  what  mariner  loue  hath  made  of  mee  } 

And  in  grene  wanes  when  the  salt  flood 
Doth  rise  by  rage  of  windc, 
A  thousand  fansies  in  that  mood, 
Assaylc  my  restlesse  minde: 
Alas!  now  drencheth  my  swete  so, 
That  with  the  spoyle  of  my  hart  did  go, 
And  left  me  :  but,  alas!  why  did  he  so? 

And  when  the  seas  waxe  calme  againe. 
To  ciiace  fro  me  aonoye, 
My  doutful  hope  doth  cause  me  plaine : 
So  drede  cuts  off  my  ioye. 
Thus  in  my  wealth  mingled  with  wo. 
And  of  ech  thought  st  dout  doth  grow, 
Now  he  comes !  will  he  come  ?  alas,  no. 


COMPLAINT  OP  A  DYING  LOUER  RE- 
FUSED UPON  HIS  LAW  ES  I NIUST  MIS- 
TAKING OP  HIS  WRITING, 

In  winters  iust  returne,  when  Boreas  gan   his 

raigne,  [them  plaine: 

And  euery  tree  unclothed  fast,  as  nature  taught 

In  misty  morning  darke,  as  shepc  are  then  in 

holde,  [unfolde. 

I  hyed  me  fast,  it  sat  me  on,  my  shepe  for  to 

And  as  it  is  a  thing  that  loners  haue  by  flttes. 

Under  a  pahne  I  heard  one  crie,  as  he  had  lost 

his  wittes.  [playnt. 

Whose  voice  did  ring  so  shrill  in  utterynge  of  his 

That  I  amazed  was  to  heare,  how  loue  coulde 

hjvti  attaint,  [ridde  this  wo ; 

Ah!  wretched  man,  quod  he;  come  death  and 

A  just  reward,  a  happ)'  end,  if  it  may  chance 

thee  so. 
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Thy  pleasures  past  haue  wrought  thy  woe  tvithout 
redresse ;  [ben  the  lesse. 

If  thou  hadst  never  felt  no  ioy,  thy  simart  had 
And  retchlesse  of  bys  life,  he  gan  both  sygbe  and 
grone, 
A  ruFuU  thing,  nethought,  it  iras,  to  heare  him 
make  sucl^  mone. 
Thou  cursed  pen,  sayd  he,  wo  worth  the  birde  thee 
bare; 
The  man,  the  knife,  and  al  that  made  thee,  wo 
be  to  their  share: 
Wo  worth  the  time,  and  place,  where  I  could  so 
endite!  [can  write! 

And  wo  be  it  yet  once  againe,  the  peu  that  so 
Unhappy  band !  it  bad  been  happy  time  for  me, 
If,  when  to  write  thou  leai'ued  first,  rnjoynted 
hadist  ihou  be. 
Thus  cursed  he  himself,  and  ruery  other  wight. 
Sane  her  alone  whom  Loue  him  bound  to  seruc 
both  day  and  night.  [fordid, 

Which  when  I  heard,  and  saw,  how  he  himself 
Against  the  ground  with  bloudy  strokes,  him- 
self euen  there  to  rid ;  [tbo ; 
Had  ben  my  heart  of  flint,  it  must  bane  ntelted 
For  in  my  life  I  neuer  saw  a  man  so  full  of  wo. 
With  teares  for  his  redresse,  I  rashly  to  him  ran; 
And  in  my  armes  1  caught  him  fast,  and  thus  1 
spake  him  than :                                   [case, 
What  wofuU  wight  art  thou,  that  in  such  heauy 
Torroentes  thy  selfe  with  such  despite,  here  in 
this  desert  place?                  »               [dred, 
Wherewith,  as  all  agast,  fulfild  with    ire,  and 
He  cast  on  me  a  staring  loke,  with  colour  pale 
and  ded;                                            [plight. 
Nay ;  what  art  thou,  quod  he,  that  in  this  heauy 
Doest  find  me  hen*,  most  wofull  wretch,  that 
lyfe  hath  in  despight  ? 
I  am  (quod  I)  but  poore  and  simple  in  dpgre; 
A  shepardes  charge  I  haue  in  hand,  unworthy 
though  1  be :                               [should  fall,  ' 
Wyth  that  he  gave  a  sighe  as  though  the  skie 
And  lowd  alas  he  shriked  oft,  and  Shepard,  gan 
he  call; 
Come  hie  thee  fast  at  ones,  and  print  it  in  thy  hart ; 
So  thou  shall  know,  and  1  shall  tell  the,  giltlesse 
how  I  smart.  [faint. 
His  back  against  the  tree,  sore  febled  all  with 
With  weary  sprite,  he  stretcht  hym  up,  and 
thus  he  told  his  plaint:  [loue 
Ones  in  ray  hnrt  (qnod  he)  it  chaunced  me  to 
Such  one,  in  whom  hath  nature  wrought,  her 
conning  for  to  proue : 
And  sore  1  cannot  say,  but  many  yeres  were  spent, 
With  such  good  will  so  recompenst,  as  both  we 
were  content. 
Whereto  then  I  me  bound,  and  she  likewise  also. 
The  Sunne  should  ruime  his  course  awry,  ere 
we  this  faith  forego.                           [blisst  ? 
.    Who  ioycd  then  but  I  ?  who  had  this  worldes 
Who  mighte  compare  a  life  to  myne,  that  neuer 
thought  on  this  ? 
But  dwelling  in  this  truth,  amid  my  greatest  joy, 
is  me  befallen  a  greater  losse,  then  Priam  had 
of  Troy ; 
She  is  rcuerscd  dene,  and  bonreih  me  in  hand. 
That  my  deseits  haue  gc-ueo  cause  to  breketbis 
faithful!  band  ; 
And  for  my  ju««t  excuse  anaileth  no  defence: 
Now   knowest  thou  all;   i  ran  no  more;  but 
sl:epheard  hie  thee  hence. 


And  geue  him  leaiie  to  dye,  that  may  no  longer 
line. 
Whose  record  lo  I  daime  to  haue,  my  death  1 
do  forgeue ;  [plaine  ; 

And  eke  when  I  am  gone,  be  bold  to  speake  it 
Thou  hast  seen  dye  the  truest  man,  that  ever 
loue  dyd  paine.  [for  breath ; 

Wherwith  he  tumde  him  ronnde,  and  gasping  oft 
Into  his  armes  a  tree  he  raught,  and  said,  wel- 
come my  death : 
Welcome  a  thoasand  folde,  now  dearer  unto  me. 
Than  should  without  her  loue  to  line  an  empe- 
rour  to  be. 
Thus  in  this  wofull  stete,  he  yelded  up  the  ghost; 
And  little  knoweth  his  lady,  what  a  louer  she 
hath  lost. 
Whose  death  when  I  beheld,  no  marvel  was  it,  right 
For  pitie  though  my  heart  did  blede,  to  se  so 
piteous  sight.  [sore  ; 

My  bloud  from  heat  to  cold  oft  changed  wonders 
A  thousand  troubles  there  I  found  I  neaer  knew 
before :  [brought  in  feare, 

Twene    drede  and   dolour,  so   my  sprites  were 
That  long  it  was  ere  1  could  call  to  minde,what 
I  did  there.  [of  myne; 

But  as  ech  thihg  hath  end,  so  had  these  payns 
The  furies  past,  and  I  my  wits  restord  by  length 
of  time : 
Tlien  as  I  could  deuyse,  to  seke  1  thought  it  best. 
Where  1  might  finde  some  worthy  place  for  such 
a  corse  to  rest :  [away 

And  in  ray  minde  it  came,  from  thence  not  farre 
Where  Creseids  love,  king  Priams   sonne  the 
worthy  Troilus  lay : 
By  him  I  made  his  tombe,  in  token  he  was  true, 
And  as  to  him  belongeth  well,  1  couered  it  with 
blew; 
Whose  soule  by  angels  power,  departed  not  so  sone. 
But  to  the  heauens,  lo,  it  fled,  for  to  receiue  his 
dome. 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  ABSENCE  OF  HER 
LOUER  BEING  UWN  THE  SEA. 

Good  ladies,  ye  that  haue  your  pleasures  in  exile. 
Step  in  your  fote,  come  take  a  place,  aud  moorne 
with  me  a  while: 
And  such  as  by  their  lordes  do  set  but  little  price, 
Let  them  sit  still,  itskilles  them  notwhatchance 
come  on  the  dice : 
But  ye  whom  loue  hath  bound  by  order  of  desire. 
To  loue  your  lordes,  whose  good  descries  none 
other  wold  require : 
Come  ye  yet  onesagnine,  and  set  your  fote  by  mine. 
Whose  woftill  plight,  and  sorowes  great,  no  tong 
may  well  define.  [welth. 

My  lone  and  lord,  a'.as !  in  whom  consistes  my 
Hath  fortune  sent  to  passe  the  seas  in  hazarde 
ofhishelth:  [minde. 

Whom  1  was  wont  t'embrace  with  well  contented 
Is  now  amid  the  foming  floods  at  pleasure  of  the 
winde :  [me  sende. 

Where  God  will  him  presenie,  and  sonc  him  home 
Without  which  hope  my  life  (alas)  were  shoYtly 
at  an  ende.  [me  plaine. 

Whose  absence  yet  although  my  hope  doth  tell 
With  shrHt  returne  he  comes  anone,  yet  ceasetk 
not  my  payne : 


A  WARNING  TO  THE  LOUER. 
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The  fearfull  dreames  I  haue,  oft  times  do  greae 
me  so, 
That  when  1  wake,  1  lye  in  dout,  where  they  be 
tine  or  no:  [so  bye. 

Sometimes  the  roaring  seas,  me  semes,  do  grow 
That  my  dere  lord,  ay  me,  alas!  methinkes  I 
see  him  dye. 
And  other  time  the  same  doth  tel  me,  he  is  come, 
And  playing,  where  I  shall  him  find  with  bis 
faire  litie  sonne. 
So,  forth  I  goe  apace  to  see  that  Icefesomc  sight. 
And  with  a  kisse,  metbinke,  1  say,  welcome  my 
lord,  my  knight ; 
Welcome  my  swete,  alas,  the  stay  of  my  welfare. 
Thy  presence  bringeth  forth  a  truce  atwixt  me, 
and  my  care: 
Then  iKiely  doth  he  loke,  and  saloeth  me  againe, 
And  saytb,  my  dere,  bow  is  it  now,  that  yon 
baue  all  this  payne }  [brest, 

Wherewith  the  heavy  cares  that  heapt  are  in  my 
Breake  forth,  and  me  discbaigen  cleoe  of  all  my 
huge  unrest. 
But  when  I  me  awake,  and  find  it  but  a  dreme 
The  anguish  of  my  former  ivo  beginneth  more 
extreme. 
And  me  tormenteth  so,  that  unneath  may  1  find. 
Some  bidden  place,  wherein  to  slake  the  gnawing 
of  my  mind. 
Thus  euery  way  you  se,  with  absence  how  I  bum. 
And  for  my  wound,  no  cure  1  find,  but  hope  of 
good  return;  [the  more, 

Saue  when  1  thinke,  by  sowre,  how  svete  ij»  leit 
It  doth  abate  some  of  my  paincs,  that  1  abode 
before : 
And  then  unto  my  self  I  say,  when  we  shall  mete. 
But  litle  while  shall  seme  this  paiiie,  the  joy 
shall  be  so  swete. 
Ye  windes  I  you  conjure  in  chcifest  of  your  rage, 
That  ye  my  lord  me  safely  send,  my  sorowes  to 
ass  wage. 
And  that  1  may  not  long  abide  in  this  excesse. 
Do  your  good  wil,  to  cure  a  wight,  that  tireth  in 
distresse. 


A  PRAJSF.  OF  HIS  LODE,  WHERIN  HE 
REPROUETH  THEM  THAT  COMPARE 
THEIR  LADIES  WITH  HIS. 

GcvE  place,  ye  louers,  here  before. 
That  spent  your  bostes  and  bragges  in  vain, 
My  ladies  beawty  passeth  more. 
The  best  of  yours,  I  dare  well  say  en. 
Then  doth  the  sunne  the  candle  light; 
Or  brightest  day  the  darkest  night, 

And  therto  hath  a  troth  as  just. 
As  had  Penelope  the  iaire. 
For  what  she  sayth,  ye  may  it  trust. 
As  by  it  writing  sealed  were: 
And  virtues  bath  she  many  moe. 
Than  1  with  pen  have  skill  to  showe. 

I  could  reherse  if  that  I  would. 
The  whole  efiect  of  Natures  plaint. 
When  she  had  lost  the  perfitc  mould, 
The  like  to  whome  f^he  could  not  paiut : 
With  wringyng  hands,  how  she  did  cry. 
And  what  she  said,  1  kno^r  it,  1. 


I  knowe  she  swore  with  raging  minde 
Her  kingdome  onely  set  apart ; 
There  was  no  losse,  by  lawe  of  kinde, 
That  could  haue  gone  so  nere  her  hait ; 
And  this  was  chefely  all  her  paine. 
She  could  not  make  the  like  againc. 

Sith  Nature  thus  gaue  her  the  praise. 
To  be  the  chefest  worke  she  wrought ; 
In  faith  me  thinke  some  better  wayes. 
On  your  behalfe  might  well  be  sought. 
Then  to  compare  (as  you  haue  done) 
To  matche  the  candle  withe  the  sunne. 


TO 


THE    LADIB   THAT  SCORNED  HER 
LOUER, 


Altiiovgr  I  had  a  check  S 
To  geue  the  mate  is  hard ; 
For  1  haue  found  a  neck. 
To  kepe  my  men  in  gard. 

And  you  that  hardy  are, 
To  geue  so  great  assay 
Unto  a  man  of  warre, 
To  drive  his  men  away; 

I  rede  you  take  good  hede. 
And  marke  this  foolish  verse; 
Fur  I  will  so  provide. 
That  I  will  have  your  ferse. 

And  when  your  ferse  is  had. 
And  all  your  warre  is  done* 
Then  shall  your  self  be  glad. 
To  end  that  you  begone. 

For  if  by  chance  I  winne. 
Your  person  in  the  feld. 
To  late  then  come  you  in 
Your  selfe  to  me  to  yeld* 

For  I  will  use  my  power. 
As  captaine  full  of  might ; 
And  such  I  will  deuour,     . 
As  vse  to  shew  me  spi^t. 

And  for  because  you  gaue 
Me  checke  in  your  degre ; 
This  vantage  lo  1  haue. 
Now  checke  and  garde  to  the : 

Defend  it,  if  thou  may. 
Stand  stifle  in  thine  estate, 
For  sure  I  will  assay, 
if  1  can  giue  the  mate. 


A  WARNING  TO  THE  LOUER,  HOW  HE  IS 
ABUSED  BY  HIS  LOVE. 

To  derely  had  I  bough te  my  grene  and  youthful! 

yeres,  [love  apperes : 

If  in  mine  age  1  conlde  not  finde,  when  craft  for 

And  scUlome  though  1  come  in  court  among  the 

rest,  [the  bejjL 

Yet  can  I  iudge  in  colours  dim,  as  depe  as  can 

*  Alluding  lo  chess.     C. 
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SURREY'S  POEMS. 


Where  grefe  tonneiites  the  man  that  suffreth  se- 
cret smart,  [the  hart: 
To  breke  it  forth  unto  some  frend,  iteaseth  well 
So  standes  it  now  with  me  for  my  beloved  frinde 
This  case  is  thine  for  whom  I  fele  such  torments 
of  my  minde ; 
And  for  thy  sake  I  bume  so  in  ray  secret  brest, 
That  till  thou  know  my  hole  disease,  my  hart 
can  haae  no  rest. 
I  sec  how  thine  abuse  hath  wrested  so  thy  wHtes, 
That  all  it  yeldes  to  thy  desire,  and  folowes  thee 
by  fittes.                                     [thy  power, 
Where  thou  hast  loued  so  long,  with  hart  and  all 
1  se  thee  fed  with  fained  wordes,  thy  fredom  to 
devour;                                        [withstand, 
I  know,  (though  she  say  nay),  and  would  it  well 
When  in  her  grace,  thou  held  thee  most,  she 
bare  the  but  in  hand ; 
I  see  her  pleasant  chere  in  chiefest  of  thy  suite, 
When  thou  art  gone,  1  se  him  come,  that  gathers 
up  the  fruite ; 
And  eke  in  thy  respect,  I  se  the  base  degre. 

Of  him,  to  whome  she  gaue  the  hart,  that  pro- 
mised was  to  the.  [sure, 
I  se  (what  woulde  you  more)  stode  never  man  so 
On  womans  word  but  wisedome  would  mistrust 
it  to  endure. 


But  sins  thou  detert  placet 
Canst  geve  me  no  accompt ; 
Of  my  desired  grace. 
That  I  to  haue  was  wont: 
Farewell !  thou  hast  me  tougfat 
To  thinke  me  not  the  furst 
That  loue  hath  set  aloft. 
And  casten  in  the  dust. 


Tim  FORSAKEN  LOUER  DESCRTBETH, 
AND  FORSAKE  J  H  LOUE. 

O  LOTHSOME  place,  where  I 
Have  sene  and  hard  my  dere ; 
When  in  my  hart  her  eye, 
Hath  made  her  thought  appere. 
By  glimsing  with  such  grace. 
As  fortune  it  ne  would 
That  lasten  any  space, 
Between  us  lenger  should. 

As  fortune  did  auance, 
To  further  my  desire. 
Even  so  hath  fortunes  chaunce, 
THrowen  al  amiddes  the  mire ; 
And  that  I  have  descrued. 
With  true  and  faithful!  hart; 
Is  to  his  handes  reseruod» 
That  neuer  felt  the  smart. 

But  happy  is  that  man, 
That  scaped  hath  the  .eriefe, 
That  Loue  wel  teachc  hiui  can. 
By  wanting  his  reliefe. 
A  scourge  to  quiet  mindes, 
It  is,  who  taketh  hede ; 
A  common  plage  thatbindes, 
A  trauell  without  mede. 

Tliis  gift  it  hath  also, 
Who  so  enjoies  it  most, 
A  thousand  troubles  grow. 
To  vex  his  weried  ghost. 
And  last  it  may  not  long. 
The  truest  thinge  of  all ; 
And  sure  the  greatest  wrong. 
That  is  within  this  thrall. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBES  HIS  RESTLESSB 

STATE. 

As  oft  as  I  behold  and  see 
The  soueraigne  beautie  that  me  boand. 
The  nier  my  comfort  is  to  me, 
Alas !  the  fresher  is  my  wound. 

As  flame  doth  quench  by  rage  of  fire. 
And  running  stremes  consume  by  raine; 
So  doth  the  sight,  that  I  desire. 
Appease  my  grief  and  deadly  paine. 

First  when  I  saw  those  christal  streames. 
Whose  beauty  made  my  mortall  wounde, 
I  little  thought  within  her  beames. 
So  swete  a  venom  to  bane  found. 

But  wilfoll  will  did  pricke  me  forth. 
And  blinde  Cupide  did  whippe  and  guide; 
Force  made  me  take  my  griefe  in  worth  : 
My  frutelesse  hope  my  harme  did  hide. 

As  cruel  waves  full  oft  be  found. 
Against  the  rockes  to  rore  and  cry; 
So  doth  my  hart  full  oft  rebound, 
Agaynst  my  brest  full  bitterly. 

I  fall  and  se  mine  own  decay, 
As  one,  that  beares  flame  in  his  brest ; 
Forgets  in  paine  to  pot  away, 
The  thinge  that  bredith  mine  unrest. 


THE  LOUER  EXCUSETH  HIMSELF  OF 
SUSPECTED  CHANGE. 

Though  I  regarded  not 
The  promise  made  by  me, 
Or  passed  not  to  spot 
My  faith  and  honeste  : 
Yet  were  my  fansy  strange. 
And  wilful  wyll  to  wite; 
If  I  sought  now  to  change 
A  falkon  for  a  kite. 

All  men  might  well  disprayse 
My  wit  and  enterprise, 
Yf  I  esterode  a  pese 
Above  a  perle  in  price  : 
Or  iudged  the  owle  in  sight. 
The  sparehauke  to  excel! ; 
Which  flyeth  but  in  the  night 
As  all  men  know  right  well. 
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Or  if  1  soughte  to  saHe, 
Into  the  brittle  port ; 
VTbere  anker-hold  doth  faHe« 
To  inch  as  do  resort; 
And  leave  the  hauen  sure. 
Where  blowes  no  blustering  winde  ; 
Nor  fickelnesse  in  ure 
So  forforthas  I  finde. 

No,  thinke  me  not  so  light. 
Nor  of  so  churiish  kinfle» 
Though  it  lay  in  my  might. 
My  bondage  to  unbinde ; 
That  I  woulde  leue  the  hi  ode 
To  hunt  the  ganders  so: 
No,  no,  I  have  no  minde 
To  make  exchanges  so : 

Nor  yet  to  change  at  all. 
For  thinke  it  jnay  not  be, 
That  I  should  seke  to  fall 
From  my  felicitie. 
X>esirous  for  to  win. 
And  loth  for  to  forgo. 
Or  new  change  to  begin. 
How  may  all  this  be  so  ? 

The  fire  it  cannot  fresi*. 
For  it  is  not  his  kinde ; 
Nor  true  looe  cannot  lese 
The  Constance  of  the  minde: 
Yet  as  sone  shall  the  fire, 
Want  heate  to  blase  and  borne. 
As  1  in  such  desire 
Haue  once  a  thought  to  tiime. 


Then  to  retain  him  still,  she  wrasteth  new  her 

grace,  [the  man  embrace : 

And   smileth  lo,  as  though  she  would  forthwith 

But  when  the  proofe  is  made,  to  try  such  lookes 

withall,  [full  of  gall: 

He  ilndeth  then  the  place  all  voide  and  freight^ 

Lord  what  abuse  is  this  I  who  can  such  women 

praise  ?  [ways : 

That  for  their  glory  do  deuise  to  vse  such  craftie 

I,  that  amongejthe  rest  do  sit,  and  marke  the  row. 

Find,  that  in  her  is  greater  craft,  then  is  in  twenty 

mo,  [sped. 

Whose  tender  years,  alas !  with  wiles  so  wel  are 

What  wil  she  do,  when  bory  heares  are  powdred 

in  her  bed? 


A  CAR^LESSE  MAN,  SCORNING  AND  DE- 
SCRIBING THE  SUTTLE  VSAGE  OF 
WOMEN  TOJVARDE  THEIR  LOUER& 

Wrapt  in  me  carelesse  cloke,as  I  walk  to.  and 

fro,  [in  his  bow ; 

I-se,  how  loue  can  shew  what  force  ther  reign^th 

And  how  he  shotctb  eke  a  hardy  hart  to  wound ; 

And  where  he  glanceth  by  againe,  that  litle  hurt 

is  found. 

For  seldome  is  itsene.bewoundeth  hartes  alike; 

The  tone  may  rage,  when  tothers  loue  is  often 

farre  to  seke :  [oiee, 

All  this  I  see,  with  more ;  and  wonder  thinketh 

How  he  can  strike  the  one  so  sore,  and  leaue  the 

other  free ;  [wrong, 

.  I  see,  that  wounded  wight,  that  sufTreth  all  this 

How  he  is  fed  with  yeas,  anid  nays,  and  liucth  ail 

to  long. 

In  silence  though  1  kepe  such  secretes  to  myself; 

Yet  do  I  see,  how  she  somtime  doth  yeld  a  looke 

by  stelth ;  [so, 

,  As  though  it  semde,  jrwis,  I  will  not  lose  thee 

When  in  her  hart  so  swcte  a  thought  did  never 

truly  grow;  [blisse' 

.  Then  say  I  thus ;  alas,  that  man  is  fiu're  from 

That  doth  receiue  for  his  relief,  none  other  gaioe 

but  this ; 

•And  she  that  fedes  him  so,  1  fele,  and  find  it  plain. 

Is  but  to  glory  in  her  power,  that  ouer  such  can 

raign :  [that  be, 

.Nor  are  such  graces  spent,  but  when  she  thiokes 

Ah  weried  man!  is  fully  bent  such  fancies  to  let  fle, 


AN  ANSWERE  IN  THE  BEHALFE  OF  A 
WOMAN  OP  AN  UNCERTAIN  AUCTHOR. 

Girt  in  my  giltles  gowne,  as  I  sit  here  and  sow 

I  see  that  thinges  are  not  in  dede  as  to  the  out^ 

ward  show.  [what  nere. 

And  who-so  list  to  loke,  and  note  thinges  some- 

Shal  find  where  plainesse  semes  to  haunt,  nothing 

but  craft  appear :  [ceme. 

For  with  indifierent  eyes  my  self  can  well  dis- 

How  some  to  guide  a  ship  in  stormes  seke  for  to 

take  the  sterne ;  [barge, 

Wliose  practise  if  were  proved  in  calme  to  stere  a 

Assuredly  beleue  it  well,  it  were  togreat  a  charge: 

And  some  I  se  again  sit  still  and  say  but  small. 

That  coulde  do  ten  times  more  then  they  that  say 

they  can  do  all ;  [understand. 

Whose  goodly  giftes  are  such,  the  more  they 

The  more  they  seke  to  leame  and  know,  and  take 

lesse  charge  in  hand.  [fast. 

And  to  declare  more  plain,  the  time  fleetes  not  so 

But  1  can  beare  full  well  in  mind  the  song  now 

sung  and  past ;  [cloke, 

7*he   auctor  whereof  came,  wrapt  in  a  crafty 

With  will  Ui  force  a  flaming  ^re,  where  he  could 

raise  no  smoke ;  [platne. 

If  power  and   will  had  joined,  as  it  appereth 

Then  tnxtli  nor  riv^ht  had  tane  no  place  their  ver« 

tues  liad  been  vcinc; 

So  that  you  may  perceive,  and  I  may  safely  se 

The  iunoceiit  tliatgiltles^c  is,  condcmpned  should 

haue  be. 


THE  CONSTANT  LOUER  LAMENTETH 

Sins  fortunes  wrath  enuieth  the  welth 
Wherin  I  ratgned  by  the  sight  ' 
Of  that,  that  fed  mine  eyes  by  stelth, 
With  sowre  swete,  dread  and  delight: 
Let  not  my  grieflS  moue  you  to  monc. 
For  I  will  wepe  and  wailt>  alone. 

Spite  draue  me  into  Boreas  raigne. 
Where  hoiy  frostcs  the  frotes  do  bite. 
When  billes  weie  spred,  and  euery  plalne. 
With  stormy  wintcj-s  mantle  white; 
And  yet,  ray  dere,  such  was  my  heate. 
When  others  frezci  then  did  I  sweate. 
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And  now,  though  on  the  tunne  I  drive, 
"WhoBQ  fenrent  flame  all  thiiiges  decaies, 
His  bcamc«  in  brightnesse  may  not  striue. 
With  lipht  of  your  swcte  golden  rayes; 
Nor  from  my  bi  est  this  heate  remoup. 
The  frosen  thou^htes  grauen  by  loue. 

Ke  may  the  waaes  of  the  salt  floode 
fiuenche  that  your  beaut  ie  set  oo  fire, 
For  thouffh  mine  eyes  forbeare  the  foode^ 
That  did  relieue  the  hot  desire; 
Such  as  I  was,  such  wyll  I  be. 
Your  owne,  what  woulde  ye  more  of  me  ? 


A  SONG  WniTTKN  BY  THE  EARLE  OF 
SURREY  OP  A  LADIE  THAT  REFUSED 
TO  DAUNCE  WITH  HIM. 

• 

EcBB  beast  can  chose  his  fere  according  to  his 

minde,  [beastly  kiude  ; 

And  eke  can  shew  a*  firiendly  chere  lyke  to  their 

A  lion  saw  I  late  as  whjte  as  any  snow. 
Which  semed  well  to  Icade  the  race,  his  port  the 
same  did  showe. 
Upon  the  gentle  beast  to  gaze  it  pleased  me, 
For  still,  me  thoughte,  he  semed  well  of  noble 
btood  to  be.  [make, 

And  as  he  praunced  before,  still  seking  for  a 
As  who  would  say,  there  is  none  here,  I  trowe  will 
me  forsake;  [bone, 

I  might  pereeaue  a  wolfe  as  white  as  whales 
A  fairer  beaste,  of  fresher  hue,  hehtld  I  neuer  none. 
Save  that  her  lokes  were  coy,  and  froward  eke 
her  grace,  [vaunce  apace. 

Unto  the  whiche  this  gentle  beast  gan  him  ad- 
And  with  a  becke  full  low  he  boned  at  her  feete. 
In  bumble  wise,  as  who  woulde  say,  1  am  to  farre 
unmeete.  [warded 

But  such  a  scomefull  chere  wherwith  she  him  re- 
Was  neuer  sene  1  trow  the  like  to  such  as  well 
deserued.  [twaine. 

With  that  she  start  aside  well  nere  a  foote  or 
And  vnto  him  thus  gan  she  say  with  spite  and 
great  disdaine,  [before, 

Lion,  she  saide,  if  thou  hadst  knowen  my  mind 
Thou  hadst  not  spent  thy  traraile  thus,  nor  all  thy 
paine  forlore;  [wrth  mee. 

Do  way,  1  lete  thee  wete,  thou  )$hait  not  play 
Go  range  aliout  where  thou  maist  finde  some  meter 
fere  for  thee.  [flame. 

With  that  he  bet  his  taile,  his  eyes  began  to 
I  might  prrceiue  bis  noble  hart,  much  moued  by 
the  same ;  [swage, 

Yet  saw  I  him  refraine,  and  eke  his  wrath  as- 
And  vnto  her  thus  gan  he  say,  when  he  was  past 
his  lage. 
Cruel,  you  do  me  wrong  to  set  me  thus  so  light, 
Without  desert  for  my  goyd  will,  to  bhew  me  such 
despyght. 
How  can  ye  thus  entreat  a  lion  of  the  race, 
Tliat  with  I'is  pawes,  a  crowned  kinge  devoured  in 
the  place: 
Whose  nature  is  to  prey  vpon  no  simple  food. 
As  long  n<^  he  may  suck  the  flesh,  aud  driuk  of 
iiuble  blood. 


If  yoQ  be  iky  re  and  firesh,  am  loot  of  your  hae^ 
And  for  my  vaunt,  I  dare  well  say,  my  blaud  i« 
not  untrue. 
For  you  your  aelf  liaae  heard,  it  is  not  loo{^ 
agoe, 
Sith  that  for  loae,  one  of  the  race  did  end  bis  life 
in  woe. 
In  tower  strong,  and  hie,  for  his  assured  truth  ; 
Whereas  in   tears  he  spent  his  breath,  alas  the 
more  the  ruth :  [remoue. 

This  gentle  beast  so  dyed,  whom  nothing  conld 
Bnt  wiUJnglv  to  leese  bis  life  for  loss  of  his  true 
love.'  ,  [painf. 

Other  there  be,  whose  Hues  do  linger  still  in 
Against  their  wylles  preserucd  aie,  that  wonMe 
haue  dyed  faine.  -     [yo^t 

But  now  I  do  pereeaue,  that  nought  it  moueth 
My  good  intent,  my  gentle  hart,  nor  yet  my  kinde 
so  true:  [trade. 

But  that  your  will  is  such  to  lure  me  to  the 
And  other  some  full  many  yeres  trace  by  the  craft 
ye  made.  [ferre. 

And  thus  behold  our  kindes  how  that  we  differ 
I  seke  my  foes,  and  you  your  frendes  do  threten 
sLil  with  warre.  [yoo» 

I  &wne  where  I  am  fled,  you  slay  that  sekes  to 
I  can  deuour  no  yielding  prey,  you  kill  where  you 
subdue. 
My  kinde  is  to  desire  the  honour  of  the  field. 
And  you  with  blood  do  slake  your  thirate  on  such 
as  to  you  yeld : 
Wherefore  I  woulde  you  wist,  that  for  your 
co3'ed  lokes, 
I  am  no  man  that  will  be  tnpt,  nor  tangled  villi, 
such  hokes. 
And  though  some  lost  to  loue  where  blame  fiiU 
well  they  might. 
And  to  suoh  beastes  of  current  sort  that  wooid 
have  travail  bright ; 
1  will  observe  the  lawe,  that  nature  gaue  to  me. 
To  conquer  such  as  will  resist,  and  let  the  rest  go 
free: 
And  as  a  (aulcon  free,  that  soreth  in  the  ayie, 
Which  neuer  fed  on  hand  nor  lore,  nor  for  no  stale 
doth  care. 
While  that  I  liue  and  breathe  such  shall  my 
custome  be. 
In  wildness  of  the  woods,  to  seke  my  pray  where 
pleaseth  me:  [offence. 

Where  many  one  shall  me,  that  neuer  made 
Thus  your  refuse  against   my  power  shal  bote 
them  no  defence.  [to. 

And  for  reoenge  therof  I  vow  and  swear  thera- 
A  thousand  spoiles  I  sliall commit,  I  neoer thought 
to  do. 
And  if  to  light  on  you  my  luck  so  good  shall  be, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  fede  on  that,  that  would  haue 
fed  on  me.  [how» 

And  thus  ferewell  unkind,  to  whom  I  bent  and 
I  would  you  wist  the  ship  is  safe,  that  bare  his 
sailes  so  low. 
Sith  that  a  Lions  hart  is  for  a  wolfe  no  pray. 
With  bloody  mouth  go  slake  your  thirst  on  sim- 
ple sbepe  1  say,  [presse^ 
With  more  despite  and  ire,  than  I  can  now  ex- 
Which  to  my  paine  though  I  reftain,  the  cause 
you  may  wel  gesse. 
As  for  because  my  self  was  aucthor  of  the  game. 
It  bootes  me  not  that  for  my  wrath,  I  should  di»-. 
turbe  the  same. 
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THE  FAITHFULL  LOUER  DECL4RETH 
HIS  PAINES  AND  HIS  USCERTEIN 
lOYES,  AND  WITH  ONLY  HOPE  RE- 
COMFORTETH  SOMWHAT  HIS  WOFULL 
HEART. 

If  care  do  cause  men  cry,  why  do  not  I  com- 
plaine  ?  [my  paine  ? 

Ifechemando  bewaile  bis  wo,  why  shew  1  not 
Since  that  amongst  them  all,  I  dare  well  say^  is 
none,  [cause  to  mooe. 

So  ferre  from  weale,  so  full  of  wo,  or  hath  more 
For  all  thinges  haucing  life,  sometime  bath 
quiet  rest,  [beast : 

The  bearing  asse,  the  drawyng  oxe,  and  every  other 
The  peasant,  and  the  post,  that  seruesat  all  as- 
sayed; [take  their  ease. 
The  ship  boy,  and  the  galley-slave,  have  time  to 
Save  I,  alas!  whom  care  of  force  doth  so  con- 
straine,  [in  paine. 
To  waile  the  day,  and  wake  the  night,  continually 
From  pensiveness  to  plaint,  from  plaint  to  bit- 
ter tearps,                       [my  lyfe  it  weares. 
From  teares,  to  painfull  plaint  againe,  and  thus 
No  thing  under  the  suune,  that  I  can  heare  or 
see. 
But  moveth  me  for  to  bewaile,  my  cruel  destenie 
For  where  men  do  rejoyce  (since  that  1  can  not 
so)  [my  wo. 
I  take  no  pleasure  in  that  place,   it  doubleth  but 
And  when  t  hear  the  sound  of  song  or  instru- 
ment,                                   [me  to  lament; 
Methinke  eche  tune  there  dolefull  is,  and  helpes 
And  if  1  se  some  have  their  most  desired  sight, 
Alas!  thinke  I,  eche  man  hath  weale,  save  I,  most 
wofuU  wighte. 
Then  as  the  stricken  dere  withdrawes  himself 
alone,                                [make  my  mone. 
So  do  1  seke  some  secrete  place,  where  I  may 
There  do  my  flowing  eyes  shew  forth  my  melt- 
ing hart,                         [declare  my  smart 
So  that  the  stremes  of  those  two  wdles  right  well 
And  in  those  cares  so  colde  I  force  my  self  a 
heate,                                   [selfe  to  sweate. 
As  sicke  men  in  their  shaking  fittes  procure  them- 
With  tboughtes,  that  for  the  tyroe,  do  much  ap- 
pease my  paine ;                       [woe  againe. 
But  yet  they  cause  a  farther  feare,  and  brede  my 
Metliinke  within  my  thought  1  se  right  plaioe 
appere 
My   hartes    delight,   my    sorowes  leche,   myne 
earthly  goddesse  here; 
"With  every  sundry  grace  that  I  have  sene  her 
haue,                                            [and  grave; 
Thus  I  within  my  wofull  brest  her  picture  paint 
And  in  my  thought  I  rol  her  bewties  too  and 
fro,                                        [that  persed  so. 
Her  laughing  chere,  her  lovely  looke,  ,roy  hart 
Her  strangenes  when  1  sued  her  servant  for  to 
be,                                  [tliat  she  pitted  me. 
And  what  she  said,  and  how  she  smilde,  when 
Then  comes  a  sodaine  feare  that  riuetb  all  my 
rest,                .                                [her  brest. 
Lest  absence  cause  forgetfulnesse  to  sinke  within 
For  when  1  thinke  how  forre  this  earth  doth  us 
diuide,                                 [how  that  I  slide. 
Alas,  me  semes,  love  throwes  me  downe,  I  fele 
But  when  I  thinke  againe,   why  should   1  thus 
mistrust,                                 ^      [and  just. 
So  swete  a  wight,  so  tad  and  wise^  that  is  so  true 


For  loth  she  was  to  lone,  and  wauering  is  she 

not;  [their  knot; 

The  farther  off,  the  more  desirde;  thus  louers  tie 

So  in  dif  paire  and  hope  plunged  am  1  both  up 

and  downe,  [list  to  fxowne. 

As  is  the  ship  with  wind  and  wave,  when  Neptune 

But  as  the   watery  showers  delay  the  raging 

winde,  [of  my  mind^; 

So  doth  good  hope  clene  put  away  dispaire  out 

And  bids  me  for  to  serve  and  suffer  paciently ; 
For  what  wot  I  the  after-weale  that  fortune  willes 
to  me.  [trouble, 

For  those  that  care  do  know,  and  tasted  have  of 
When  passed  is  their  wofull  paine,  eche  joy' shall 
seme  them  double:  [better 

And  bitter  sendes  she  now  to  make  me  taste  the 
The  pleasant  swete,  when  that  it  comes,  to  make 
it  seme  the  sweten 
And  so  determine  I  to  serve  until  my  breath, 
Yea  rather  dye  a  thousand  times  than  once  to  false 
my  faith.  [smart. 

And  if  my  feble  corps,  through  weight  of  wofull 
Do  faile  or  feint,  my  will  it  is  that  still  she  kepe 
my  hart,  [farde. 

And  when  this  carcas  here  to  earth  shall  be  re- 
1  do  bequeth  my  weried  ghost  to  serve  her  after- 
warde. 


THE  MEANES  TO  ATTAINE  HAPPY  LIF& 

Marti  ALL,  the  thinges  that  doe  attain 
The  happy  life,  be  these  I  finde. 
The  riches  left,  not  got  with  pain; 
The  fruitfull  ground,  the  quiet  minde, 
The  egall  ffend ;  no  grudc:e,  no  strife ; 
No  charge  of  rule,  nor  govcrnannce; 
Without  disease,  the  healthful  life ; 
The  housbold  of  continuance  : 
The  meane  dyet,  no  delicate  fart* ; 
Trew  wisedome  joyndeoirith  simplenesse; 
The  night  discharged  of  all  care ; 
Where  wine  the  wittc  may  not  oppresse. 
The  faithfuil  wife,  without  debate ; 
Such  slepes  as  may  begile  the  night ; 
Contented  with  thine  owne  estate, 
Ne  wish  for  death,  ue  feare  his  might. 


PRAISE  OF  MEANE  AND  CONSTANT 
ESTATES 

ADDRESSED  TO  SIR  THOMAS  WYAT. 

Of  thy  life,  Thomas,  this  compasse  wel  mark 
Not  aye  with  full  sailes  the  hye  seas  to  beat, 
Ne  by  coward  dr^d,  in  shonniug  stormcs  dark. 
On  shalow  shores  thy  keel  in  peril  fret. 
Who  so  gladly  halseth  the  gold  n  menne, 
Voide  of  daungcrs  advisdiy  hath  his  home 
Not  with  lothsome  muck,  as  a  den  uncleane. 
Nor  palace  like,  wherat  disdain  may  i;lome. 
The  lofty  pine  the  great  winde  often  rives; 
With  violentj'r  swcy  falne  tuircts  stepe; 
Lightnings  asnaut  the  hie  uiountaines  and  clivcs; 
A  hart  well  siayd,  in  overtiiwurtes  dcpe 

■  From  Horace.    C 
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Hopeth  amendes ;  in  swete,  doth  feare  the  sowre. 
God  that  sendeth,  withdraweth  winter  sharp, 
Now  iil,  not  aye  thus.     Once  Phebus  to  lowrr, 
With  bowe  unbent,  vhall  cease,  and  frame  to  harp, 
His  voice.     In  straite  estate  appere  thou  stout 
And  so  wisely,  when  lucky  gale  of  winde 
All  thy  puft  sailes  shall  fill  Jooke  well  about, 
Take  in  a  rift.    Hast  is  wast,  profe  doth  finde. 


FRAJSE  OF  CERTAIN  PSALMES  OP  DAVID, 

TRANSLATED  BY  SIR  T.  1¥.  THE  ELDER. 

The  great  Macedou,  that  out  of  Persie  chased 
Darius,  of  whose  huge  power  all  Asie  rong. 
In  the  riche  arke  Dan  Homers  rimes  he  placed. 
Who  feigned  gestes  of  heathen  princes  song. 
What  holy  grave,  what  worthy  sepulture 
To  Wyates  >   psalmes  should  christians  then  pur- 
chase; 
Where  he  doth  paint  the  liuely  C»ith  and  pure; 
The  stedfast  hope,  the  swete  returnc  to  grace, 
Of  just  David  by  perfite  penitence. 
Where  rtilers  may  see  in  a  mirrour  clere 
The  bitter  frute  of  fialse  concupiscence. 
How  Jewry  bought  Unas  death  ful  dere. 
In  princes  hartes  Gods  scourge  imprinted  depe. 
Ought  them  awake  out  of  their  sinfull  slepe. 


OF  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  SAME  SIR  T  W, 

Divers  thy  death  do  diversly  bemone/. 
Some  that  in  presence  of  thy  livelyhed 
Lurked,  whose  brestes  envy  with  hate  had  swolne, 
Yeld  Ceasars  tcares  upon  Pompeius  bed. 
Some  that  watched  with  the  murdrers  knife, 
With  eger  thirst  to  driuke  thy  giltlesse  blood, 
Whose  practise  brake  by  happy  end  of  life, 
With  envious  teares  to  heare  thy  fame  so  good. 
But  I,  tbatknewe  what  harbred  in  that  bed. 
What  vertues  rare  were  tenipred  in  that  brcst. 
Honour  the  place  that  such  a  jewel  bred. 
And  kisse  the  ground  wheras  the  corse  doth  rest. 

With  vapord  eyes,  from  whence  such  streames 
avail. 

As  Py ramus  did  on  Thisbes  brest  bewail. 


OF  the  same. 


Wyat  resteth  here,  that  quick  could  never  rest. 
Whose  heavenly  giftes  encreaseth  by  disdain, 
And  vertue  sank  the  deper  in  his  brest. 
Such  profit  he  by  enuy  could  obtain. 

A  hed,  where  wisdom  misteries  did  frame. 
Whose  hammers  bet  still  in  that  liuely  bniine. 
As  on  a  sty  the;  where  that  some  worke  of  fame 
Was  dayly  wrought,  to  tume  to  Britaines  gaine, 

A  visage,  steme,  and  mllde;  where  both  didgrowe. 
Vice  to  contemne,  in  verlue  to  rcjoyce : 
Amid  great  stormeiii,  whom  grace  assured  so, 
To  iiue  vpri^'ht,  and  suiile  at  fortunes  choyce. 

■  Sir  Thomas  Wyat.     See  bis  works.     C. 


A-  hand  that  tanght,  what  might  be  said  in  rime; 
That  reft  Chaucer  the  glory  of  his  wit. 
A  mark,  the  which  (vnparfited,  for  time) 
Some  may  approch,  but  neuer  none  shall  hit 

A  tong,  that  serued  in  forein  realmcs  his  king; 
Whose  courteous  talke  to  vertue  did  enflame 
Echc  noble  hart;  a  worthy  guide  to  bring 
Our  engiish  youth,  by  trauail  vnto  fame. 

An  eye,  whose  judgment  none  affect  could  blinde^ 
Frcndes  to  allure,  and  foes  to  reconcile ; 
Whose  persing  looke  did  represent  a  minde 
With  vertue  fraught,  reposed,  voyd  of  gile. 

A  hart,  where  dreade  was  neuer  so  impreat. 
To  hide  the  thought,  that  might  the  troutb  auance  ; 
In  neyther  fortune  loft,  nor  yet  represt. 
To  swel  ill  welth,  or  yield  vntb  mischance, 

A  valiant  corps,  where  force  and  beauty  met, 
Happy,  alas !  to  happy,  but  for  foes; 
Liued,  and  run  the  race,  that  nature  set; 
Of  manhodes  shape,  wkere  she  the  mokl  did  lose. 

But  to  the  heavens  that  simple  soule  is  fled ; 
Which  left  with  such,  as  couet  Christ  to  know. 
Witness  offaith,  that  neuer  shal  be  ded; 
Sent  for  our  helth,  but  not  receiued  so. 

Thus  for  our  gilt,  this  jewel  haue  we  lost ; 

The  earth  his  bones,  the  heavens  posse&se  hit 
ghost. 


OF  THE  SAME. 


In  the  rude  age  when  knowledge  was  not  rife> 
If  Joue  in  Crete,  and  other  were  that  taught 
Artes  to  conuert  to  profile  oC  our  life. 
Wend  after  death  to  haue  their  temples  sought ; 
If  vertue  vet  no  voide  unthankful!  time. 
Failed  of  some  to  blast  her  endles  fame, 
A  goorlly  meane  both  to  deterre  from  crime. 
And  to  her  steppes  our  sequele  to  enflame. 
In  daies  of  truth,  if  Wyates  freodesthen  waUe, 
The  only  det  that  dead  of  quick  may  claime. 
That  rare  wit  spent,  employd  to  our  auayle, 
Where  Christ  is  taught  we  led  to  vertues  trainee 
His  iiuely  face  their  brestes  bow  did  it  freat, 
Whobo  cindres  yet,  with  enuy  they  do  eate. 


OF   SARDANAPALUS    DISHONORABLE 
LIFE,  AND  MISERABLE  DEATH 

Tw  Asirian  king  in  peace,  with  foule  desire. 
And  filthy  lustes,  that  staynde  his  regall  hart; 
In  warre,  that  should  set  princely  heartes  on  fire. 
Did  yeld,  vanquisht  for  want  of  marc:ali  arte. 
The  dint  of  swordes  from  kisses  semed  strange  j^ 
And  harder,  than  his  ladies  side,  his  targe ; 
From  glutton  f?astes,  to  souldiers  fare,  a  changes 
His  helmet,  farre  aboue  a  garlands  charge. 
Who  scarce  the  name  of  manhode  did  retaine; 
DriMiched  in  slouth,  and  womanish  delight; 
F«ble  of  sprite,  impacient  of  pain ; 
When  he  had  lost  his  honor,  and  his  right. 

Proud,  time  of  wealth;  in  stonnes, appalled  with 
dred, 

Murther(<d  himself,  to  shew  some  manfiill  dede. 
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SOW  NO  AGE  IS  CONTENT  WITH  HIS 
OWKE  ESTATE,  AND  HOW  THE  AGE  OF 
CHILDREN  IS  THE  HAPPIEST  IF  THEY 
HAD  SKILL  TO  VNDERSTAND  IT. 

Layd  in  my  quiet  bed,  in  study  as  I  were^ 
1    saw    within  my  troubled  head,   a  heape  of 
thoughts  appear,  [eyes, 

And  euery  thought  did  shewe  so  lively  in  myne 
That  now  I  sighed,  and  then  1  smilde,  as  cause  of 
thoughtes  did  rise. 
I  saw  the  little  boy,  in  thought  how  oft  that  he 
Did  wish  of  God,  to  scape  the  rod,  a  Ull  yong  man 
to  be.  [paincs  opprest. 

The  yong  man  eke  that  feles  his  bones  with 
How  he  would  be  a  rich  olde  man,  to  line  and  lye 
at  rest :  [so  sore. 

The  rich  olde  man  that  sees  his  end  drawe  on 
How  be  would  be  a  boy  again,  to  line  so  much 
the  more. 
Wberat  full  oft  I  smilde,  to  se  how  all  these  three, 
From  boy  to  man,  from  man  to  boy,  would  chop 
and  change  degree : 
And  musing  thus,  I  think,  the  case  is  very  strange. 
That  man  from  wekh,  to  line  in  wo,  doth  euer 
seke  to  change.  [skin, 

Thus  thoughtful!  as  I  lay,  I  sawe  my  withered 
How  it  doth  shew  my  dented  chewes,  the  flesh 
was  worn  so  thyn,*  t"K*>^  ^*y» 

And  eke  my  totheless  chaps^  the  gates  of  my 
That  opes  and  shuites  as  I  do  speake,  doe  thus 
vnto  me  say ;  [age, 

The  white  and  horish  heeres,  the  messengers  of 
That  shew  like  lines  of  true  belief,  that  this  life 
dothasswage;  [thy  chin. 

Byds  thee  lay  hand,  and  fele  them  hanging  on 
The  which  do  write  two  ages  past,  the  third  now 
coming  in.  [time ; 

Hang  vp  therefore  the  bit  of  thy  yong  wanton 
.And  tlmu  that  therein  beaten  art,  the  happiest  life 
define:  [joy, 

Wherat  1  sighed,  and  saydc,  farewell  my  wonted 
Trusse  up  thy  packe,  and  trudge  from  roe,  to  euery 
litleboy;  [happy  is, 

And  tell  them  thus  from  me,  their  time  most 
If  to  their  time  they  reason  had,  to  know  the 
trueth  of  this. 


BONUM  EST  MI  HI  QUOD  HUMILIASTI  ME. 

The  stormes  arc  past,  these  cloudes  are  over- 

blowne, 
And  humble  chere  great  rigour  hath  represt, 
For  the  defaute  is  set  a  paine  fore  Icnowne; 
And  pacience  graft  in  a  determed  brest: 
And  in  the  hart  where  heapesof  griefc^i  were 

growne 
The  swete  reuenge  hath  planted  mirth  and  rest; 
No  company  so  pleasant  as  mine  owne; 
Thraldom  at  large  hath  made  this  prison  free, 
Danger  wel  past  remembred  workes  delight; 
Of  lingring  doubtes  such  hope  is  sprong  pardie. 
That  nought  I  finde  displeasant  in  my  sight : 
But  when  my  glasse  presented  vnto  me. 
The  curelesse  wound,  that  bledeth  day  and  night; 
To  think,  alas,  such  hap  should  granted  be 
Uuto  a  wretch  that  hath  no  hart  to  fight. 
To  spyll  that  blood  that  hath  so  oft  bene  shed. 
For  Britannes  sake  (alas)  and  now  is  ded« 
yoL.  n. 


EXHORTACION  TO  LEARNE  BY  OTHERS 

TROUBLE. 

My  Ratclif,  when  thy  retchlesse  youth  offendes, 
Receue  thy  scourge  by  others  chastisement. 
For  such  calling,  when  it  workes  none  amendes, 
1'hen  plages  are  sent  without  aduertisement 
Yet  Salamon  sayd,  the  wronged  shall  recure; 
But  Wiat  said  true,  the  skarre  doth  aye  endure  ^ 


THE  FANSIE  OF  A  WERIED  LOUER,  . 

The  fansy,  which  that  1  have  serued  long, 
That  hath  alway  bene  enmy  to  myne  ease, 
Semed  of  late  to  me  upon  my  wrong, 
And  bad  me  flye  the  cause  of  my  mtsease^ 
And  I  forthwith  did  prease  out  of  the  throng. 
That  thought  by  flight  my  painfoU  hart  to  pleas* 
Some  other  way :  till  I  saw  faith  more  strong  } 
And  to  my  self  I  said  :  alas,  those  daies 
In  vain  were  spent,  to  runne  the  race  so  long  ! 
And  with  that  thought;  I  met  my  guyde:  that 

plaen. 
Out  of  the  way  wherein  I  wandered  wrong. 
Brought  me  amiddes  the  hilles  in  base  Bullayn, 
Where  I  am  now,  as  resiles  to  remayn. 
Against  my  will,  fiill  pleased  with  my  payn. 


EPITAPH  ON  SIR  THOMAS  CLERE, 

Surrey's  faithful  retainer  and  consUnt  attendant, 
which  was  once  in  Lambeth  church,  and  is  pre- 
served in  Aubrey's  Surrey,  with  the  following 
introduction. 

Epitaphium  Thomas  Clere  qui  fato  functus  est 
1545,  auctore  Henrico  Howard  comite  Sutrjensi 
in  cujus  felicis  ingenii  specimen  et  singularis  fa- 
cundise  argu^entum  appensa  fuit  haec  tabula 
per  W.  Howkid,  fiHum  Thomas  nuper  Ducis 
Norf.  filii  ejusdem  Henrici  comitis  Surriensis. 

NoRFOLKB  sprung  thee,  Lambeth  holds  thee  dead, 
Clere  of  the  count  of  Cleremont  thou  bight, 
Within  the  womb  of  Ormond's  race  thou  bred. 
And  sawest  thy  cosin  crowned  in  thy  sight : 
Skelton  for  love,  Surrey  for  Lord  thou  chase. 
Aye  me  while  life  did  last  that  league  was  tender. 
Tracing  whose  steps  thou  sawest  Kclsall  •  blase, 
Laundersey^    burnt    and     batterM    Bulleyn's* 

renders  : 
At  Muttrell  •  gates  hopeless  of  all  recure. 
Thine  Earl  half  dead,  gave  in  thy  hand  his  will. 
Which  cause  did  thee  this  pining  death  procure; 
Ere  summers  four-times  seven  thou  could&t  fulfill. 
Aye,  Clere,  if  love  had  booted  care  or  cost 
Heaven  had  not  wonne,  nor  earth  so  timely  lost 

»  See  Wyat's  Works  **  Wyat  being  in  prison  to. 
Bryan."     C. 

•  Towns  taken  by  Lord  Surrey  hi  the  Boulogne 
expedition. 

s  Surrender. 

z 
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SURREY'S  POEMS. 


AGAINST  LONDON^ 


London  !  bast  thou  accused  me 

Of  breche  of  lawes,  the  roote  of  stryfe  ? 
Within  whose  brest  did  boyle  to  see 

(So  feirent  hotte)  thy  dissolute  lyfe: 
That  even  the  hate  of  synnes,  that  groo 

Within  thy  wicked  wails  so  ryfe. 
For  to  breake  fortbe,  did  oonuert  soo 

That  terror  colde  it  not  represse. 
The  which  by  wordes  since prechers  knoo. 

What  hope  is  left  for  to  redresse? 
By  unknowen  means  it  liked  me 
My  hidden  burden  to  ezpresse: 
Wherby  yt  might  appere  to  the, 

Tliat  secret  synn  hath  secret  spight: 
From  justice  rodd  no  fault  is  free : 

But  that  all  such,  as  wourk  unright, 
In  most  quyet  are  next  ill  rest- 
In  secret  sylence  of  the  night 
This  made  me,  with  a  reckles  brest. 

To  wake  thy  sluggards  with  my  bov/e  : 
A  figure  of  the  Lords  behest : 

Whose  scouige  for  synn  the  screptures  show : 
That  as  the  fearfull  thunders  clapp 

By  soddayne  flame  at  hand  we  knowe : 
Of  peoble  stones  the  so'wndles  rapp, 

The  dredfull  plage  might  mak  thee  see 
Of  Godds  wrath,  that  doth  thee  enwrapp : 

That  pryde  might  know,  from  oonscyence  free, 
How  loftye  works  may  her  defend: 

And  en\'ye  fynd,  as  he  hath  sought. 
How  other  seke  hym  to  offend. 

And  wrath  tast  of  each  crewell  thought 
The  just  shape  hyer  in  the  end: 

And  ydel  douthe,  that  never  wrought. 
To  heven  his  spirite  lift  may  begyn ; 

And  gredy  lucre  lyue  in  drede 
To  see  what  hate  ill  gott  goods  wynn  : 
The  lechers,  yea,  that  luste  do  feed, 
Perccue  srhat  secrecye  is  in  synnc : 

And  gluttons  harts  for  sorow  blede. 
Awaked  when  their  faulte  they  fynd. 

In  lothsome  vyce  eche  dronken  wight 
To  styrr  to  Godd  this  was  my  mynd. 

Thy  wyndowes  had  don  me  no  spight : 
But  prowd  people,  that  dreile  no  fall. 

Clothed  with  wished  and  un right. 
Bred  in  the  closures  of  thy  wall. 

But  wrested  to  wrath  in  fervent  zeale 
Thow  hast  to  strief  my  secret  call : 

Endured  harts  no  warning  feale. 
Oh  !  shameless  whore !  is  dread  then  gon  ? 
Be  sHche  thy  foes,  as  meane  thy  weale  ? 
Oh !  membre  of  false  Babylon ! 

The  shop  of  craft,  the  denne  of  ire ! 
Thy  dredful  dome  drawes  fost  uppon  : 

Thy  martyres  blood  by  sword  and  fi^^ 
In  heaven  and  earth  for  justice  call. 

The  Lord  shall  hear  their  just  desyre ; 
The  flame  of  wrath  shall  on  the  fall. 
With  famine  and  pest  lamentablie 
Stricken  shalbe  thy  lechera  all : 

Thy  prowd  towers  and  turrets  hye, 
Enmys  to  Ood,  beat  stone  from  stone : 

Thyne  idoHs  burnt,  that  wrought  iniquitye: 

'  From  a  MS  volume,  formerly  belonging  to  the 
Harrington  family,  now  in  the  invaluable  library  of 
Thomas  Hill,  esq.  who  obligingly  lent  it  to  the 
Editor.    C. 


When  none  thy  rtiyne  shall  bemoae  s 
But  render  unto  the  rightwise  Lord, 

That  so  hath  judged  Babylon, 
Immortal  praise  in  one  aceord. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESSB. 

FROM  THE  lAME. 

Yf  he,  that  erst  the  fourme  so  lively  drewe 
Of  Venus  face,  triumpht  in  paynter's  arte : 

Thy  father  then  what  glory  did  ensew. 
By  whose  pencill  a  goddesse  made  thow  arte  > 

Touched  with  flame,  that  figure  made  some  lewe. 
And  with  her  love  surprysed  manye  a  hart: 

There  lackt  yet  that  should  cure  their  hot  desyer; 

Thow  canst  enflame,  and  quenche  the  kyndled  fyre« 


TRANSLATIONS. 


THE  SECOND  SOKE  OF  VIRGILES 
^AENMIS. 

Thet  whisted  all,  with  (heed  face  attent. 

When  prince  Aeneas  from  the  royal  seat 

Thus  gan  to  speak.    O  quene,  it  is  thy  wil, 

I  shold  renew  a  woe  cannot  be  told : 

How  that  the  Grekes  did  spoile  and  ouerthrow 

The  Phrygian  wealth,  and  wailful  realm  of  Troy : 

Those  ruthfuU  things  that  I  my  self  beheld. 

And  wherof  no  smal  part  fel  to  my  share. 

Which  to  expresse,  who  could  refiraine  from  teres  ? 

What  Myrmidon  ?  or  yet  what  Dolopes  ? 

What  stem  Ulysses*  waged  soldiar } 

And  loe  moist  night  now  firom  the  welkin  ^les. 

And  sterres  declining  counsel  vs  to  rest. 

But  sins  so  great  is  thy  delight  to  here 

Of  our  mishaps,  and  Troy^s  last  decay : 

Though  to  record  the  same  my  minde  abhorrcs. 

And  plaint  cschucs  :  yet  thus  wil  I  Ijegyn. 

The  Grekes  chieftains  all  irked  with  the  war, 
Wherin  they  wasted  had  so  many  yeres. 
And  oft  repulst  by  fatal  destinie, 
A  huge  herse  made,  hye  raised  like  a  hill. 
By  the  dioine  science  of  Minerua: 
Of  clouen  firre  compacted  were  his  ribbs : 
For  their  return  a  fained  sacrifice: 
The  fame  whereof  so  wandered  it  at  point. 
In  the  dark  bulk  they  closde  bodies  of  men 
Chosen  by  lot,  and  did  enstuflfby  stealth 
The  hollow  womb  with  armed  soldiers. 

There  stands  in  sight  an  isle  hight  Tenedon 
Rich,  and  of  fame,  while  Prianis  kingdom  stood : 
Now  but  a  bay,  and  rode  vnsure  for  ship. 
Hetherlhem  secretly  the  Grekes  withdrew. 
Shrouding  themselue^  vnder  the  desert  shore. 
And,  wening  we  they  had  ben  fled  and  gone, 
And  with  that  winde  had  fet  the  land  of  Grece,^ 
Troye  discharged  her  long  continued  dole: 
The  gates  cast  vp,  we  issued  out  to  play. 
The  Grekish  camp  desirous  to  behold. 
The  places  void  and  the  forsaken  costes. 
Here  Pyrrhus  band,  there  ferce  Achilles  pight : 
Here  rode  their  shippes,  there  did  their  battella 

joyne. 
Astonnied  some  the  scathefull  gift  beheld. 
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liehight  by  vow  rnto  the  chast  Minerve : 
All  wondiing  at  the  hugenesse  of  the  horse. 

And  fyrst  of  all  Timoetes  gaa  aduise, 
Wythin  the  walles  to  leade  and  drawe  the  same. 
And  place  it  eke  amidde  the  palace  court: 
Whether  of  guile,  or  Troyes  &te  it  would. 
Capys,  W3rth  some  of  iudgemeut  mo^  discrete, 
Wil'd  it  to  drown,  or  vnderset  with  flame 
The  suspect  present  of  the  Grekes  deceit. 
Or  bore  and  gage  the  hollow  caues  vncouth. 
So  divers  ran  the  giddy  peoples  minde. 

Loe  formost  of  a  rout,  that  fullowd  him. 
Kindled  I^ocoon  hasted  from  the  towre, 
Crieng  far  of:  O  wretched  citezens. 
What  so  great  kind  of  frensie  freteth  you  ? 
Demeye  the  Grekes  our  enemies  to  be  gone  ? 
Or  any  Grekish  gifles  can  you  suppose 
peuoid  of  guile  >  Is  so  Ulysses  known  ? 
Either  the  Grekes  are  in  this  timber  hid : 
Or  this  an  engin  is  to  anoy  our  walles. 
To  view  our  toures,  and  ouerwhelme  oar  towne. 
Here  Inrkes  some  craft.    Good  Troyans  geve  no 

trust 
Unto  this  horsey  for  what  so  euer  it  be. 
I  dred  the  Grekes,  yea  when  they  offer  gyftei. 
And  with  that  word,  with  all  his  force  a  dart 
He  launced  then  into  that  qroked  wombe: 
Which  trembling  stack,  and  shoke  within  the  side, 
Wherwitb  the  caues  gan  hollowly  resound. 
And  but  for  fitites,  and  for  our  blind  forcast. 
The  Grekes  deuise  and  guile  had  he  discried : 
Troy  yet  had  stand,  and  Priams  toures  so  hie. 

Tberwyth  behold,  wheras  the  Phrygian  herdes 
Brought  to  the  king,  with  clamor,  all  vnknown 
A  yong  man,  bound  his  handes  bebinde  bis  back : 
Whoe  willingly  had  yelden  prisoner. 
To  frame  his  guile,  and  open  Troy&s  gates 
Unto  the  Grekes :  with  courage  fully  bent. 
And  minde  determed  either  of  the  twaine. 
To  work  his  feat,  or  willing  yeld.to  death. 
Nere  him,  to  gaze,  the  Troyan  youth  gan  flock. 
And  itraue  whoe  most  might  at  the  captiue  scome. 
The  Grekes  deceit  beholde,  and  by  one  profe 
Imagine  aU  the  rest 

For  in  the  preasse  as  he  vnarroed  stood, 
Wyth  troubled  chere,  and  Phrigian  routes  beset, 
Alas  (quod  he)  what  earth  nowe,  or  what  seas 
May  me  receyue  ?  Catif,  what  restes  me  nowe  ? 
For  whom  in  Grece  doth  no  abode  remayne : 
The  Troians  eke  offended  seke  to  wreke 
Their  hainous  wrath  wyth  shedyngof  my  bloud. 
With  this  regrete  ourhartes  from  rancor  moued. 
The  brute  appeasde,  we  askte  him  of  his  birth, 
What  newes  he  brought,  what  hope  made  hym  to 
yeld. 

Then  he  (al  dred  remoued)  thus  began. 
O  kyng:  I  shall,  what  euer  me  betide. 
Say  but  the  truth:  ne  first  will  me  denie 
A  Grecian  borne :  for  though  fortune  hath  made 
Simon  a  wretche,  she  can  not  make  him  false. 
If  euer  came  vnto  your  eares  the  name 
Nobled  by  fiime,  of  the  sage  Palamede, 
Whom  traitrously  the  Grekes  condemd  to  dye, 
Giltlesse  by  wrongfiiH  dome,  for  that  he  dyd 
Dyssuade  the  warres :  whose  death  they  Bowe  la- 
ment: 
Undemeth  him  my  father  bare  of  wealth 
Into  hiff  band  yong,  and  nere  of  his  blood. 
In  my  prime  yeres  vnto  the  war  me  cent. 
While  that  by  fate  his  stats  in  stay  did  stand, 


And  when  his  realm  did  florish  by  advise. 
Of  glorie  theU  we  bare  som  fame  and  brute. 
But  sins  his  death,  by  false  Ulysses  sleight 
(I  speak  of  things  to  all  men  wel  beknown) 
A  drery  life  in  doleful  plaint  I  led. 
Repining  at  my  gyltlesse  frends  mischaunce. 
Ne  could  I  fool  refrein  my  tong  from  thretes: 
That  if  my  chaunce  were  euer  to  return 
Uictor  to  Arge.  to  folowe  my  reuenge. 
With  such  sharp  words  procured  I  great  hate. 
Here  sprang  my  harm.    Ulysses  euer  sithe 
With  new  formd  crimes  began  me  to  affray: 
In  common  eares  hlse  rumours  gan  he  sowe : 
Weapons  of  wreke  his  gylty  minde  gan  seke: 
Ne  rested  ay,  till  he  by  Calchas  meane^ 
But  whereunto  these  thanklesse-tales  in  vaine 
Do  I  reberse,  and  lingre  fourthe  the  time? 
In  like  estate  if  all  the  Grekes  ye  price: 
It  is  enough  ye  here:  rid  me  at  ones. 
Ulysses  (lord!)  how  he  wold  this  reioise? 
Yea  and  either  Atride  would  bye  it  dere. 
This  kindled  us  more  egre  to  enquiie. 
And  to  demaund  the  cause:  without  suspect 
Of  so  great  mischief  thereby  to  ensue. 
Or  of  Grekes  craft     He  then  with  forged  words, 

(And  quiuering  lims,  thus  toke  hys  tale  again. 
The  Grekes  oft  tiroes  entended  their  return. 
From  Troy^  town,  with  long  warrs  all  y tired. 
For  to  dislodge:  which,  would  God,  they  bad  done. 
But  oft  th^  winter  storms  of  raging  seas. 
And  oft  the  boisterous  winds  did  them  to  stay : 
And  chiefly  when  of  clinched  ribbes  of  firre 
This  hors  was  made,  the  storms  rored  in  the  aire. 
Then  we  in  dout  to  Phebus  temple  sent 
Enripilus,  to  wete  the  prophesy e: 
From  whens  he  brought  these  wolul  newt  again; 
With  blood  (O  Grekes)  and  slaughter  of  a  maid 
Ye  pleasd  the  winds,  when  first  ye  came  to  Troy  • 
.With  blood  likewise  you  must  seke  your  return. 
A  Grekish  soule  must  offred  be  therefore. 

9ut  when  this  sound  had  pearst  the  peoples 
eares. 
With  sodein  fere  astonied  were  their  mindes. 
The  cliilling  cold  did  ouerrunne  their  bones. 
To  whom  that  fate  was  shapte,  whom  Phebus  wold. 
Ulysses  then  amid  the  preasse  bringes  in   • 
Calchas  with  noyse  and  wil'd  him  to  discusse 
The  Gods  intent    Then  some  gan  deme  to  me 
The  cruell  wrek  of  him  that  framde  the  craft: 
Foreseing  secretly  what  wold  ensue. 
In  silence  then,  y shrouding  him  from  sight 
But  dayes  twise  fine  he  whisted,  and  refused 
To  death  by  speche  to  further  any  wight 
At  last,  as  forced  by  false  Ulysses  crye. 
Of  purpose  he  brake  fourth,  assigning  me 
To  the  altar:  whereto  they  graunted  all: 
And  that,  that  erst  eche  one  dred  to  himself. 
Returned  all  vnto  my  wretched  death. 
And  now  at  hand  drew  nere  the  wofull  day  : 
All  things  preparde  wherwyth  to  effer  me. 
Salt,  corne,  fillets  my  temples  for  to  bind. 
1  soapte  the  deth,  1  graunt,  and  brake  the  bands. 
And  lurked  in  a  roarrise  all  the  nyght,  ^ 
Among  the  ooze,  while  they  did  set  their  sailes: 
If  it  so  be  that  they  indcde  so  dyd. 
Now  restes  my  hope  my  natiue  land  to  see. 
My  children  dere,  nor  long  desired  sire  : 
Oil  whom  parchaunce  they  shall  wreke  my  escape : 
Those  harmlesse  wights  f hal  for  my  fieiolt  be  slayn. 

Then  by  the  gods^  to  whom  al  truth  is  known: 
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By  fayth  unfiled,  if  any  any  where 
Wyth  mortal  folke  remaines:  I  tbee  beaeche 
O  king  thereby,  rae  on  my  trauail  great: 
Pitie  a  wretch  that  giltlesse  suffireth  wrong. 
Life  to  these  teres,  with  pardon  eke,  we  graunt 
And  Priam  first  him  self  commandes  to  loose 
His  gyues,  his  bands:  and  frendly  to  him  sayd: 
Whose  thou  art,  learn  to  forget  the  Grekes: 
Hencefourth  be  oures,  and  answere  me  with  truth: 
Wherto  was  wrought  the  masse  of  this  huge  hors? 
Whoes  the  deuise?  and  wherto  ahould  it  tend? 
What  holy  vow  ?  or  engin  for  the  warres? 

Then  he,  instruct  with  wiles  and  Grekish  craft, 
His  loosed  hands  lift  upward  to  the  sterrs. 
Ye  euerlasting  lampes  1  testifye, 
Whose  powr  diuine  may  not  be  violate: 
Th'  altar,  and  swerd,  quod  be,  that  1  haue  scapt: 
Ye  sacred  baudes,  I  wore  as  yelden  hoste: 
Lefull  be  it  for  me  to  breke  mine  otbe 
To  Grekes,  lefull  to  hate  their  nacioii, 
Lefull  be  it  to  sparcle  in  the  ay  re 
Their  secretes  aJl,  what  soe  they  kepe  in  close: 
For  free  am  1  from  Grece,  and  from  their  lawes. 
So  be  it,  Troy :  and  saued  by  me  from  scathe, 
Kepe  faith  with  me,  and  stand  to  thy  behest. 
If  I  speake  truth,  and  opening  thinges  of  weight 
For  graunt  of  life  requite  thee  large  amendes. 
The  Grekes  whole  hope  of  undertaken  war 
In  Pallas  help  consisted  euermore, 
But  sith  the  time  that  wicked  Diomede, 
Ulysses  eke  that  foi^ger  of  all  guile, 
Auenturde  from  the  holy  sacred  fiine 
For  to  bereue  dame  Palles  fatall  forme. 
And  slew  the  watches  of  the  cbefest  toure. 
And  then  away  the  holy  statue  stele; 
That  were  so  bold  with  handes  embrued  in  blood. 
The  virgin  goddesse  veiles  for  to  defile: 
Sith  that,  their  hope  gan  fail,  their  hope  to  fall 
Their  powr  appeir,  their  goddesse  grace  withdraw. 
Wbych  with  no  doutfull  signes  she  did  declai'e. 
5>carce  was  the  statue  to  our  tentes  ybroughte. 
But  she  gan  stare  with  sparclcd  eyes  of  flame: 
Along  her  limes  the  salt  sweate  trickled  downe: 
Yea  tbrise  her  selfe  (a  hideous  thinge  to  tell) 
Jn  glaunces  bright  she  glittered  from  the  gronnd. 
Holding  in  hand  her  targe  and  quiuering  spere. 
Calchas  by  sea  then  bad  vs  hast  our  flight: 
Whoes  engins  might  not  break  the  walles  of  Troy, 
TJoIesse  at  Grece  they  wold  renew  their  lottes. 
Restore  the  god  that  they  by  sea  had  brought 
In  warped  keles.    To  Arge  sith  they  be  come. 
They  pease  their  godds,  and  war  afresh  prepare; 
And  crosse  the  seas  nnloked  for  eftsones 
They  wil  return:  This  order  Calchas  set. 

This  figure  made  they  for  thagrened  god, 
Jn  Pallas  stede,  to  dense  their  haioons  fault. 
Which  masse  he  willed  to  be  reared  bye 
Toward  the  skies,  and  ribbed  all  with  oke: 
So  that  your  gates,  ne  wall  might  it  receiue, 
Ne  yet  your  people  might  defensed  be 
By  the  good  zele  of  old  deuotion. 
For  if  your  hands  did  Pallas  gift  defile, 
To  Priams  realm  great  mischief  shold  befall: 
(Which  fote  the  Gods  first  on  him  self  return) 
But  had  your  owne  handes  brought  it  in  your  town, 
Asie  should  passe,  and  carrie  oflfred  warr 
In  Grece  euen  to  the  walls  of  Pelops  town, 
And  we  and  oures  that  destinie  endure. 

By  such  like  wiles  of  Sinon  the  forsworne 
Ijis  talc  with  ns  did  purchace- credit:  some 


Trapt  by  deceite,  some  forced  by  his  terM? 

Whom  neither  Diomede,  nor  great  Acfaille, 

Nor  ten  yeres  war,  ne  a  thousand  saile  conld  daont. 

Us  caitifes  then  a  far  more  dredful  chaunce 
Befell,  that  trobled  our  vnarmed  brestes. 
Whiles  Laocon,  that  chosen  was  by  lot 
Neptunus  priest,  did  sacrifice  a  bull 
Before  the  holy  altar,  sodenly 
From  Tenedon  behold  in  circles  great 
By  the  calm  seas  come  fletyng  adders  twaine* 
Which  plied  towardes  the  shore  (I  lothe  to  tell) 
With  rered  brest  lift  vp  aboue  the  seas: 
Whoes  bloody  creates  alofe  the  wanes  were  seen:- 
The  hinder  parte  swame  hidden  in  the  flood: 
Their  grisly  backes  were  linked  manifold: 
With  sound  of  broken  wanes  they  gate  the  strand^ 
With  gloing  eyen,  tainted  with  blood  and  fire : 
Whoes  waltring  tongs  did  I  ick  their  hissi  ng  mouthes . 
We  fled  away,  our  foce  the  blood  forsoke. 
But  they  with  gate  direct  to  Lacon  ran. 
And  first  of  all  eche  serpent  doth  enwrap 
The  bodies  small  of  his  two  tender  sonnes: 
Whoes  wretched  limes  they  byt,  and  fed  thereon. 
Then  raught  they  hym,  who  had  his  wepen  caught 
To  rescue  them,  twise  winding  him  about. 
With  folded  knottes,  and  circled  tailes,  his  wast: 
Their  scaled  backes  did  compasse  twise  his  neck, 
Wyth  rered  heddes  aloft,  and  streched  throtes. 
He  with  his  handes  straue  to  vnloose  the  knottes: 
Whose  sacred  fiUettes  all  besprinkled  were 
With  filth  of  gory  blod,  and  venim  rank: 
And  to  the  sterres  such  dredfull  shoutes  he  sent. 
Like  to  the  sound  the  roring  bull  fourth  loowes. 
Which  from  the  altar  wounded  doth  astart. 
The  swaruing  axe  when  he  shakes  from  his  neck. 
The  serpentes  twine,  with  basted  traile  they  glide 
To  Pallas  temple,  and  her  towres  of  beighte: 
Under  the  feete  of  which  the  Goddesse  stem. 
Hidden  behinde  her  targettes  bosse  they  crept. 
New  gripes  of  dred  then  pearse  our  trembling 

brestes. 
They  sayd  Lacons  desertes  bad  derely  bought 
His  hainous  dede,  that  pearced  bad  with  stele 
The  sacred  bulk,  and  throwen  the  wicked  lanocei 
The  people  cried  \rith  sondry  greeing  shoutes. 
The  bring  the  horse  to  Pallas  temple  bliue, 
In  hope  therby  the  goddesse  wrath  tappeaFe. 
We  cleft  the  walles,  and  closures  of  the  towne; 
Wherto  all  helpe:  and  underset  the  fieet 
With  sliding  rolles,  and  bound  his  neck  with  ropesi 
This  fiital  gin  thus  ouerclambe  our  walles, 
Stuft  with  armd  meu:  about  the  which  there  ran 
Children,  and  maides,  that  holy  caroUes  sang: 
And  well  were  they  whoes  hands  might  touch  the 

cordes. 
With  thretning  chere  thus  slided  through  our  towM 
The  subtil  tree,  to  Pallas  temple  ward. 
O  natiue  land,  Ilion,  and  of  the  g^des 
The  mansion  place!  O  warrlik  walles  of  Troy! 
Four  times  it  stqpt  in  thentrie  of  our  gate: 
Four  times  the  hamesse  clattred  in  the  wotnb. 
But  we  goe  on,  vnsound  of  memorie. 
And  blinded  eke  by  rage  perseuer  still: 
This  fatal  monster  in  the  fane  we  place. 

Cassandra  then,  inspired  with'  Phebus  sprite. 
Her  prophetes  lippes  yet  neuer  of  us  leeued 
Disclosed  eft,  forespeking  thinges  to  come. 
We  wretches  loe,  that  last  day  of  our  life. 
With  bowes  of  fest  the  town,  and  temples  deck. 

With  this  the  skie  gan  whirle  about  the  sphexo^ 
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The  cUfady  night  gan  thicken  from  the  sea. 
With  mantells 'spred ;  that  cloked  earth  ^and  skies, 
And  eke  the  treason  of  the  Grekish  guile : 
The  watchemen  lay  disperst,  to  take  their  rest : 
IVhoes  werried  limes  sound  slepe  had  then  op- 

prest: 
When  well  in  order  comes  the  Grecian  fleet. 
From  Tenedon  toward  the  costes  well  knowne. 
By  frendly  silence  of  the  quiet  moone. 
When  the  kinges  ship  put  fourth  bis  mark  of  fire, 
Sinon,  presented  by  froward  desttnie, 
Let  fourth  the  Grekes  enclosed  in  the  womb. 
The  closures  eke  of  pine  by  stealth  vnpind : 
Wherby  the  Grekes  restored  were  to  aire. 
With  ioy  down  hasting  from  the  hollow  tree. 
With  cordes  let  down  did  slide  vnto  the  ground 
The  great  captaines,  Sthenel,  and  Thesander, 
The  fierce  Ulisses,  Athama^,  and  Choas, 
Machaon  first,  and  then  king  Menolae, 
Epeus  eke  that  did  the  engin  forge. 
By  cordes  let  fal  fast  gan  they  slide  adown : 
And  streight  inuade  the  town  yburied  then 
With  wine,  and  slepc.  And  first  the  watch  is  slain. 
Then  gates  vnfold  to  let  their  fellowes  in. 
They  ioyne  them  selves  with  the  coniured  bandes. 
It  was  the  time,  when  graunted  from  the  godds 
The  first  slepe  crepes  most  swete  in  wery  folk. 
Loe  in  my  dreame  before  mine  eies,  me  thought. 
With  rufuU  chore  I  sawe  where  Hector  stood: 
Out  of  whoes  eies  thece  gushed  <»treame8  of  teares; 
Drawn  at  a  cart  as  he  of  late  had  be, 
Bistained  with  bloody  dust,  whoes  feet  were  bowlne 
With  the  streight  cordes  wberwith  they  haled  him. 
Ay  me,  what  one?  that  Hector  how  vnlike. 
Which  erst  retumd  clad  with  Achilles  spoiles?^ 
Or  when  he  threw  into  the  Grekish  shippes 
The  Trojan  flame  ?  so  was  his  beard  defiled. 
His  crisped  lockes  al  clustred  with  bis  blood: 
With  all  such  wounds,  as  many  he  receiued 
About  the  walles  of  that  his  natiue  town. 
Whome  franckly  thus,  me  thought,  I  spake  vnto. 
With  bitter  teres  and  dolefull  deadly  voice: 
O  Troyan  light,  O  only  hope  of  thine! 
What  lettes  so  long  thee  staid?  or  from  what  costes. 
Our  most  desired  Hector,  doest  thou  come  ? 
Whom  after  slaughter  of  thy  many  frends, 
And-trauail  of  the  people,  and  thy  town, 
Alweried,  lord !  how  gladly  we  behold. 
What  sory  chautice  hath  staind  thy  liuely  face  ? 
Or  why  see  1  those  woundes,  alas,  so  wide? 
He  answeard  nought,  nor  in  my  vain  demaundes 
Abode :  but  from  the  bottom  of  bis  brest 
Sighing  he  sayd :  Flee,  flee,  O  Goddesse  son. 
And  saue  thee  from  the  furie  of  this  flame. 
Our  enmies  now  ar  maisters  of  the  walles; 
Aud  Troy^  town  now  falleth  from  the  top : 
Sufliceth  that  is  done  for  Priains  reigne : 
If  force  might  serue  to  succor  Troy^  town. 
This  right  band  well  mought  haue  ben  her  defense. 
But^Troy^  now  commendeth  to  thy  charge 
Her  holy  reli^ues,  and  her  priuy  gods : 
Them  joy  ne  to  thee,  as  felowes  of  thy  fate : 
Large  walles  rere  thow  for  them :  For  so  thou  shalt, 
After  time  spent  in  thouer-wandred  flood. 
This  said,  he  brought  fourth  Uesta  in  his  hands. 
Her  fillettes  eke,  and  euerlasting  flame. 

In  this  meane  while  with  diuerse  plaint  the  town 
Throughout  was  spred :  and  lowder  more  and  more 
Tbe  din  resouned :  with  rattling  of  armea 
(Although  mine  old  fiitber  Aochises  house 


Remoued  stood,  with  shadow  hid  of  trees) 
I  waked :  therwith  to  the  house  top  I  clambe 
And  harkning  stood  I:  like  as  wheu  the  flame 
Lightes  in  the  come,  by  drift  of  boisterous  winde: 
Or  the  swift  stream,  that  driueth  from  the  hill, 
Rootes  vp  the  feldcs,  and  presseth  the  ripe  come. 
And  plowed  ground,  and  ouerwhelmes  the  groue: 
The  silly  herdman  allastonnied  standes. 
From  the  bye  rock  while  be  doth  here  the  sound* 

Then  the  Grekes  faith,  then  their  deceit  appered. 
Of  Deiphobus  the  palace  large  and  great 
Fell  to  the  ground,  all  ouerspred  with  flash. 
His  next  neighbour  Ucalegon  afire : 
The  Sygean  seas  did  glister  all  with  flame. 
Upspiang  the  crye  of  men,  and  trumpettes  blast, 
Then  as  distraught  I  did  my  armore  on : 
Xe  could  I  tell  yet  whereto  armes  auailde. 
But  with  our  feres  to  throng  out  from  the  preasM 
Towaifd  the  toure  our  hartes  brent  with  des^ire :    - 
Wrath  prickt  us  fourth ;  and  vnto  vs  it  semed 
A  semely  thing  to  dye  aVmd  in  the  feld. 

Wberwith  Panthus  scapte  from  the  Grekish 
dartes, 
Otreos  Sonne,  Phebus  prest,  brought  in  hand 
The  sacred  reliques,  and  the  vanquist  gods  : 
And  in  his  hand  his  litle  nephew  led : 
And  thus  as  pbrentik  to  our  gates  he  ran  : 
Panthus,  quod  I,  in  what  estate  stand  we  ? 
Or  for  refuge  what  fortresse  shall  we  take  ? 
Scarse  spake  I  this,  when  wailing  thus  he  sayd : 
The  later  day  and  fate  of  Troy  is  come. 
The  which  no  plaint  or  prayer  may  auaile. 
Troyans  we  were,  and  Troyh  was  sometime, 
And  of  great  fimse  the  Teucrian  glorie  erst: 
Fierce  Joue  to  Grece  hath  now  transposad  all. 
The  Grekes  ar  lordes  ouer  this  fired  town* 
Yonde  huge  horse,  that  stands  amid  our  walles. 
Sheds  armed  men :  And  Sinon  victor  now, 
With  scorne  of  vs,  doth  set  all  things  on  flame  : 
And  rushed  in  at  our  vnfolded  gates 
Are  thousands  moe,  than  euercame  from  Grece. 
And  some  with  weapons  watch  the  narrow  stretes; 
With  bright  swerdes  drawn  to  slaughter  redy  bent: 
And  scarse  the  watches  of  the  gate  began 
Them  to  defend,.'and  with  blinde  fight  resist 

Through  Panthus  words,  and  lightning  of  th^ 
Gods, 
Amid  the  flame  and  armes  ran  I  in  preasse : 
As  fiirie  guided  me,  and  wher  as  I  had  heard 
The  ciye  greatest,  that  made  the  ayre  resound 
Into  bur  band  then  fell  old  Iphytus, 
And  Rypheus,  that  met  vs  by  moonelighte  : 
Dymas  and  Hypanis  ioyning  on  our  side. 
With  yong  Chorebus  Mygdonius  son; 
Which  in  those  dayes  at  Troye  did  ariue 
Burning  with  rage  of  dame  Cassandraes*loue, 
In  Priams  ayd  and  rescue  of  his  town : 
Unhappy  he  that  wold  no  credit  geue 
Unto  his  spouses  woords  of  prophecie. 

Whom  when  1  saw  assembled  in  such  wise. 
So  desperatly  the  battail  to  desire : 
Then  furthermore  thus  sayd  I  vnto  them : 
O  ye  yong  men,  of  courage  stout  in  vaine ; 
For  nought  ye  striue  to  saue  the  burning  tow^ :  . 
What  oniel  fortune  hath  betid,  ye  see. 
The  Gods  out  of  the  temples  all  are  fled, 
Through  whoes  might  long  this  empire  was  main^ 

teind ; 
Their  altarcs  eke  are  left  both  wast  and  vpyd : 
But  if  your  will  be  bent  with  me  to  ^roue 
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That  vttcrmost,  that  now  may  vg  befall  $ 
Then  let  vs  dye,  and  runne  amid  our  foes ! 
To  vanquist  folk  despeir  is  only  hope. 
With  this  theyong^mens  courage  did  encrease: 
And  through  the  dark,  like  to  the  rauening  wolues, 
Whom  raging  furie  of  tbeir  empty  ma wes 
Driues  from  their  den, leauing  with  hungry  th rotes 
I'heir  whelpes  hchinde :  among  our  foes  we  ran. 
Upon  their  swerdes  vnto  apparant  death, 
Holding  alway  the  cbiefe  strete  of  the  town, 
Couerdwith  the  close  shadowes  of  the  night. 

Who  can  espresso  the  slaughter  of  that  night  ? 
Or  tell  the  nomber  of  the  corpses  slaine? 
Or  can  in  teres  bewaile  them  worthely  > 
The  auncient  famous  citic  falleth  down, 
That  many  yeres  did  hold  such  seignorie. 
With  senslesse  bodies  eueiy  str»te  is  spred, 
£chc  palace,  and  sacred  porch  of  the  Gods. 
Nor  yet  alone  the  Trojran  blood  was  shed : 
Manhod  oft  times  into  the  vanquist  brest 
Retarnes,  wherby  some  victors  Orekes  ar  slain. 
Cruel  complaintes,  and  terror  euery  where, 
And  plentie  of  griesly  pictures  of  death. 

And  first  with  us  Androgens  there  met, 
Fellowed  witlua  swarming  rout  of  Grekes: 
Deming  vs,  unwarc,  of  that  feloship  : 
With  frendly  words  whom  thus  he  cald  vnto : 
Hast  ye,  my  frendes;  what  slouth  hath  taried 

yon? 
Your  fcers  now  sack,  and  spoile  the  burning  Troy: 
From  the  tall  ships  where  ye  but  newly  come. 
When  he  had  sayd,  and  heird  no  answer  made 
To  himagaine  wherto  he  might  geue  trust: 
Finding  him  self  chaunced  amid  his  foes, 
Mazde  he  withdrew  his  foote  back  with  his  word : 
Like  him,  that  wandring  in  the  bushes  thick, 
Tredes  on  the  adder  with  his  rechlesie  (bote, 
Rered  for  wrath  swelling  her  speckled  neck, 
Dismayd,  genes  back  all  sodenly  for  fere. 
Androgens  so  feard  of  that  sight  stept  back : 
And  we  gan  rush  amid  the  thickest  rout: 
When  here  and  there  we  did  them  onerthroW, 
Striken  with  dred,  vnskilfuU  of  the  place. 
Onr  first  labour  thus  lucked  well  with  vs. 

Chord)U8  thus  encouraged  by  his  chaunce, 
Reioysing  sayd :  Hold  fourth  the  way  of  health 
(My  feers)  that  hap,  and  manhod  hath  vs  taught: 
Change  we  our  shields;  the  Grekes  armcs  do  we  on : 
Crafty  or  manhod,  with  foes  what  rcckes  it  which  ? 
The  slaine  to  vs  their  armure  they  shall  yeld. 
And  with  that  word  Androgens  crested  helme, 
And  the  rich  armes  of  his  shield  did  he  on: 
A  Grekish  swerd  he  guided  by  his  side : 
Like  gladly  Diroas,  and.  Riphcus  did : 
The  whole  youth  gan  then  elad  in  the  new  spoiles. 
Mingled  with  Grekes  for  no  good  luck  to  vs 
We  went|  and  gaue  many  onsets  that  night. 
And  many  a  Greke  we  sent  to  Plutoes  court. 
Other  there  fled  and  hasted  to  their  ships. 
And  to  their  costes  of  saueguard  ran  againe. 
And  some  there  were,  for  shameful  cowardrie, 
Clamb  vp  againe  vnto  the  hugie  horse, 
And  did  them  hide  in  his  wel-knowen  womb. 

Ay  me,  bootelesse  it  is  for  any  whight 
To  hope  on  ought,  against  the  will  of  the  Gods. 
Loe  where  Cassandra,  Priams  daughter  dere. 
From  Pallas  chirch  was  drawn  with  sparkled  tfesse. 
Lifting  in  vain  her  flaming  eyen  to  heuen : 
Her  eyen :  for  fast  her  tender  wrestes  were  bouad. 
Which  siglit  Chord>us  raging  coald  not  here. 


Recklesse  of  death ;  bat  thrust  Amid  the  thronjf : 
And  after  we  through  thickest  of  the  swerdes. 

Here  were  we  first  y hatred  with  the  dartes 
Of  onr  owne  feers,  from  the  bye  temples  top : 
Wheiby  of  ve  grete  slaughter  did  ensue, 
Mistaken  by  our  Grekish  armes  and  crestes. 
Then  flockt  the  Grekes,  moued  with  wrath,  and  ire> 
Of  the  Urgin  from  them  so  rescued ; 
The  fell  Ajax,  and  either  Atrides, 
And  the  great  band  eleped  the  Dolopes* 
As  wrestling  windes,out  of  dispersed  whirl, 
Befight  themselues,  th^  west  with  southern  blast. 
And  gladsome  east  proud  of  Auroraes  horse : 
The  woods  do  whiz ;  and  fomy  Nereus, 
Raging  in  furie,  with  three  forked  mace 
From  bottoms  depth  doth  weltre  up  the  seas. 
So  came  the  Grekes  z  And  such,  as  by  deceit 
We  sparkled  erst  in  shadow  of  the  night, 
And  drane  about  our  town,  appered  first : 
Our  fained  shields  and  wepons  then  they  fonnd^ 
And  by  sound  our  discording  voice  they  knew. 
We  went  to  wreck  with  nomber  ouerlayd. 
And  by  the  hand  of  Peneleus  first 
Chorebus  fel  before  the  altar  dead 
Of  armed  Pallas:  and  Rypheos  eke. 
The  iustest  man  among  the  Troians  all^ 
And  he  that  best  obserued  equitie ; 
But  otherwyse  it  pleased  now  the  Gods. 
Tliere  Hipanis,  and  Dimas  both  were  slaine. 
Through  pearced  with  the  wepons  of  their  feers: 
Nor  thee,  Penthus,  when  thon  wast  ouerthrown^ 
Pitie,  nor  zele  of  good  deuotion, 
Nor  habit  yet  of  Phebus  bid  from  scathe. 
Ye  Troyan  ashes,  and  last  fiamesof  mine, 
I  cal  in  witnesse,  that  at  your  last  fill 
I  fled  no  stroke  of  any  Grekish  swerd : 
And  if  the  fates  wold  I  had  fallen  In  fight. 
That  with  my  hand  I  did  deserue  it  well. 
With  this  from  thence  I  was  recuiled  back, 
With  Ipbytns,  and  Pelias  alone : 
Iphytus  weke  and  feble  all  for  age, 
Pelias  lamed  hy  Ulyssez  hand. 
To  Priams  palace  crye  did  cal  vs  then. 
Here  was  the  fight  right  hideous  to  behold: 
As  though  there  had  no  battail  ben  but  there, 
Or  slaughter  made  els-wbere  throughout  the  toi«*n^ 
A  fight  of  rage  and  furie  there  we  saw. 
The  Orekes  toward  the  pulace  rushed  fast 
And  couered  with  engines  the  gates  beset. 
And  rered  vp  ladders  against  the  walles. 
Under  the  windowes  scaling  by  their  steppes, 
Fenced  with  sheldes  in  their  left  h^nds,  wheron 
They  did  receiue  the  dartes,  while  their  right  haodt 
Griped  for  hold  th*  embatel  of  the  wail. 
The  Troyans  on  the  tother  part  rend  down 
The  turrets  bye,  and  eke  the  palace  roofe: 
With  such  weapons  they  shope  them  to  defend. 
Seeing  al  lost,  now  at  the  point  of  death : 
The  gilt  sparres,  and  the  beames  then  threw  they 

down. 
Of  old  fathers  the  proud  and  royal  workes: 
And  with  drawn  swerds  some  did  beset  the  gates, 
Which  they  did  watch  and  kepe  in  routes  full  thick. 
Our  sprites  rcstorde  to  rescue  the  kings  house, 
To  help  them,  and  to  geue  the  vanquisht  strength. 

A  postern  with  a  blinde  wicket  there  was, 
A  common  trade  to  passe  through  Priam's  house; 
On  the  backside  wherof  wast  houses  stood : 
Which  way  eftsithes,  while  that  our  kingdoms 
dured. 
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Th'  unfortoQAte  Andromache  aloDe 

Resorted  to  the  pareotes  of  her  make. 

With  yopg  Astyanax  his  grandsire  to  see. 

Here  passed  1  vp  to  the  hyest  toure. 

From  whense  the  wretched  Troyaus  did  throw  down 

Partes  spent  in  wast.    Unto  a  tunret  then 

We  stepty  the  which  stood  in  a  place  aloft; 

The  top  wherof  did  reach  well  n<^  the  sterres: 

Where  we  were  wont  all  Trove  to  behold. 

The  Grekish  nauie,  and  their  tents  also. 

With  instruments  of  iron  gan  we  pick, 

To  seke  where  we  might  flnde  the  ioyning  shronk 

From  that  high  seat,  which  we  razed,  and  threw 

down: 
Which  falling  gaue  fourthwith  a  rushing  sound. 
And  large  in  breadth  on  Grekish  routes  it  light. 
But  sone  another  sort  stept  in  tbeyr  stede: 
Vo  stone  v^n thrown,  nor  yet  no  dart  yncast. 

Before  the  gate  stood  Pyrrhns,  in  the  porehe^ 
Seioysing  in  hisdartes,  with  glittring  armes; 
Like  to  the  adder  with  venimous  herb^s  fed, 
Whom  cold  winter  all  bolne  hid  vnder  ground: 
And  shining  bright  when  she  her  slough  had  slong. 
Her  slipper  hack  doth  rowle  with  forked  tong. 
And  raised  brest,  lift  vp  against  the  sun. 
With  that  together  came  great  Periphas, 
Antomedon  eke  that  guided  had  sometime 
Achilles  horse,  now  Pyrrhus  armure  bare: 
And  eke  with  him  the  warlike  Scyrian  youth 
Assayld  the  house,  and  threw  flame  to  the  top : 
And  he  an  axe  before  the  foremost  raught; 
Wherwith  he  gan  the  strong  gates  hew,  and  break: 
From  whens  he  bet  the  staples  out  of  brasse, 
He  brake  the  barres,  and  through  the  timber  pearst 
So  large  a  hole  wherby  they  might  disceme 
The  house,  the  court,  the  secret  chambers  eke 
Of  Priamus,  and  auncient  kings  of  Troy, 
And  arroe<l  foes  in  tbentrie  of  the  gate. 

But  the  palace  within  confirandeid  was 
With  wayliiig,  and  with  ruful  shrikes  and  cryes: 
The  hollow  halles  did  howle  of  womens  plrJnt: 
The  clamor  strake  up  to  the  golden  sterres. 
'  The  frayd  mothers,  wandring  through  the  wide 

house, 
Embracing  pillars,  did  them  hold  and  kisse. 
Pyrrhus  assaileth  with  his  fathers  might: 
Whom  the  closures  ne  kepers  might  hold  out. 
With  often  pushed  ram  the  gate  did  shake: 
The  postes  beat  down  remouedfrom  their  hookes: 
By  force  they  made  the  way,  and  tbentrie  brake. 
And  now  the  Grekes  let  in,  the  formest  slew : 
And  the  large  palace  with  soldiars  gan  to  fdl. 
Nor  so  fiercely  doth  ouerflow  the  feldes 
The  foming  flood,  that  brekes  out  of  his  bankes : 
Whoes  rage  of  waters  beares  away  what  heapes 
Stand  in  his  way,  the  coates,  and  eke  the  herdes: 
As  in  tbentrie  of  slaughter  furious 
I  saw  Pynhus,  and  either  Atrides. 

There  Hecuba  I  saw  with  a  hundred  raoe 
Of  her  sons  wyueS)  and  Priam  at  the  altar. 
Sprinkling  with  blood  his  flame  of  sacrifice. 
Fiflie  bed-chambers  of  his  childrens  wyues. 
With  losse  of  so  great  hope  of  his  ofspring. 
The  pillars  eke  proudly  beset  with  gold, 
And  with  the  spoiles  of  other  nations, 
Fell  to  the  ground :  and  whatso  that  with  flame 
Untouched  was,  the  Grekes  did  all  possesse. 

Parcase  yow  wold  ask  what  was  Priams  fete, 
When  of  his  taken  town  he  saw  the  chaunce^ 
Ajid  the  gates  of  ku  palace  beaten  dowBj 


His  foes  amid  his  secret  chambers  eke: 

Thold  man  in  vaine  did  on  his  sholders  then. 

Trembling  for  age,  hiscurace  long  disused: 

His  bootclesse  swerd  he  girded  him  about : 

And  ran  amid  his  foes,  redy  to  dye. 

Amid  the  court  vnder  the  heuen  all  bare 

A  great  altar  there  stood,  by  which  there  grew 

An  old  laurel  tree  bowing  therunto. 

Which  with  his  shadow  did  embrace  the  gods. 

Here  Hecuba,  with  her  yong  danghters  all. 

About  the  altar  swarm^  were  in  vaine: 

Like  doues,  that  flock  together  in  the  storme: 

The  statues  of  the  Gods  embracing  fast. 

But  when  she  saw  Priam  had  taken  there 

His  armure,  like  as  though  he  had  been  yong: 

What  furious  thought,  my  wretched  spouse,  quod 

she. 
Did  moue  thee  now  such  wepons  for  to  weld? 
Why  hastest  thow?  This  time  doth  not  require 
Such  succor,  ne  yet  such  defenders  now : 
No,  though  Hector  my  son  were  here  againe. 
Come  hether :  this  altar  shall  saue  vs  all : 
Or  we  shall  dye  together.     Thus  she  sayd : 
Wherwith  she  drew  him  back  to  her,  and  set 
The  aged  man  down  in  the  holy  seat 

But  lee  Polites,  one  of  Priams  sons, 
Escaped  from  the  slaughter  of  Pyrrhus, 
Comes  fleeing  through  the  wepons  of  his  foea- 
Searching  all  wounded  the  long  galleries; 
And  the  voyd  courtes:  whom  Pyrrhus  all  in  rage 
Followed  fisst,  to  reache  a  mortal  wound; 
And  now  in  hand  well  ikxe  strikes  with  his  spere. 
Who  fleing. fourth,  till  became  now  in  sight 
Of  his  parentes,  before  their  face  fell  down, 
Yelding  the  ghost,  with  flowing  streames  of  blood. 
Priamus  then,  although  he  were  half  ded. 
Might  not  kepe  in  his  wrath,  nor  yet  his  words:  - 
But  cryeth  out:  For  this  thy  wicked  work, 
And  boldnesse  eke  such  thing  to  enterprise. 
If  in  the  heauens  any  iustice  be. 
That  of  such  things  takes  any  care  or  kepe. 
According  thankes  the  gods  may  yeld  to  the: 
And  send  thee  eke  thy  iust  deserued  hyre. 
That  made  me  see  the  slaughter  of  my  childe, 
And  with  his  blood  defile  the  fathers  f^ce. 
But  he,  by  whom  thou  fainst  thy  self  begot, 
Achilles  was  to  Priam  not  so  stem. 
For  loe  he,  tendring  my  most  humble  sute, 
The  right,  and  faith,  my  Hectors  bioodlesse  corpi 
Rendred,  for  to  be  layd  in  sepulture, 
And  sent  me  to  my  kingdome  home  againe. 

Thus  sayd  the  aged  man ;  and  therewithal! 
Forcelesse  he  cast  his  weake  vnweldy  dart : 
Which  repulst  from  the  brasse,  where  it  gaue  dint 
Without  sound,  hong  vainly  in  the  shields  boise. 
Sued  Pyrrhus,  Then  thou  shalt  this  thing  report: 
On  message  to  Pelide  my.  father  go: 
Shew  vnto  him  my  cruel  dedes,  and  how 
Neoptolem  is  swarued  out  of  kinde. 
Now  shalt  tbou  dye,  quod  he.  And  with  that  word 
At  the  altar  him  trembling  gan  he  draw. 
Wallowing  through  the  blodshed  of  his  son: 
And  his  left  hand  all  clasped  in  his  heare: 
With  his  right  arms  drewe  fourth  his  shining 

sword, 
X^Hiich  in  his  side  he  thrust  vp  to  the  hilts : 
Of  Priamus  this  was  the  fatal  fine. 
The  wofull  end  that  was  alotted  him : 
When  he  had  seen  his  palace  all  on  flame. 
With  mine  of  his  Troyan  turreti  eke. 
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That  royal  prince  of  Asie,  which  of  late 
Reignil  ouer  so  many  peoples  and  realmes. 
Like  a  great  stock  now  lieth  on  tlie  shore: 
This  hed  and  sholders  parted  ben  in  twaiue: 
A  body  now  without  renome,  and  fame. 

Then  first  in  me  entred  the  grisly  feare : 
Dismayd  I  was.    Wherwith  came  to  my  mind 
The  image  eke  of  my  dere  father,  when 
1  thus  beheld  the  king  of  equal  age 
Yeld  up  the  sprite  with  wounds  so  cruelly. 
Then  thought  1  of  Creusa  left  alone : 
And  of  my  house  in  danger  of  the  spoile: 
And  the  estate  of  yong  lulus  eke. 
I  looked  back  to  seke  what  nomber  then 
I  might  discern  about  me  of  my  feeres. 
Butweried  they  had  left  mc  all  alone: 
Some  to  the  ground  were  lopen  from  aboue; 
Some  in  the  flame  their  irked  bodies  cast. 

There  was  no  moe  but  1  left  of  them  all: 
When  that  I  saw  in  Uestaes  temple  sit 
Dame  Helen,  lurking  in  a  secret  place: 
(Such  light  the  fiaroc  did  giue  as  I  went  by. 
While  here  and  there  I  cast  mine  eyen  about) 
For  she  in  dred,  least  that  the  Troians  shold 
Reuenge  on  her  the  ruine  of  their  walles. 
And  uf  the  Grekes  the  cruel  wrekes  also. 
The  furie  eke  of  her  forsaken  make. 
The  common  bane  of  Troy,  and  eke  of  Grece, 
Hateful  she  sate  beside  the  altars  hid. 
Then  boyld  my  brest  with  flame,  and  burning 

wrath. 
To  reuenge  my  town  vnto  such  ruine  brought: 
With  worthy  peincs  on  her  to  work  my  will. 
Thought  I :  Shall  she  passe  to  the  land  of  Spart 
All  safe,  and  see  Mycene  her  natiue  land. 
And  like  a  quene  retume  with  victorie 
Home  to  her  spouse,  her  parentes,  and  cfaiIdreD» 
Folowed  with  a  traine  of  Tro3ran  maides, 
And  serued  with  a  band  of  Phrygian  slaues: 
And  Priam  eke  with  iron  murdred  thus. 
And  Troye  town  consumed  all  with  flame, 
Wboes  shore  bath  ben  so  oft  forbatbed  in  blood? 
No  no:  for  though  on  wemen  the  reuenge 
Unsemely  is;  such  conquest  hath  no  fame : 
To  geue  an  end  vnto  such  mischief  yet 
M^  lust  reuenge  shall  merit  worthy  praise ; 
And  quiet  eke  my  minde,  for  to  be  wroke 
On  her  which  was  the  causes  of  this  flame. 
And  satisfy  the  cinder  of  my  feers. 

With  furious  mindc  while  I  did  argue  thus. 
My  blessed  mother  then  appeard  to  me. 
Whom  erst  so  bright  mine  eyes  had  neuer  seen. 
And  With  pure  light  she  glistred  in  the  night, 
Ditclosing  her  in  forme  a  Goddesse  like. 
As  she  doth  seme  to  such  as  dwell  in  heuen. 
My  right  hand  then  she  toke,  and  held  it  fast, 
And  with  her  rosie  lips  thus  did  she  say : 
Son,  what  furie  h^th  thus  prouoked  thee 
To  such  vntamed  wrath?  why  ragest  thow? 
Or  wherais  now  become  the  care  of  vs  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  first  go  see  where  thon  hast  left 
Anchiscs  thy  father  fordone  with  age? 
Ooth  Creusa  liue,  and  Ascanius  thy  son? 
Whom  no'v  the  Grekish  bands  haue  round  beset: 
And,  were  they  not  defensed  by  my  care. 
Flame  had  them  raught  and  enmies  swerd  ere  this. 
Not  Helens  beautie  hateful!  vnto  thee. 
Nor  blamed  Paris  yet,  but  the  Gods  wrath 
Reft  yow  this,  wealth,  and  oucrthrew  your  town. 
Behold  (and  1  shall  now  the  cloude  remoue. 


Which  ouercast  thy  mortal  sight  doth  dim  r 

Whoes  moisture  doth  obscure  all  thinges  about  r 

And  fere  not  thow  to  do  thy  mothers  will. 

Nor  her  aduise  refuse  thow  to  performe) 

Here  where  thow  seest  the  turrets  ouerthrown. 

Stone  bet  from  stone,  smoke  rising  mixt  with  dust, 

Neptunus  there  shakes  with  his  mace  the  walles. 

And  eke  the  loose  foundations  of  the  same. 

And  ouerwhelms  the  whole  town  from  his  seat: 

And  cruel  1  luno  with  the  formest  here 

Doth  kepe  the  gate  that  Scea  cleped  is, 

Nere  wood  for  wrath,  whereas  she  standes,  and  calls 

In  hamesse  bright  the  Grekes  out  of  their  ships: 

And  in  the  turrets  hye  behold  where  standes 

Bright  shining  Pallas,  all  in  warlike  wede. 

And  with  her  shield  where  Gorgoos  hed  apperes  } 

And  lupiter  my  lather  distributes 

Auayling  strength^ and  courage  to  the  GreSces : 

Yet  ouermore,  against  the  Troyan  power. 

He  doth  provoke  the  rest  of  all  the  gods. 

Flee  then  my  son,  and  geue  this  tranail  end  : 

Ne  shall  1  thee  forsake,  in  sauegard  till 

I  haue  thee  brought  vnto  thy  fathers  gate. 

This  did  she  say:  and  therwith  gau  she  hide 

Her  self  in  shadow  of  the  close  night 

Then  dredful  6gures  gan  appere  to  me. 
And  great  Gods  eke  aggreued  with  onrtown. 
I  saw  Troye  fall  down  in  burning  gledes : 
N^'ptunus  town  clone  razed  from  the  soil : 
I^ike  as  the  elm  fbrgrown  in  mountains  hye. 
Round  hewen  with  axe,  that  husbandmen 
With  thick  assaultes  striue  to  teere  up,  doth  threat; 
And  hact  beneath  trembling  doth  bend  his  top. 
Till  yold  with  strokes,  geuing  the  latter  crack. 
Rent  from  the  heighth,  with  ruine  it  doth  fall. 

With  this  1  went,  and  guided  by  a  God 
I  passed  through  my  foes,  and  eke  the  flame  t 
Their  wepons,  and  the  fire  eke  gaae  me  place. 
And  when  that  I  was  come  before  the  gates. 
The  anncient  building  of  my  fisthers  house : 
My  father,  whom  1  hoped  to  conuey 
To  the  next  hils,and  did  him  thearto  treat,. 
Refused  either  to  prolong  his  life. 
Or  bide  exile  after  the  fall  of  Troy. 
All  ye,  quod  he,  in  whom  yong  blood  is  firesh^ 
Whoes  strength  remaines  entier  and  in  full  powr. 
Take  ye  your  flight 

For  if  the  Gods  my  life  wold  haue  prorog<i}. 
They  had  reserud  for  me  this  wonning  place. 
It  was  enough,  alas,  and  eke  to  much, 
To  see  the  town  of  Tray  thus  razed  ones: 
To  have  liu'  d  after  the  citee  taken. 
When  ye  have  sayd,  this  corps  layd  out  f>>rsakei 
My  hand  shall  seke  my  death,  and  pitie  shal 
Mine  enmies  moue,  or  els  hope  of  my  spoile. 
As  for  my  graue,  I  wey  the  losse  but  light: 
For  I  my  yeres  disdainful  I  to  the  Gods 
Haue  lingreil  fourth,  vnable  to  all  nodes. 
Sins  that  the  fire  of  Gods  and  king  of  men 
Strake  me  with  thonder,  and  with  leiiening  iHaft. 
Such  things  he  gan  reherse,  thus  firmly  bent : 
But  me  besprent  with  teres,  my  tender  son, 
And  eke  my  swete  Creusa,  with  the  rest 
Of  the  houshold,  my  fiitber  gan  beseche. 
Not  so  with  him  to  perish  all  at  ones. 
Nor  »o  to  yeld  vnto  the  cruel  fate. 
Which  he  refused,  and  stack  to  his  entent 

Drinen  I  was  to  hamesse  then  againe. 
Miserably  my  death  for  to  desire. 
For  what  aduise  or  other  hope  was  left  ? 
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Father,  tboagliistthour  that  I  may  ones  remoue 
Suod  I,  a  foote,  and  leaue  thee  here  behinde  ? 
May  such  a  wrong  passe  from  a  fathers  mouth  ? 
If  Gods  will  be,  that  nothing  here  be  saued 
Of  thia  great  town,  and  thy  minde  bent  to  ioyne 
Both  thee  and  thine  to  ruine  of  this  town: 
The  way  is  plaine  this  death  far  to  attaine. 
Pyrrbus  shall  come  bespreAt  with  Priams  blood, 
Tliat  gored  the  son  before  the  fathers  face. 
And  slew  the  father  at  the  attar  eke. 
O  sacred  mother,  was  it  then  for  this, 
That  you  me  led  through  flame,  and  wepons  sharp. 
That  1  might  in  my  secret  chaumber  see 
Mine  enmies,  and  Ascanius  ray  son. 
My  father,  with  Creusa  my  swete  wife, 
Murdred,  alas,  the  one  in  thotbers  blood? 
"Why  seniants  then,  bring  me  my  armes  againe. 
The  latter  day  tb  vanquished  doth  call. 
Render  me  now  to  the  Qrekes  fight  againe: 
And  let  me  see  the  fight  begon  of  new : 
We  shall  not  all  tnwroken  dye  this  day. 

About  me  then  1  girt  my  swerd  again. 
And  eke  my  shield  on  my  left  sholder  cast, 
And  bent  me  so  to  rush  ont  of  the  house. 
Lo  in  my  gate  my  spouse  chisphig  my  feet, 
Foregainst  bis  father  yong  lulus  set 
If  thow  wilt  go,  quod  she,  and  spill  thy  aelf 
Take  ts  with  thee  in  all  that  may  betide. 
But  as  expert  if  thow  in  armes  baue  set 
Yet  any  hope,  then  first  this  house  defend, 
VThearas  thy  son,  and  eke  thy  lather  dere, 
And  I  somtime  thine  owne  dere  wife,  ar  left. 
Hershrillloud  voicewith  plaint  tluisfiUd the  house; 
When  that  a  sodein  monstrous  mamel  fell: 
For  in  their  sight,  and  woefull  parents  armes. 
Behold  «  light  out  of  the  butten  sprang 
That  in  tip  of  lulus  cap  did  stand: 
WithgentJetouch  a^hoes  harmlesse  flame  did  shine, 
Upon  his  heare,  about  his  temples  spred: 
And  we  afraid  trembling  for  dredful  fere 
Bet  out  the  fire  from  his  biasing  tresse. 
And  with  water  gan  quench  the  sacred  flame. 
Anchises  glad  his  eyen  lift  to  the  sterres: 
With  hands  his  voice  to  heaaen  thus  he  bent. 
If  by  praier,  almighty  Jupiter, 
Inclined  thou  mayst  be:  behold,  vs  then 
Of  ruth:  at  least  if  we  so  much  deserue, 
Graunt  eke  thine  ayd,  father;  confirm  this  thing. 

Scarse  had  the  old  man  said,  when  that  the 
heuens 
With  sodein  noise  thondred  on  the  left  hand: 
Out  of  the  skie  by  the  dark  night  there  fell ' 
A  blazing  steme,  dragsting  a  brand' or  flame : 
Which  with  much  light  gliding  on  the  house  top. 
In  the  forest  of  Ida  hid  her  beames: 
The  which  full  bright  cendleing  a  furrow  shone. 
By  a  long  tract  appointing  ts  the  way : 
And  round  about  of  brimstone  rose  a  fiime. 
My  father  %anqui8t,  then  beheld  the  skies. 
Spake  to  the  Gods,  and  tholy  sterre  adored : 
Now,  now,  quod  he,  no  longer  I  abide: 
Felow  1  shall  where  ye  me  guide  at  hand. 
O  natiue  Gods,  your  familie  defend, 
Preaerue  your  live,  this  warning  comes  of  you, 
And  Troy  ^stands  in  your  protection  now: 
Now  geue  1  place,  and  wherso  that  thou  goe. 
Refuse  I  not,  my  sonne,  to  be  thy  feer. 

Thus  did  he  say:  and  by  that  time  more  clere 
Thecracking  flame  was  heard  throughout  the  walles. 
And  mora  and  more  the  burning  heat  drew  nere. 


'  Why  then  baue  done,  my  father  dere,  quorl  I, 
Bestride  my  neck  fourth  with,  and  sit  thereon. 
And  1  sbal  with  my  sholders  thee  susteine: 
Ne  shal  this  labor  do  me  any  dere. 
What  so  betide,  come  perill^  come  wdfare. 
Like  to  vs  both  and  common  there  shal  be. 
Yong  lulus  shall  beare  me  company; 
And  my  wife  shal  follow  far  of  my  steppes. 
Now  ye  my  semantes,  mark  well  what  1  say : 
Without  the  town  ye  shall  find,  on  an  hill. 
And  old  temple  there  standes,  wheras  somtime 
Worship  was  don  to  Ceres  the  Goddesse: 
Biside  which  growes  an  aged  cipresse  tree, 
Pr^serued  long  by  our  forefathers  zele.    ' 
Behind  which  place  let  vs  together  mete, 
And  thow  fiither  receiue  into  thy  handes 
The  reliques  all,  and  the  Gods  of  the  land: 
The  which  it  were  not  lawfull  I  should  touch. 
That  come  but  late  from  slaughter  and  bloodshed. 
Till  I  be  washed  in  the  running  flood. 
When  I  bad  sayd  these  wordes,  my  sholders  brode. 
And  iaied  neck  with  garraentes  gan  I  spied. 
And  theron  casta  yellow  lions  skin. 
And  tberjipon  my  burden  I  receiue. 
Young  lulus,  clasped  in  my  right  hand, 
Followeth  me  fast  with  vnegal  pace: 
And  at  my  back  my  wife.    Thud  did  we  passe. 
By  places  shadowed  most  with  the  night. 
And  me,  whom  late  the  dart  which  enmies  threw. 
Nor  preasse  of  Ar|;ive  routes  could  make  amazde, 
£che  whispriog  wind  hath  power  now  to  fray,     . 
And  euery  sound  to  moue  my  doobtfuU  mind : 
So  much  I  dred  my  burden  and  my  feer. 

And  now  we  gau  draw  nere  vntothe  gate, 
Right  well  escapt  the  dannger,  as  we  thought: 
When  that  at  hand  a  sound  of  feet  we  heard. 
My  fotber  then,  gazing  throughout  the  dark. 
Cried  out  on  me :  Flee,  son,  they  ar  at  hand. 
With  that  bright  sheldes,  and  shene  armours  I  saw. 
But  then  I  koowe  not  what  vnfrendly  God 
My  trobled  wit  from  me  biraft  for  fere: 
For  while  I  ran  by  the  most  secret  stretes, 
Bscbuing  still  the  common  haunted  track, 
From  me  catif,  alas,  bereued  was 
Creusa  then  my  spouse,  I  wote  not  how: 
Whether  by  fiite,  or  missing  of  the  way. 
Or  that  she  was  by  werinesse  retdnd : 
But  neuer  sithe  these  eies  might  her  behold : 
Nor  did  I  yet  perceive  that  she  was  lost; 
Ne  neuer  backward  turned  I  my  mind, 
Till  we  came  to  the  hill,  whereas  there.stood 
'The  old  temple  dedicate  to  Ceres. 

And  when  that  we  were  there  assembled  all. 
She  was  only  away,  deceiuing  vs 
Her  spouse,  her  son,  and  all  her  compainie. 
What  God,  or  man  did  I  not  then  accuse, 
Nere  wood  for  ire?  or  what  more  cruell  chaunce 
Did  hap  to  me,  io  all  Troies  ouerthrow? 
Ascanius  to  my  feeres  I  then  bctoke. 
With  Anchises  and  eke  the  Troian  Gods, 
And  left  them  hid  within  a  valley  depe. 
And  to  the  towne  I  gan  me  bye  againe. 
Clad  in  bright  armes,  and  bent  for  to  renew 
Auentures  past,  to  search  throughout  the  town. 
And  yeld  my  hed  to  perils  ones  againe. 
And  first  the  walles  and  dark  entrie  I  sought 
Of  the  same  gate,  wherat  I  issued  out : 
Holding  backward  the  steppes  wher  we  had  oome 
In  the  dark  night,  loking  all  round  about: 
la  euery  place  the  ugsyme  sights  I  saw| 
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The  silence  selfe  of  night  agait  my  sprite. 
From  hense  agaioe  I  past  vnto  our  house, 
If  she  by  chaunce  had  beo  returned  home. 
The  Grekes  were  there,  and  had  it  ail  beset: 
The  wasting  fire  blown  vp  by  drift  of  wind, 
Aboue  the  roofes  the  blazing  flame  sprang  up: 
The  sound  wherof  with  furie  pearst  the  skies. 
To  Priams  palace  and  the  Castel  then 
I  made :  and  there  at  lunous  sanctuair 
In  the  void  porches  Pbenix,  Ulisses  eke, 
Sterne  guardens  stood,  watching  of  the  spoile. 
The  richesse  here  were  set  rest  from  the  brent 
Temples  of  Troy:  the  table  of  the  Gods, 
The  vessels  eke  that  were  of  massy  gold. 
And  vestures  spoiled,  were  gatherd  all  in  heap; 
The  children  orderly,  and  mothers,  pale 
For  fright, 
Long  ranged  on  a  rowe  stode  round  about. 

Su  bold  was  I  to  showe  my  voice  that  night; 
Witli  clepes  and  cries  to  fill  the  stretes  through- 
out. 
With  Creuse  name  in  sorrow,  with  vain  teres; 
And  often  sithes  the  same  for  to  repete. 
The  town  restlesse  with  furie  as  I  sought, 
Th'  unlucky  figure  of  Creusaes  ghost, 
Of  stature  more  than  wont,  stood  fore  mine  eyen. 
Abashed  then  I  waxe:  therwith  my  beare 
Gau  start  right  vp:  my  voice  stuck  in  my  tlm»te. 
When  with  such  words  she  gan  my  hart  remoue: 
What  helps  to  yeld  vnto  such  furious  rage, 
Swete  spouse,  quod  she,  without  wil  of  the  gods 
This  chaunced  not:  ne  lefull  was  for  thee, 
To  lead  away  Creusa  hense  with  thee: 
The  king  of  the  bye  heuen  suffreth  it  not. 
A  long  exile  thou  art  assigned  to  here: 
Long  to  furrow  large  space  of  stormy  seas: 
So  shalt  thou  reach  at  last  Hesperian  land, 
Wher  Lidian  Tiber  with  his  gentle  streme 
Itfildly  doth  flow  along  the  frutfult  feldes. 
There  mirthful  wealth,  there  kingdom  is  for  thee, 
There  a  kinges  child  preparde  to  be  thy  make. 
For  thy  beloued  Creusa  stint  thy  teres : 
For  now  shal  I  not  see  the  proud  abodes 
Of  Myrmidons,  nor  yet  of  Dolopes: 
Ne  I  a  Troyan  lady,  and  the  wife 
Unto  the  sonne  of  Uenus  the  Goddesse, 
Shall  goe  a  slaue  to  serue  the  Grekish  dames. 
Me  here  the  Gods  great  mother  holdes. 
And  now  farwell :  and  kepe  in  fathers  brest 
The  tender  loue  of  thy  yong  son  and  myne. 
This  hauing  said,  she  left  me  all  in  teres. 
And  minding  much  to  speake :  but  she  was  gone,' 
And  suttly  fled  into  the  weightlesse  aire. 
Thrise  raught   I  with  mine  armes  taccoU   her 

neck: 
Thrise  did  my  hands  vaine  holde  thimage  escape; 
Like  nimble  windes,  and  like  the  fleing  dreame. 
So  night  spent  out^  return  I  to  my  fceres : 
And  ther.wondring  1  find  together  swarmd 
A  new  nomber  of  mates,  mothers,  and  men, 
A  rout  exiled,  a  wreched  multitude, 
From    echowhere    fiockke    together,   prest    to 

passe. 
With  hart  and  goods,  to  whatsoeuer  land 
By  sliding  seas  me  listed  them  to  lede. 
And  now  rose  Lucifer  aboue  the  ridge 
Of  lusty  Ide,  and  brought  the  dawning  light, 
The  Grekes  held  thentries  of  the  gates  beset: 
Of  help  there  was  no  hope*    Then  gaue  I  place, 
Tok0  up  my  sire,  and  hasted  to  the  hill. 
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But  now  the  wounded  Suene,  with  heuy  care 
Throughout  the  veines  she  norished  the  playe. 
Surprised  with  blind  flame;  and  to  hir  mind 
Gan  eke  resort  the  prowesse  of  the  man. 
And  honour  of  his  race:  while  in  her  brest 
Imprinted  stuck  his  wordes,  and  pictures  forme« 
Ne  to  her  limmes  care  graunteth  quiet  rest. 
The  next  morow,  with  Pbebus  laump,  the  earth 
Alighted  ciere:  and  eke  the  dawning  day 
The  shadowes  dark  gan  from  the  poale,remoae; 
When  all  vnsound  her  sister  of  like  minde 
Thus  spake  she  to:  O  sister  Ano,  what  dreamea 
Be  these,  that  me  tormented  thus  afray? 
What  new  guest  is  this,  that  to  our  realm  is  oomef 
What  one  of  chere?  how  stout  of  hart  in  armes? 
Truly  I  think,  ne  vain  is  my  belefe, 
Of  Goddish  race  some  ofspring  sho^  he  be: 
Cowardry  notes  hartes  swarued  out  of  kind. 
He  driven,  lord,  with  how  hard  destiny! 
What  battailes  eke  atchieued  did  he  recount! 
But  that  my  mind  is  fixed  vnmoueably, 
Neuer  with  wight  in  wedlock  ay  to  ioyne; 
Sith  my  first  loue  me  left  by  death  disseuered: 
If  geniall  brands  and  bed  me  lothed  not. 
To  this  one  gilt  perchaunce  yet  might  I  yeld. 
Anne,  for  I  graunt,  sith  wretched  Sichees  death. 
My  spouse  and  house  with  brothen  slanghter 

staind, 
This  onely  man  bath  made  my  sences  bend. 
And  pricked  fourth  the  mind,  that  gan  to  slide: 
Now  feelingly  1  taste  the  steppes  of  mine  old 

flame. 
"But  first  I  wish,  the  earth  me  swalow  downs 
Or  with  thunder  the  mighty  Lord  me  send 
To  the  pale  gostes  of  hel,  and  darknes  deepe : 
Ere  I  thee  sttfine,  shamefastnes,  or  thy  I  awes* 
He  that  with  me  first  coppled,  tooke  away 
My  loue  with  him;  enjoy  it  in  his  graue. 

Thus  did  she  say,  and  with  supptised  teares 
Bained  her  brest    Wherto  Anne  thus  replied: 
O  sister,  dearer  beloued  then  the  lyght: 
Thy  youth  alone  in  plaint  still  wilt  tliou  spill? 
Ne  children  swete,  ne  Uenus  giftcs  wilt  know  ? 
Cinders,  thinkest  thou,  mind  this?  or  graned 

ghostes } 
Time  of  thy  doole,  thy  spouse  new  dead,  I  graunt). 
None  might  thee  moue:  no  not  the  Libyan  king^ 
Nor  yet  of  Tire :  larbas  set  to  light; 
And  other  princes  mo:  whom  the  rich  soile 
Of  Affrick  breedes,  in  honours  triumphant.  ' 
Wilt  thou  also  gainstand  thy  liked  loue? 
Comes  not  to  mind  vpon  whoes  land  thou  dwelgt? 
On  this  side,  loe  the  Getule  town  behold. 
A  people  bold  vnvanquished  in  warre; 
Eke  the  vndauntcd  Numides  coropasse  thee; 
Also  the  Sirtes,  vnft«ndly  harbroughe: 
On  thother  hand  a  desart  realme  for-throst. 
The  Barceans,  whose  fury  stretcheth  wide. 
What  shall  I  touch  the  warres  that  moue  firom 

Tire? 
Or  yet  thy  brothers  threates  ? 
By  Gods  purueiaunce  it  blewe,  and  lunos  helpe. 
The  Troiajmes  shippes,I  think,  to  runn  this  course. 
Sister,  what  town  shalt  thou  see  this  become  ? 
Throgh  such  allie  how  shall  our  kingdom  rise? 
And  by  the  aid  of  Troiane  atmes  how  great? 
How  many  waies  shal  Carteges  glorie  grow? 
Tbott  9n«]y  now  besech  the  Gods  of  grace 
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By  sacrifice:  which  ended,  to  thy  house 
Iteceue  him:  and  forsre  causes  of  abode: 
Whiles  winter  freftes  the  seas,  and  watry  OrioDy 
The  sbippes  shakeR,  vnfrendty  the  season. 

Such  wordes  enflamed  the  kindled  mind  with 
louc. 
Loosed  al  shame,  and  gaue  the  doutfuU  hope. 
And  to  the  temples  first  ihey  bast,  and  seeke 
By  sacrifice  for  grace,  with  hogreles  of  two  yeares 
Chosen  as  ought,  to  Ceres,  that  gaue  lawes. 
To  Phebus,  Bacbus,  and  to  luno  chiefe, 
Which  bath  in  care  the  bandes  of  mariage. 
Faire  Dido  held  in  her  right  hand  the  cup, 
Which  twixt  the  Iiornes  of  a  white  oowe  she  shed 
Id  presence  of  the  Gods,  passing  before 
The  aulters  fattc,  which  she  renewed  oft 
With  giftes  that  day,  and  beasts  debowled; 
Casing  for  counsell  on  the  entrales  warme. 
Ay  me,  vnskilfull  mindes  of  prophesy ! 
Temples,  or.vowes,  what  boote  they  in  her  rage? 
A  gentle  flame  the  mary  doth  deuoure. 
Whiles  in  the  brest  the  silent  wound  keepes  life. 
Unhappy  Dido  burns,  and  in  her  rage 
Throughout  the  town  she  wandreth  vp  and  down : 
Like  the  stricken  Hinde  with  shaft,  in  Crete 
Throughout  the  woods  which  chasiog  with  his  d«rte 
Aloofe,  the  shepheard  smiteth  at  vnwares. 
And  leaues  unwist  in  her  the  thirling  head: 
That  through  the  greues,  and  landes  glides  io  her 

fight; 
Amid  whose  side  the  mortal!  arrow  stickes. 

Aeneas  now  about  the  walles  she  leades. 
The  towne  prepared,  and  Cartage  welth  to  shew; 
Offring  to  speak,  amid  her  voice,  she  whistes. 
And  when  the  day  gaa  faile^  new  feastes  she 

makes; 
The  Truies  trauailes  to  heare  a-new  she  listes, 
Inraged  al:  and  stareth  in  bis  face 
That  tels  the  tale.    And  when  they  were  al  gone, 
Aud  the  dimme  mone  doth  eft  withold  the  light. 
And  sliding  sterres  prouoked  vnto  sleepe; 
Alone  she  mournes  within  her  palace  vbide; 
.And  sets  her  down  on  her  forsaken  bed: 
And  absent  him  she  heares,  when  he  is  gone. 
And  seeth  eke :  oft  in  her  lappe  she  holdes 
Ascanius,  trapt  by  bis  fathers  forme: 
So  to  begile  the  loue,  can  not  be  told. 

The  turrettes  now  arise  not,  erst  begonne; 
Nether  the  youth  weldes  armes,  nor  they  auance 
The  portes,  nor  other  mete  defence  for  warr: 
Broken  there  hang  the  workes  and  mighty  frames 
Of  walles  high  raised,  threatening  the  skie. 
Whom  assoone  as  loues  deare  wife  saw  infect 
With  such  a  plage,  ne  fame  resist  the  rage: 
Saturn^s  daughter  thus  burdes  Uenus  then: 
Great  praise,  quod  she,  and  worthy  spoiles  you 
You  aud  your  son :  great  Gods  of  memory,  [win. 
By  both  your  wiles  one  woman  to  devower. 
Yet  am  I  not  deceiued,  that  foreknew 
Yc  dread  our  walles,  and  bildinges  gan  suspect 
Of  high  Cartage.  But  what  shal  be  the  ende? 
Or  wheninto  now  serueth  such  debate  ? 
But  rather  peace,  and  bridale  bandes  knit  we, 
Sith  thou  hast  spede  of  that,  thy  heart  desired : 
Dido  doth  burne  with  loue,  rage  fretes  her  boones; 
This  people  now  as  common  to  vs  both. 
With  equal  fauour  let  vs  gouern  then ; 
LefuU  be  it  to  serue  a  Troian  spouse ; 
And  Tirianes  yeld  to  thy  right  hand  in  dowre. 

To  whom  Uenus  replied  thus;  (that  kaewe 


Her  wordes  proceded  from  a  fained  minde. 

To  Libian  coastes  to  turhe  thempire  fi-om  Rome.) 

What  wight  so  fond,  such  offer  to  refikse  ? 

Or  yet  with  thee  had  leuer  striue  in  warr} 

So  bet  it  fortune  tby  tale  bring  to  effect: 

But  destenies  I  dout:  least  loue  will  graunt. 

That  folk  of  Tire,  and  such  as  came  from  Troie, 

Should  hold  one  town;  or  graunt  these  iiacions 

Mingled  to  be,  or  ioyned  ay  in  leage. 

Thou  ar  his  wife;  lefuU  it  is  for  the 

For  to  attempt  his  fansie  by  request: 

Passe  on  before  and  folow  the  I  shal. 

Suene  luno  then  thus  tooke  her  tale  againe: 
This  travaile  be  it  mine:  but  by  what  meane 
Marke,  in  fewe  wordes  I  shal  thee  leme  eftsoaes. 
This  worke  in  hand  may  now  be  compassed. 
Aneas  now,  and  wretched  Dido  eke 
To  the  forest  a  hunting  minde  to  wende 
To  mome,'as  soon  as  Titan  shall  ascend. 
And  with  his  beamcs  hath  ouerspred  the  world: 
And  whiles  the  win,;^e8  of  youth  do  swarm  about» 
And  whiles  they  raunge  to  ouer-set  the  groues, 
A  cloudie  showr  mingled  with  haile  I  shall 
Ponre  down,  and  then  with  thonder  sh&ke  the 

skies, 
Thassemble  scattered  the  mist  shall  cloke. 
Dido  a  caue,  the  Troyan  prince  the  same 
Shall  enter  to;  and  I  will  be  at  hand: 
And  if  tby  will  sticke  Tnto  mine,  I  shall 
In  wcdlocke  sure  knit,  and  make  her  his  own: 
Thus  shall  the  maryage  be.    To  whose  request 
Without  debate  Uenus  did  seme  to  yeldy 
And  singled  soft,  as  she  that  found  the  wyle. 

Then  from  the  seas,  the  Dawning  gan  arise: 
The  Sun  once  vp,  the  chosen  youth  gan  throng 
Out  at  the  gates:  the  hayes  so  rarely  knit; 
The  hunting    staues  with  their    brod  heads  of 

Steele : 
And  of  Masile  the  horsemen  fourth  they  brake; 
Of  senting  houndcs  a  kenel  huge  likewise. 
And  at  the  threshold  of  her  chamber  dore. 
The  Carthage  Lordb  did  on  the  iSuene  attend. 
The  trampling  steed  with  gold  and  purple  trapt. 
Chawing  the  fomie  bit,  there  fercely  stood. 
Then  issued  she,  awayted  with  great  train ^ 
Clad  in  a  cloke  of  Tyre  embradred  riche. 
Her  quyuer  hung  behind  her  back,  her  tresse 
Knotted  in  gold,  her  purple  vesture  eka 
Butned  with  gold.    The  Troyans  of  her  train 
Before  her  go  with  gladsome  lulus. 
Aeneas  eke  the  goodliest  of  the  route 
Makes  one  of  them,  and  ioyneth  close  the  throngs: 
Like  when  Apollo  leaueth  Lycia 
His  wintring  place,  and  Xanthus  floods  likewisei 
To  viset  Deios  his  mothers  mansion; 
Repairing  eft  aud  furnishing  her  quire: 
The  Candians,  and  folkes  of  Driopes, 
With  painted  Agathirsies  shoute  and  crye, 
Enuironing  the  altars  round  about : 
When  that  be  walks  vpon  mount  Cynthustop: 
His  sparkled  tresse  represt  with  garlandes  soft 
Of  tender  leaues,  and  trussed  vp  in  gold : 
His  quiuering  dartes  clattring  behind  his  back. 
So  fresh  and  lustie  did  Aeneas  seme: 
Such  lordly  port  in  present  countenaunce. 

But  to  the  hils,  and  wild  holtes  when  they  came : 
From  the  rocks  top  the  driuen  sauage  rose : 
Loe  from  the  bill  aboue  on  thother  side, 
Through  the  wyd^  lawndsj  they  gan  to  take  their 
coyrse: 
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The  harts  likewise,  in  troupes  taking  their  flight, 
Raysing  the  dust,  the  mountains  fast  forsake. 
The  child  lulus,  blithe  of  his  swift  steede, 
Amids  the  plain  now  pricks  by  them,  now  these : 
And  to  encounter  wisheth  oft  in  minde 
The  foming  Bore,  in-steede  of  ferefutl  beasts; 
Or  Lion  brown  might  from  the  hill  descend. 

In  the  mean  while  the  ikies  gau  rumble  sore: 
In  tavie  therof,  a  mingled  showr  with  hayle. 
The  Tyrian  folk,  and  eke  the  Troyans  youth. 
And  Uenus  nephew  the  cotages  for  feare 
Sought  round  about;  the  floods  fell  from  the  hils. 
Dido  a  den,  the«Troyan  prince  the  same, 
Chaunced  vpon.     Our  mother  then  the  Earth, 
And  luno  that  hath  charge  of  manage, 
First  tokens  gaue  with  burning  gledes  of  flame : 
And  priuie  to  the  wedlock,  lightning  Skies: 
And  the  Nymphes  yelled  from  the  mountains  top. 
Ay  me,  this  was  the  first  day  of  their  mirth. 
And  of  their  harmes  the  first  occasion  eke. 
Kespect  of  fame  no  longer  her  witboldes: 
Nor  museth  now  to  frame  her  lone  by  stelth. 
Wedlock  she  cals  it:  vnder  the  pretence 
Of  which  fsiyre  name  she  cloketh  now  her  faut. 
Forthwith  Fame  flieth  through  the  great  Lybian 
towns: 
A  miscbefe  Fame,  there  is  none  els  so  swift; 
That  mouing  growes,  and  flitting  gathers  force: 
First  small  for  dred,  sone  after  climes  the  skies: 
Stayeth  on  earth,  and  hides  her  bed  in  cloudes. 
l^liom  our  mother  the  Earth,  tempted  by  wrath 
Of  Gods,  begat;  the  last  sister,  they  write. 
To  Cacus,  and  to  Enceladus  eke: 
Spedie  of  foote,  of  wyng  likewise  as  swift^ 
A  monster  huge,  and  dredfiiU  to  descrioe. 
In  euery  plume,  that  on  her  body  sticks, 
A  thing  in  dede  much  maruelous  to  heare. 
As  many  waker  eyes  lurk  vndemeath. 
So  many  mouthes  to  speak,  and  listning  eares. 
By  night  she  flies  amid  the  cloudy  skie, 
Shriking  by  the  dark  shadow  of  the  earth, 
Ne  doth  decline  to  the  swete  sleepe  her  eyes: 
By  day  she  sits  to  mark  on  the  house  top. 
Or  turrets  hye,  and  the  great  towns  afraies : 
As  raindefuU  of  yll  and  lyes,  as  biasing  truth. 
This  monster  blithe  with  many  a  tale  gan  sow 
This  rumor  then  into  the  common  ears: 
As  well  things  don,  as  that  was  never  wrought: 
As  that  there  comen  is  to  Tyrians  court 
Aeneas  one  outsprong  of  Troyan  blood. 
To  whom  fair  Dido  wold  her  self  be  wed. 
And  that;  the  while,  the  winter  long  the  passe 
In  foule  delight,  forgetting  charge  of  reigne; 
Led  against  honour  with  vnhonest  lost. 

This  in  eche  mouth  the  filthie  Goddesse  spreds. 
And  takes  her  course  to  king  Hiarbas  straight; 
Kindling  his  minde;   with  tales  she  feedes  his 

wrath. 
Gotten  was  he  by  Ammon  lupiter 
Upon  the  rauisht  Nlmph  of  Garamant 
And  hundred  hugie  great  temples  he  built    . 
In  his  farre  stretcbiug  realmes  to  lupiter; 
Altars  as  many  kept  with  waking  flame, 
A  watche  always  vpon  the  Gods  to  tend: 
The  floores  embrude  with  yelded  blood  of  beastes, 
And  threshold  spred  with  garlands  of  strange  hue. 
He  wood  of  minde,  kindled  by  bitter  brute, 
Tofnre  thaltars,  in  presence  of  the  Gods, 
With  reared  hands  gan  bumble  love  entreate: 
Almighty  God,  whom  the  Moorea  nacioq 


Fed  at  rich  tables  presenteth  with  wine, 

Seest  thou  these  things?  or  feare  we  thee  in  vain* 

When  thou  lettest  flye  thy  thunder  from  tbs 

cloudes } 
Or  do  those  flames  with  vaine  noyse  us  affray? 
A  woman,  that  wand  ring  in  our  coastes  hath 

bought 
A  plot  for  price,  where  she  a  citie  set; 
To  whom  we  gaue  the  strond  for  to  manure. 
And  lawes  to  I'ule  our  town ;  our  wedlock  lothe^^ 
Hath  chose  Aeneas  to  commaund  her  reaUne. 
That  Paris  now  with  his  vnmanly  sorte. 
With  mitred  hats,  with  oynted  bush  and  beard. 
His  rape  enioyeth:  whiles  to  thy  temples  we 
Our  ofiirings  bring,  and  folow  rumors  vaine. 

Whom  praing  in  such  sort,  and  griping  eka 
The  altars  fast,  the  mighty  fi&ther  heard: 
And  writhed  his  loke  toward  the  royal  walls. 
And  loners  eke,  forgetting  their  good  name. 
To  Mercurie  then  gaue  he  thus  in  charge. 
Hense  son  in  haste,  and  call  to  thee  the  windes: 
Slide  with  thy  plumes,  and  tell  the  Troyan  prince^ 
That  now  in  Carthag^loytereth,  rechlesse 
Of  the  towns  grauntod  him  by  desteny : 
Swift  through  the  skies,  see  thow  these  words 

conuey: 
His  fliire  mother  behight  him  not  to  vs 
Such  one  to  be;  ne  therefore  twyse  him  saued 
From  Qrekish  armes;  but  such  a  one 
As  mete  might  seme  great  Italic  to  rule, 
Dreedfutl  in  arms,  charged  with  seigniorie. 
Shewing  in  profe  his  worthy  Teucrian  race; 
And  vnder  lawes,  the  whole  world  to  subdue. 
If  glorie  of  such  things  nought  him  inflame, 
Ne  he  that  listes  seke  honour  by  som  paine: 
The  towers  yet  of  Rome,  being  his  sire 
Doth  he  enute  to  yong  Ascanius? 
What  mindeth  he  to  frame,  or  on  what  hope 
In  enmies  land  doth  he  make  hys  abode? 
Ne  his  ofspriog  in  Italic  regardes? 
Ne  yet  the  land  of  Lauin  doth  behold? 
Bid  him  make  sayle:  haue  here  the  sum  and  end: 
Our  message  thus  report.    When  loue  had  sayd. 
Then  Mercurie  gan  bend  him  to  obey 
His  mighty  fathers  will:  and  to  his  heeles 
His  golden  wings  he  knits,  which  him  transport 
With  a  light  winde  aboue  the  earth,  and  seas. 
And  then  with  him  his  wande  he  toke,  whereby 
He  calles  from  hell  pale  gostes ;  and  other  some 
Thether  also  he  sendeth  comfortlesse: 
Wherby  he  forceth  sleepes,  and  them  bercoes; 
And  mortal  eies  he  closeth  vp  in  deth. 
By  power  wherof  he  drtues  the  windes  away ; 
And  passetheke  amid  the  troubled  doudes: 
Till  in  his  flight  he  gan  descrie  the  top. 
And  the  stepe  flankes  of  rocky  Atlas  bill; 
That  with  his  crowne  sustaines  the  welkin  vp: 
Whose  head  forgrowen  with  pine,  circled  alway 
With  misty  cloudes,  beaten  with  wind  and  storme : 
His  shoulders  spred  with  snow,  and  from  his  chin 
The  springs  descend:  his  beard  frosen  with  yse. 
Here  Mercury  with  equal  shining  winges 
First  touched ;  and  with  body  headling  bette 
To  the  water  thend  took  he  bis  discent: 
Like  to  the  foule,  that  endlong  costes  and  stronde» 
Swarming  with  fish,  flyes  sweping  hy  the  sea: 
Cutting  betwixt  the  windes  and  Lybian  landes. 
From  his  graundfather  by  the  mothers  side 
Cyllene^s  child  so  came,  and  then  alight 
Upon  the  houses  with  bis  winged  feete: 
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Tofore  the  towers  when  he  Aeneas  saw 
Foitndacions  cast,  arereing  lodges  new; 
Girt  with  a  sweard  of  lasper  starry  bright; 
A  shining  parel,  flamed  with  stately  eie 
Of  Tirian  purple,  hoog  his  shoulders  down^ 
The  gift  and  work  of  wealthy  Didoes  hand. 
Stripped  throughout  with  a  thin  thred  of  gold. 

Thus  he  encounters  him:  Oh  careless  wight 
Both  of  thy  realme,  and  uf  thine  own  aflaires; 
A  wifSebound  man  now  dost  thou  rearc  the  walles 
Of  high  CarUge^^o  build  a  goodly  town ! 
From  the  bright  skfk*  V^  ruler  of  thr'^'^"      ' 
Sent  me  to  thee,  that  with  ace  Geek  commaundes 
Both  heuen  and  earth:  in  hast  be  gaue  me  charge 
Through  this  light  aire  this  message  thee  to  say : 
What  ihunest  thou  ?  or  on  what  hope  thy  time 
In  idleness  doth  wast  in  Africk  land? 
OF  so  great  things  if  nought  the  fame  thee  stirr, 
Ke  list  by  travail  honour  to  pursue: 
Ascanus  yet,  that  waxeth  fast,  behold; 
And  the  hope  of  lulus  seede  thine  heir; 
To  whom  the  realm  of  Italy  belong^s. 
And  soile  of  Rome.    When  Mercury  had  said: 
Amid  his  tale,  far  of  from  mortal  eies 
Into  light  aire,  he  vanisht  out  of  sight. 

Aeneas  with  that  vision  stricken  down, 
Well  nere  bestraught,  vpstart  bis  heare  for  dread, 
Amid  his  throtel  his  voice  likewise  gan  stick. 
For  to  depart  by  night  he  longeth  now. 
And  the  swefet  land  to  leaue,  astanied  sore 
With  this  advise  and  message  of  the  Gods. 
What  may  he  do,  alas?  or  by  what  words 
Dare  he  persuade  the  raging  Queue  in  loue? 
Or  in  what  sort  may  he  his  tale  beginne? 
Now  here,  now  there  his  recklesse  mind  gan  run. 
And  diuersly  him  drawes  discoursing  all. 
After  long  doutes  this  sentence  semed  best: 
Ittuestheus  first,  and  strong  Cleanthus  eke. 
He  calles  to  him,  with  Sergest:  vnto  whom, 
He  gaue  in  charge  his  nauie  secretely 
For  to  prepare;  and  driue  to  the  sea  coast 
His  people:  and  their  armour  to  addresse: 
And  for  the  cause  of  change  to  faine  excuse: 
And  that  he,  when  good  Dido  least  foreknew. 
Or  did  suspect  so  great  a  loue  could  break. 
Wold  wait  his  time  to  speke  therof  most  meete;'' 
The  nearest  way  to  hasten  his  entent. 
Gladly  his  wil,  and  biddings  they  obey. 

Ful  sooue  the  Suene  this  crafty  sleight  gan  smell. 
Who  can  deceioe  a  loner  in  forecast? 
And  first  foresaw  the  motions  for  to  come: 
Things  most  assured  fearing :  vnto  whom 
That  wicked  Fame  reported,  how  to  flight 
Was  armde  the  fleet,  all  redy  to  avale. 
Then  ill  bested  of  counsell,  rageth  she; 
And  whiskcth  through  the  town:   like  Bacchus 

runne. 
As  Thias  stirres,  the  sacred  rites  begon. 
And  when  the  wonted  third  yeres  sacrifice 
Doth  prick  her   fourth,  hering    Bachus    name 
And  that  the  festful  night  of  Citheron   [hallowed : 
Doth  call  her  fourth  with  noyes  of  dauncing. 

At  length  her  self  bordeth  Aeneas  thus. 
Unfaithfull  wight,  to  cover  such  a  fault 
Coldest  thou  hope  ?  vntwist  to  leaue  my  land  ? 
Nor. thee  our  loue,  nor  yet  right  hand  betrothed, 
Ne  cruell  death  of  Dido  may  withhold? 
But  that  thou  wilt  in  winter  shippes  prepare, 
And  trie  the  seat  in  broile  of  whorling  windes? 
y^hsi  if  the  land,  thou  seekest,  were  not  dtraunge  ? 


If  not  unknowen?  or  auncient  Troye  yet  stoode? 
In  rough  seas,  yet  should  Troye  towne  be  sought? 
Shunnest  thou  me?   By  these  teares,  and  right 

hand, 
(For  nought  ds  haue  I  wretched  lefte  my  self) 
By  our  spousals  and  mariage  begonne, 
If  I  of  thee  deserued  euer  well 
Or  thing  of  mine  were  cuer  to  thee  leefe; 
Rue  on  this  realme,  whoes  mine  is  at  hand: 
If  ouffht  be  left  that  praier  may  auaile, 
'1  thee  beseche  to  do  away  this  minde. 
The  Libians  and  tirans  of  Nomadane 
For  thee  me  hate:  my  Tiriaus  eke  for  thee 
Ar  wroth:  by  thee  my  sbamefastnes  eke  stained. 
And  good  renoume,  wherby  vp  to  the  starres 
Perelesse  1  dame.    To  whom  wilt  thou  mc  leaue 
Redy  to  dye,  my  swete  guest?  si  the  this  name 
Is  all  as  now,  that  of  a  spouse  remaines. 
But  wherto  now  shold  I  prolong  my  death? 
What?  vntil  my  brother  Pigmaiion 
Beate  downe  ray  walls  ?  or  the  Getulian  king 
Hiarbas  yet  captiue  lead  roe  away  ? 
Before  thy  flight  a  child  had  I  ones  borne. 
Or  sene  a  yong  Aeneas  in  my  court 
Play  vp  and  down,  that  might  present  thy  face, 
AU  utterly  I  could  not  seenie  forsaken. 

Thus  sayd  the  Suene:  be  to  the  Gods  aduise 
Unmoued  held  his  eies,  and  in  his  brest 
Represt  bis  care,  and  struue  against  his  wil: 
And  these  few  wordes  at  last  then  forth  he  cast. 
Neuer  shall  I  desire  (3uene)-thy  deserte. 
Greater  than  thou  in  wordes  may  well  expresse: 
To  think  on  thee,  ne  irk  me  aye  it  shall,  ' 
Whiles  of  my  selfe  I  shall  haue  memory, « 
And  whiles  the  spirit  these  limmes  of  mine  shal 

rule. 
For  present  purpose  somwhat  shall  I  say. 
Neuer  meat  I  to  clok  the  same  by  stelth, 
Sclaunder  me  not,  ne  to  escape  by  flight: 
Nor  I  to  thee  pretended  mariage 
Ne  hytber  cam  to  ioine  me  in  such  leage. 
If  desteny  at  mine  own  liberty 
To  lead  my  life  would  haue  permitted  me. 
After  my  wil  my  sorow  to  redoub, 
Troy  and  the  remainder  of  our  folke 
Restore  I  shold :  and  with  these  scaped  handes. 
The  walles  again  vnto  thee  vanquished. 
And  palace  high  of  Priam  eke  repaire. 
But  now  Apollo,  called  Grineus, 
And  prophecies  of  Licia  me  aduise 
To  sease  vpon  the  realme  of  Italy: 
That  is  my  loue,  my  country,  and  my  land. 
If  Cartage  turrettes  thee  Phenicien  borne. 
And  of  a  Libian  town  the  sight  deteine : 
To  vs  Troians  why  doest  thou  then  enuy 
In  Italy  to  make  our  risting  seat  ? 
LefoU  is  eke  for  vs  strange  realmes  to  seeke. 
As  oft  as  night  doth  cloke  with  shadowes  darke 
The  earth  as  oft  as  flaming  starres  apere 
The  troubled  ghost  of  my  father  Ancbises 
So  soft  in  sleepe  doth  fray  me,  and  advise: 
The  wronged  bed  by  me  of  my  deare  sonne. 
Whom  I  defraud  of  the  Hisperian  crown^ 
And  landes  alotted  him  by  desteny. 
The  messenger  eke  of  the  Gods  but  late 
Sent  down  from  loue  (I  sware  by  eytber  hed) 
Passing  the  ayre,  did  this  to  me  report : 
In  bright  day  light  the  God  my  self  I  saw 
Entre  these  walles,  and  with  these  eares  hini 

heard. 
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Leue  then,  with  plaint  to  vexe  both  the  and  me: 
Against  n^  will  to  Italy  I  go. 

Whiles  in  this  sort  he  did  his  talc  pronounce ; 
With  waiward  looke  she  gau  him  ay  behold. 
And  roUng  eies,  tliat  moued  to  and  fro: 
With  silence  looke  discoursing  oner  al ; 
And  foorth  in  rage  at  last  thus  gan  she  brayde: 
Faithlesse,  forsworn,  ne  Goddesse  was  thy  dain, 
Nor  Dardanus  beginner  of  thy  race'; 
But  of  hard  rockes  mount  OauoMM  inon»»*t    *u 
Bred  thee,  and  teats  of  Tygef  gaue  thee  suck.    *   * 
But  what  should  I  disemble  now  my  chere  ? 
Or  me  resenie  to  hope  of  greater  things? 
Mindes  he  our  teares  ?  or  euer  moued  his  eyen } 
Wept  he  for  ruth  ?  or  pitied  he  our  loue? 
What  shall  I  set  before  ?  or  where  begin  ? 
luno  nor  loue  with  iust  eyes  this  beholds. 
Faith  is  no  where  in  suretie  to  be  found. 
Did  I  not  him  thrown  vp  vpon  my  shore 
In  neede  receiuC)  and  fonded  eke  inuest 
Of  halfe  my  real  me  ?  his  nauie  lost,  repair? 
From  deathes  daunger  his  fellowes  eke  defend  ? 
Ay  me,  with  rage  and  furies  loe  I  driue  I 
Apollo  now,  now  Lycien  prophesies. 
Another  while  the  messenger  of  Gods 
(He  sayes)  sent  down  from  mighty  loue  himself 
The  dredfull  charge  amid  the  skies  hath  brought. 
As  though  that  were  the  trauail  of  the  Gods, 
Or  such  a  care  their  quietnes  might  mooe. 
I  hold  thee  not,  nor  yet  gainsay  thy  words: 
To  Italy  passe  on  by  helpe  of  windes, 
And  through  the  floods  go  searche  thy  kingdom 

new. 
If  nitbful  gods  bane  any  power,  I  trust. 
Amid  the  rocks,  thy  guerdon  thou  shalt  flnde ; 
When  thou  shalt  clepe  full  oft  on  Didos  name. 
With  burial  brandes  I  absent  shall  thee  trace: 
And  when  cold  death  from  life  these  limes  deuides. 
My  gost  eche  where  shall  still  on  thee  awaite : 
Thou  shalt  ab;re,  and  1  shall  here  thereof: 
Among  the  soules  below  thy  brute  shall  come.— 
With  such  like  wordes  she  cut  of  half  her  tale. 
With  pensiue  hart  abandoning  the  light: 
And  from  his  sight,  her  self  gan  far  remoue; 
Forsaking  him,  that  many  things  in  fere 
Imagined,  and  did  prepare  to  say. 
Her  swouning  lims  her  damsels  gan  releue. 
And  to  her  chamber  bare  of  marble  stone: 
And  layd  her  on  her  bed  with  tapets  spred. 

But  iust  Aeneas,  though  he  did  desire 
With  comfort  swete  her  sorows  to  appease, 
And  with  his  words  to  banish  all  her  cares 
Wailing  her  much,  with  great  loue  ooercome: 
The  Gods  will  yet  he  woorketh,  and  resortes 
Unto  his  nauie.    Where  the  Troyans  fast 
Fell  to  their  worke  from  the  shore  to  vnstock 
High  rigged  ships :  now  fleetes  the  talowed  kele: 
Their  oars  with  leaues  yet  grene  from  wood  they 

hring, 
And  masts  unshaue  for  last,  to  take  their  flight. 
You  might  haue  sene  them  throng  out  of  the  town: 
Like  ants,  when  they  do  spoile  the  bing  of  comcy 
For  winters  dred,  which  they  beare  to  their  den: 
When  the  black  swarm  creeps  oner  all  the  fields. 
And  thwart  the  grasse  by  strait  pathes  drags 

their  pray :  [trusse. 

The  great  graines  then  som  on  their  shoulders 

S«>me  driue  the  troupe,  some  chastice  eke  the  slow: 

That  with  their  trauail  chafed  is  eche  pathe. 

Beholding  this,  what  thought  OYight  Pido  haue  ? 


What  sighes  gaoe  she^  when  from  htr  towers  hyer 
The  large  coasts  she  saw  haunted  with  Troyans 

worke  s. 
And  in  her  sight  the  seas  with  din  confounded  ? 
O  witlesse  loue,  what  thing  is  that  to  do 
A  mortal  minde  thou  canst  not  force  thereto  ? 
Forced  she  is  to  teares  ay  to  retumc. 
With  new  requestes,  to  yeld  her  hart  to  loue : 
And  least  she  should  before  her  caosel^sse  death 
Leaue  any  thing  vntried:  O  sister  AcJie, 
.'Suotb  she,  behold  the  whole  co9f'  round  about, 
Hvr/ iJ<£srepare,  as8emby>^ ^uery  where : 
The  streming  t^^iMc^^^^uing  but  for  wynde : 
The  shipmen  crowne  their  ships  with  bows  for  joy. 

0  sister,  if  so  great  a  sorow  1 
Mistrusted  had,  it  were  more  light  to  beare. 
Yet  nathelesse  this  for  me  wretched  wight, 
Anne,  sha!t  thou  do:  for  faithles,  thee  alone 
He  reuerenced,  thee  eke  his  secretes  tolde : 

The  metest  time  thou  knewest  to  horde  the  mans^ 
To  my  proud  foe,  thus  sister  humbly  say ; 

1  with  the  Grekes  within  the  port  Aulide 
Coniured  not  the  Troyaus  to  destroy : 

Nor  to  the  walles  of  Troy  yet  sent  my  fleete : 
Nor  cynders  of  his  father  Anchises 
Disturbed  haue  out  of  his  sepulture^ 
Why  lettes  be  not  my  wordes  sinke  in  bis  eares 
So  harde  to  ouertreatc?  whither  whirles  he  ? 
This  last  boonc  yet  graunt  he  to  wretched  loue: 
Prosperous  windes  for  to  depart  with  ease 
Let  him  abide:  the  foresayde  mariage  now. 
That  be  betraied,  I  do  not  him  require; 
Nor  that  he  should  fa  ire  Italy  forego: 
Neither  I  would,  he  should  his  kingdom  leaue. 
2uiet  I  aske,  and  a  time  of  delay, 
And  respite  eke  my  furye  to  nsswage, 
Till  my  mishap  teach  mc,  all  comfortlesse, 
tfow  for  to  waylc  my  grief.    This  latter  grace. 
Sister,  1  craue;  have  thou  remorse  of  me : 
Whiche  if  thou  shalt  vouchsafe,  with  beapes  I 

shall 
Leaue  by  my  death  redoubled  vnto  thee,  [playae: 
Moisted  with  teares,  thus  wretched  gan  she 
Which  Anne  reportes,  and  answere  brings  againe. 
Nought  tears  him  moue,  ue  yet  to  any  wordes 
He  can  be  framed  with  gentle  minde  to  yelde. 
The  Werdes  withstande,  a  God  stops  his  mekjt 

eares. 
Like  to  the  aged  boysteous  bodied  oke. 
The  which  among  the  Alpes  the  Northeme  winded 
Biowyng  now  from  this  quarter,  now  from  that. 
Betwixt  them  striue  to  ouerwhelme  with  blastes; 
The'  whistlyng  ayre  among  the  braunches  rores; 
Which  all  at  once  bow  to  the  earth  her  croppes, 
riie  stocke  once  smit:  whiles  in  the  rockes  the 

tree  [toppe 

Stickes  fast:  and  loke,  how  hye  to  the  heaueu  her 
Reares  vp,  so  deepe  her  roote  spredes  downe  t<v 

hell. 
So  was  this  Lorde  now  here  now  there  beset. 
With  wordes,  in  whose  stoute  brest  wrought  man^ 

cares: 
But  still  his  minde  in  one  remaines,  in  vaine 
The  teares  were  shed.   Then  Dido  frayde  of  fates„ 
Wisheth  for  death*  irked  to  see  the  skyes. 
And  that  she  might  the  rather  worke  her  will. 
And  leaue  the  light  (a  grisely  thing  to  tcU) 
Upon  the  altars  bumyng  full  of  cense 
When  she  set  giftes  of  sacrifice,  she  saw 
The  holy  watir  stocks  waxe  blacke  withuu 
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TheiHoe  ekt  shed  chaunge  into  filthy  gore. 
This  she  to  none,  not  to  her  sister  told. 
A  marble  temple  in  her  palace  eke, 
In  memory  of  her  old  sponge,  there  stood, 
In:great  honour  and  worship,  which  she  held. 
With  snow  white  clothes  deckt,  and  with  bows  of 
feast:  [speche 

Wherout  was  heard  her  husbandes  voyce,  and 
Clepingr  for  her,  when  dark  night  hid  the  earth : 
And  oft  the  Owle  with  rufull  song  complaind 
From  the  house  top,  drawing  long  dolefull  tunes. 
And  many  things  forespoke  by  prophets  past 
With  dredfiill  warning  gan  h^r  now  affray: 
And  stem  Aeneas  semed  in  her  slepe 
to  chase  her  stil  about,  distraught  in  rage: 
And  still  her  thought,  that  she  was  left  alone 
Uncompanied  great  viages  to  wende. 
In  desert  land  her  T^riaii  folk  to  seeke. 
Like  Pentheus,  that  in  his  madnes  saw 
Swarming  in  flocks  the  furies  all  of  hell, 
Two  suns  remoue,  and  Thebes  town  shew  twaine, 
Or  like  Orestes  Agamemnons  son: 
In  tragedies  who  represented  aye 
As  driuen  about,  that  from  his  mother  fled 
Armed  with  brands,  and  eke  with  serpents  black; 
That  sitting  found  within  the  temples  porche 
The  yglie  furies  his  siaughter'to  reuenge. 

Yelden  to  wo,  when  phrensie  had  her  caught. 
Within  her  selfe  then  gan  she  well  debate. 
Full  bent  to  dye,  the  time,  and  eke  the  meane: 
And  to  her  wofull  sister  thus  she  sayd, 
In  outward  chere  dissembling  her  entent. 
Presenting  hope  vuder  a  semblant  glad: 
Sister  reioyce,  for  I  haue  found  the  way 
Him  to  retume,  or  lose  me  from  his  loue. 
Toward  the  end  of  the  great  Ocean  flood. 
Whereas  the  wandring  Sun  discendeth  hence. 
In  the  extremes  of  Ethiope,  is  a  place. 
Where  huge  Atlas  on  his  sholders  tume 
The  sphere  so  mnd  with  flaming  starres  beset. 
Borne  of  Massyle,  1  heare  should  be  a  Nunne ; 
That -of  th'  Hesperian  sisters  temple  old 
And  of  their  goodly  garden,  keper  was; 
That  geues  vnto  the  Dragon  eke  his  foode. 
That  on  the  tree  preserues  the  holy  fruit ; 
That  honie  moyst,  and  sleeping  poppey  castes. 
This  woman  doth  auannt,  by  force  of  charme 
What  hart  she  list  to  set  at  libertie : 
And  other  some  to  perce  with  heuy  cares: 
In  running  flood  to  stop  the  waters  course;. 
And  eke  the  sterres  their  roouings  to  reuerse : 
Tassemble  eke  the  costes  that  walk  by  night: 
Under  thy  feete,  thearth  thou  shalt  behold 
Tremble  and  rore:  the  okes  come  from  the  hill. 
The  Gods  and  thee,  dere  sister,  now  I  call 
In  witnes,  and  thy  hed  to  me  so  sweete, 
To  magike  arts  against  my  will  1  bend. 
Right  secretly  within  our  inner  court, 
|n  open  ayre  reare  vp  a  stack  of  wood; 
And  hang  thereon  the  weapon  of  this  man, 
The  which  he  left  within  my  chamber  stick: 
His  weedes  despoiled  all,  and  bridal  bed 
(Wherein  alas,  sister,  I  found  my  bane) 
Charge  thereupon :  for  so  the  Nunne  commandes 
To  do  away  what  did  to  him  belong. 
Of  that  &ise  wight  that  might  remembraunce 
bring. 

Then  whisted  she;  the  pale  her  face  gan  staine, 
Ne  could  yet  Anne  beleue,  hf>r  sister  ment 
'^o  cioke  her  death  by  this  new  sacrifice; 


Nor  in  her  brcst  such  furie  did  conceiue : 
Neither  doth  she  now  dred  more  greuous  thing. 
Then  followed  Sichees  death :  wherefore 
She  put  her  will  in  vre.    But  then  the  2uene, 
When  that  the  stak  of  wood  was  reared  vp 
Under  the  ayre  within  the  inward  court 
Vfith  cloben  oke,  and  billets  made  of  fyrre. 
With  garlandes  she  doth  all  beset  the  place. 
And  with  grene  bows  eke  crown  the  funerall. 
And  thereupon  his  wedes  and  swerd  yleft. 
And  on  a  bed  his  picture  she  bestowes. 
As  she  that  well  foreknew  what  was  to  come. 
The  altars  stande  about,  and  eke  the  Nunne 
With  sparkeled  tresse;  the  which  thre  hundred 

Gods 
With  a  loude  voice  doth  thunder  out  at  once, 
Erebus  the  griselyi  and  Chaos  huge. 
And  eke  the  threefolde  Goddesse  Hecate, 
And  three  faces  of  Diana  the  virgin: 
And  sprincles  eke  the  water  couuterfet 
Like  vnto  blackc  Auernns  lake  in  hell: 
And  q>ringyng  heibes  reapt  up  with  brasen  sithes 
Were  sought  after  the  right  course  of  the  Moone; 
The  venim  blacke  intermingled  with  milke; 
The  lumpe  of  fleshe  twene  the  new  borne  foales 

eyen 
To  reue,  that  winneth  from  the  damme  her  loue. 
She  with  tiio  mole  all  in  her  handes  devout 
Stode  neare  the  aulter,  bare  of  the  one  foote. 
With  vesture  loose,  the  bandes  vnlaced  all; 
Bent  for  to  dye,  calls  the  Gods  to  recorde. 
And  gilty  starres  eke  of  her  desteny: 
And  if  there  were  any  God  that  had  care 
Of  loners  hartes  not  moued  with  loue  alike. 
Him  she  rf^quires  of  ii»$tice  to  remember. 

It  was  then  night;  the  sounde  and  quiet  slepe 
Had  through  the  earth  the  weried  bodyes  caught ; 
The  woodes,the  ragying  seas  were  falne  to  rest; 
When  that  the  starres  bad  halfe  their  course  de* 

dined;  fhue. 

The  feldes  whist,  beastes,  and  fowles  of  diuers 
And  what-so  that  in  the  brode  lakes  remainde. 
Or  yet  among  the  bushy  thickes  of  bryar, 
Laide  downe  to  slepe  by  silence  of  the  night 
Gan  swage  their  cares,  mtndlesse  of  trauels  past. 
Not  so  the  spirite  of  this  Phenician; 
Unhappy  she  that  on  no  slepe  could  chance. 
Nor  yet  nightes  rest  enter  in  eye  or  brest: 
Her  cares  redoble;  loue  doth  rise  and  rage  againe. 
And  oncrflowes  with  swellyng  stormes  of  wrath. 
Thus  tbtnkes  she  then,  this  roules  she  in  her  minde; 
What  shall  1  do?  shall  I  now  beare  the  scome 
For  to  assaye  mine  olde  woers  againe? 
And  humbly  yet  a  Numtd  spouse  require. 
Whose  mariage  I  haue  so  oft  disdayned  ? 
The  Troyan  nauy,  and  Teocrian  vile  commander 
Folow  shall  I  ?  as  thou  it  should  aoaile. 
That  whilom  by  my  helpe  they  were  releuM; 
Or  forbecause  with  kinde,  and  mindfull  fbike 
Right  well  doth  sit  the  passed  thankefuU  dede  ? 
Who  would  me  suffer,  admit  this  were  my  will. 
Or  we  scorned  to  their  proude  shippes  recciue? 
Oh,  wo  begone !  full  little  knowest  thou  yet 
The  broken  othes  of  Laomedons  kinde. 
What  then  ?  alone  on  roery  mariners 
Shall  I  waite  ?  or  horde  them  with  my  power 
Of  Tyrians  assembled  me  about  ? 
And  such  as  1  with  tnuaile  brought  from  Tyre, 
Driue  to  the  seas,  and  force  them  saile  ag:aine? 
But  rather  dye,  euen  as  thou  hast  detierued; 
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Aod  to  this  wo  with  iron  geue  thou  ende. 
And  thoo,  sister,  first  vanquist  with  my  teares. 
Thou  in  my  rage  with  all  these  mischiefes  first 
Didst  burden  me,  and  yelde  me  to  my  foe. 
Was  it  not  graanted  me  from  spousals  free, 
Like  to  wilde  beastes,  to  liue  without  offence. 
Without  taste  of  such  cares  ?  Is  there  no  fay  th 
Reserued  to  the  cinders  of  Sichee? 
Such  great  complaints  brake  forth  out  of  her 

brest: 
While  Aeneas  full  minded  to  depart. 
All  thinges  prepared,  slept  in  the  poupe  on  high* 
To  whom  in  slepe  the  wonted  godheds  forme 
Gan  ay  appere,  returning  in  like  shape 
As  semed  him;  and  gan  him  thusaduise: 
Like  unto  Mercury  in  voice,  aod  hue. 
With  yelow  bushe,  and  comely  lymmes  of  youth. 
O  Qoddesse  sonne,  in  such  case  canst  thou  slepe? 
Ke  yet,  bestraught,  the  daungers  doest  foresee 
That  compasse  thee?  or  hearst  the  faire  windes 

blowe? 
Dido  in  minde  ronles  ueogeance  and  desceitc; 
Determd  to  dye,  swells  with  unstable  ire. 
Wilt  thou  not  flee  whiles  thou  hast  time  of  flight  ? 
Straight  shalt  thou  see  the  seas  couered  with 

sayles. 
The  blasyng  brondes  the  shore  all  spred  with  flame 
And  if  the  moruw  steale  vpon  thee  here. 
Come  of,  have  done,  set  all  delay  aside: 
For  full  of  change  these  women  be  alway. 
This  sayd,  in  the  dark  night  he  gan  him  hide. 

Aeneas  of  this  sodain  uision 
Adred  starts  vp  out  of  his  sleepe  in  hast; 
Cals  up  his  feers:  Awake,  get  up,  my  men, 
Abord  your  ships,  and  hoyse  vp  sayl  with  speede: 
A  God  me  wills,  sent  from  aboue  againe. 
To  hast  my  flight,  and  writhen  cabels  cut 
Oh  holy.  God,  whatso  thow  art,  we  shall 
Folow  thee,  and  all  blithe  obey  thy  will ; 
Be  at  our  hand,  and  frendly  vs  assist; 
Adresse  the  sterres  with  prosperous  influeTice. 
And  with  that  word  his  glistening  sword  unshetfaes; 
With  which  drawen,  he  the  cabels  cut  in  twaine. 
The  like  desire  the  rest  embraced  all; 
AJl  thing  in  hast  they  cast,  and  fourth  they  whurle ; 
The  shores  they  leave;  with  ships  the  seas  are 

spred; 
Cutting  the  fome,  by  the  blew  seas  they  swepe, 

Aurora  now  from  Titans  purple  bed 
With  new  day  light  had  ouerspread  the  earth; 
When  by  his  windowes  the  3uene  the  pepiog  day 
Espyed,  and  nauie  with  splaid  sailes  depart 
The  shore,  and  eke  the  porte  of  vessels  voyde. 
Her  comely  brest  thrise  or  fouretimes  she  smote 
With  her  own  hand,  and  tore  her  golden  tresse. 
Oh  loue,  qdoth  she,  shall  he  then  thus  depart, 
A  straunger  thus,  and  scome  our  kingdom  so? 
Shall  not  my  men  do  on  their  armure  prest. 
And  eke  pursue  them  throughout  all  the  town  ? 
Out  of  the  rode  sone  shall  the  vessel  warpe. 
Hast  on,  cast  flame,  set  sayie,  and  welde  your 

owers. 
What  said  1  ?  but  where  am  I  ?  what  phrensie 
Alters  thy  minde  ?  Vnhappy  Dido,  now 
Hath  thee  beset  a  froward  destenie. 
Then  it  behoued,  when  thou  didst  geve  to  him 
His  scepter.    So  his  faith  and  his  right  hand! 
That  leades  with   him   (they   say)  his  countrie 
That  on  his  back  his  aged  father  bore :      [goddes. 
His  body  might  I  not  haue  caught  and  rent? 


And  in>the  se&s  drenched  him,  and  hii  feen} 
And  from  Ascanius  his  life  with  iron  reft. 
And  set  him  on  his  Cathers  bord  for  meate? 
Of  such  debate  perchaunce  the  fortune  might 
Haue  been  doutfull;  would  God  it  were  as^aiedf 
Whom  should  1  feare,  sith  I  my  selfe  must  d\ef 
Might  I  haue  throweo  into  that  nauy  brandes. 
And  filled  eke  their  deckes  with  flaming  fire. 
The  father,  sonne,  and  all  their  nacion 
Dcstroied,  and  falln,  my  self  d«d  ouer  al !  [criest ; 
Sunnc,  with  thy  beames,  that  mortal  workes  dis* 
And  thou  luno,  that  wel  these  traiiailes  knowest : 
Pros^hie  thou,  vpon  whom  folk  do  vse 
To  houle,  and  call  in  forked  waies  by  night; 
Infernal  furies,  ye  wreakers  of  a'rong : 
And  Didos  Guds,  who  standesat  point  of  death, 
Receiue  these  wordes,  and  eke  your  heauy  power 
Withdraw  from  me,  that  wicked  folk  deserue : 
And  our  request  accept,  we  you  bescche: 
If  so  that  yonder  wicked  head  must  needes 
Recouer  port,  and  saile  to  lande,  of  force; 
And  if  loues  wil  haue  so  resolued  it. 
And  such  ende  set  as  no  wight  can  fordoe; 
Yet  at  the  least  assailed  mought  he  be 
With  armes,  and  warres  of  hardy  nacions; 
From  the  boundes  of  his  kingdom  farre  exiled  j 
lulus  eke  ravyshed  out  of  his  armes* 
Driuen  to  call  for  helpe,  that  he  may  see 
The  giltlesse  corpses  of  his  fulke  lie  dead: 
And  after  hard  condicions  of  peace. 
His  realme,  nor  life  desired  may  he  brooke; 
But  fall  before  his  lime  vngraued  amid  the  sandes. 
This  I  require,  these  wordes  with  blood  I  shed. 
And  Tirians,  ye  bis  flocke  and  aH  his  race 
Parsue  with  hate;  rewanle  our  cinders  so: 
Nor  loue  nor  leage  betwixt  our  people  be; 
And  of  our  bones,  some  wreaker  may  there  springs. 
With  sword  and  flame  that  Troiaiis  may  pursue: 
And  from  hencefoorth,  when  that  our  powr  may 
Our  costes  to  them  contrary  be  for  aye,  [stretch, 
I  eraue  of  God;  and  our  streames  to  their  fluddes; 
Armes  vnto  armes;  and-ofspriuf  of  echc  race 
With  mortell  warr  eche  other  may  fordoe. 

This  said,  her  mind  she  writhed  on  al  aides, 
Seking  with  spede  to  end  her  irksome  life. 
To  Sichees  nurse  Barcen  then  thus  she  said 
(For  hers  at  home  in  ashes  did  remaine) 
Cal  unto  roe^  deare  nurse,  my  sister  Anne : 
Bid  her,  in  hast  in  water  of  the  flndde 
She  sprinckle  the  body,  and  bring  the  beastes. 
And  purging  sacrifice,  1  did  her  shewe : 
So  let  her  come:  and  thou  thy  temples  bind 
With  sacred  garlandes:  for  the  sa<5rifice. 
That  I  to  Pluto  haue  begonne,  my  mind 
Is  to  performe,  aiid  geve  end  to  these  cares: 
And  Trojan  statue  throw  into  the  flame. 
When  she  had  said,  redouble  gan  her  nurse 
Her  steppes,  forth  on  an  aged  womans  trot. 

But  trembling  Dido  egeriy  now  bent 
Upon  her  stern  determinacion ; 
Har  bloodshot  eies  roling  within  her  head; 
Her  quiuering  chekes,  flecked  with  deadly  staine. 
Both  pale  and  wan  to  think  oq  death  to.oome; 
Into  the  inward  wardes  of  her  palace 
She  rushetb  in,  and  clam  vp,  as  distraught* 
The  burial  stackj  and  drew  the  Troian  swerd. 
Her  gift  sometime,  but  meant  to  no  such  vse. 
Where  when  she  saw  his  weed,  and  well  knowen 
Weping  a  while  in  study  gan  she  stay,  [bed. 

Fell  on  the  bed,  and  these  last  wordes  she  said. 
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^i?ete  spoiles,  whiles  God  and  destenies  it  wold, 
Receiue  this  sprite,  and  aid  me  of  these  cares : 
I  liued  and  ramie  the  course,  fortune  did  |;rauDt; 
And  vnder  earth  my  great  gost  now  shall  wende: 
A  goodly  town  I  built,  and  saw  my  waJles; 
Happy,  alas  too  happy,  if  these  costes 
The  Troyan  shippes  had  neuer  touched  aye. 

Tin's  said,  she  laid  her  mouth  close  to  the  bed. 
Why  then,  quoth  she,  vnwroken  shal  we  die? 
But  let  vs  die :  for  this!  and  in  this  sort 
It  liketh  vs  to  sceke  the  shadowes  darck!— 
And  from  the  seas  the  cruel  Troyans  eics    - 
Shal  wel  discern  this  flamej  and  take  with  hiid 
Eke  these  vnlucky  tokens  of  my  death ! 
As  she  had  said,  her  damsells  might  percene 
Her  with  these  wordes  fai  pearcoid  on  a  sword; 
The  blade  embrued  and  hands  besprent  with  gore. 
The  clamor  rang  vnto  the  pallace  toppe: 
The  brute  ranne  throughout  al  thastonied  towne: 
With  wailing  great,  and  womens  shrill  yelling 
The  roofes  gan  roare:   the  aire  resound   with 

plaint : 
As  though  Cartage,  or  thauncient  town  of  Tyre 
With  preasc  of  entrcd  enemies  swarmed  full: 
Or  when  the  rage  of  furiuus  flame  doUi  take 
The  temples  toppes,  and  mansions  eke  of  men. 

Her  sister  Anne,  spritelesse  for  dread  to  heare 
This  fearefiill  sturre,  with  nailes  gan  teare  her 

fiice. 
She  smote  her  brest,  and  rushed  through  the  rout: 
And  her  dieng  she  cieapes  thus  by  her  name : 
Sister,  for  this  with  craft  did  you  me  bourd?    - 
The  stak,  the  flame,  the  altars,  bred  they  this? 
What  shall  I  first  complaine,  forsaken  wight? 
Lothest  thou  in  death  thy  sisters  fellowship  ? 
Thou  shouldst  haue  calld  me  to  like  destiny; 
One  wo,  one  sword*  one  boure  mought  end  vs  both. 
This  funerall  stak  built  I  with  these  handes. 
And  with  this  voice  cleped  our  natiue  Gods ; 
And  cruel' so  absentest  mc  from  thy  death? 
Destroyd  thou  hast,  (sister)  both  thee  and  me, 
Thy  people  eke,  and  princes  borne  of  Tyre. 
Geue  here :  I  shall  with  water  washe  her  woundes; 
And  such  with  mouth  her  breath,  if  ought  be  left. 
This  said,  vnto  tlie  high  degrees  shee  mounted, 
Embrasing  fast  her  sister  now  half  dead. 
With  wailefull  plaint:  whom  in  her  lap  she  layd, 
The  black  swart  gore  wiping  dry  with  her  clothes. 
But  Dido  striueth  to  lift  vp  againe 
Her  heauy  eyen,  and  hath  no  power  therto: 
Deepe  in  her  brest  that  fixed  wound  doth  gape. 
Thrise  leaning  on  her  elbow  gain  she  raise 
Her  self,  vpward:  and  thrise  she  ooerthrewe 
Upon  the  bed :  ranging  with  wandring  eies 
The  skies  for  light,  and  wept  when  she  it  found. 

Almighty  luno  hauing  nith  by  this 
Of  her  long  paines,  and  eke  her  lingriug  death : 
From  heauen  she  sent  the  Goddesse  Ins  downe, 
The  throwing  spirit,  and  iointed  liiumes  to  loose. 
For  that  neither  by  lot  of  destiny. 
Nor  yet  by  kindly  death  she  perished. 
But  wretchedly  before  her  fatall  day. 
And  kindled  with  a  sodein  rage  of  flame, 
Proserpine  had  not  from  her  head  bereft 
The  golden  heare,  nor  judged  her  to  hell. 
The  dewye  Iris  thus  with  golden  wings, 
A  thousand  hues  shewing  against  the  sunne, 
Amid  the  skies  then  did  she  flyc  adowne 
On  Didos  head :  where  as  she  gan  a  light. 
This  heare  (quod  she)  to  Pluto  consecrate 

TOLiU. 


Commaunded  I  reue;  and  thy  spirit  rnloosit 
Prom  this  body.     And  when  she  thus  had  said, 
with  her  right  hand  she  cut  the  heare  in  twaiue: 
And  therwith  al  the  kindly  heat  gan  quench. 
And  into  wind  the  life  iborthwith  resolue. 
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CHAPTER  t. 


I  Salabcon  Dauids  Sonne,  king  of  Jerusalem, 
Chosen  by  God  to  teache  the  Jewes,  and  in  his 
lawes  to  leade  them,  {vayne, 

Confesse,  vnder  the  sonne  that  eury  thing  is 
The  world  is  false,  man  he  is  frayle,  and  all  his 
pleasures  payne.  [fynde 

Alas !  what  stable  frute  may  Adams  childcren 
In  that  they  seke  by  sweate  of  browes,  and  travill 
of  tbeir  mynde  ?  [decay  s 

We  that  line  on  tiie  earthe,  drawn  towaid  our 
Ower  childeren  fill  our  place  a  uhille,  and  thea 
they  fade  awaye. 
Such  chaunges  makes  the  earthe,  and  dothe  re- 
moue  for  none. 
But  scrues  us  for  a  place  to  play  our  tragedes 
vppon.  [course  hath  ronnc. 

When  that  the  restlesse  sonne  westwaiide  hi^ 
Towards  the  east  he  basts  as  fast,  to  ryse  where  he 
begonne.  [blast. 

When  hoarey  Boreas  hathe  blowen  his  frosen 
Then  Zephirus  with  his  gentill  breathe  dissolnes 
the  ise  as  fest : 
Fludds,  that  drinke  vpp  small  broks,  and  swel 
by  rage  of  rayne, 
Discharge    in  sees,  which   them   replesse,    and 
swallowe  strayte  againe.  [ronue  their  race. 
These  worldly  pleasures,  (Loii,)  so  swift  they 
That  skaYce  our  eyes  may  them  disceme,  they 
hyde  so  litteJ  space.  [shall: 

What  bathe  bin,  but  is  now,  the  like  hereafter 
What  new  deuioe  grounded  so  8uer,'Cl)at  dreadeth 
not  the  fall :  [tymes  past 

What  may  be  called  new,  but  suche  things  in 
As  time  buryed,  and  dothe  reuiue,   and  tyme 
agayne  shall  waste.  [brute  at  all ; 

Things  past  right  worthey  &me,  have  now  no 
Even  so  shall  dey  suche  things,  as  now  the  simple 
woundcrs  call. 
1,  that  in  Dauides  seate  sit  crowned,  and  rejoice. 
That  with  my  septer  rule  the  Jewes,  and  teach 
them  with  my  voyce,  [sonne, 

Have  serchied  long  to  know  all  things  vnder  the 
To  see  how  in  this  mortal  lyef  a  suerty  mitrht  be 
wonne :  [to  desyer: 

This  kyndlcd  will  to  knowe,  straunge  things  for 
God  bathe  grafte  in  our  gredye  breasts  a  torment 
for  our  hyer.  [knoo 

The  end  of  cache  travell  forthwith  I  sought  to 
I  found  them  uaine  mixed  with  gall,  and  burdend 
with  muche  woo 
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Defaults  of  natures  worke  no  mans  hand  may 

restore; 

Wbiche  be  in  nomber  like  the  sandes  rpon  the 

satte  floods  shore.  [mynd 

Then,  .vaunting  in  my  witte,  I  gan  call  to  my 

What  rewles  of  wisdom  I  hadde  taught,  that  elders 

could  not  find.  [use, 

And  as  by  contraries  to  treye  most  things  we 

Mens  follies  and  their  errors  eke  I  gan  them  all 

peruse:  [clime: 

Tberby  with  more  delight  to  knowledge  for  to 

But  this  I  found  an  endles  wourke  of  payiie,  and 

losse  of  t3rme.  [mynd, 

For  he  to  wisdomes  skoole,that  dolh  applie  hys 

The  further  that  he  wades  therin ,  the  greater  doubts 

shall  fiud ;  [ure. 

And  such  as 'enterprise  to  put  newe  things  in 

Of  some  that  shall  skome  their  deuiae  may  well 

them  selfes  assure. 

CHAPTER  II. 

From  pensif  fiuizies  then  I  gan  my  hart  reuoke, 
And  gaue  me  to  such  q>orting  plates,  as  laughter 
myght  prouoke:  [blinded  me. 

But  euen  suche  uain  delight,  when  the  moste 
Allwayes  me-thought  with  smiling  grace  a  king 
did  yll  agre.  [muche  wine, 

Then  sought « I  how  to  please  my  belly  with 
To  feede  me  fatte  with  costly  feasts  of  rare  de- 
lights, and  fine;  .    [rest. 
And  other  plesures  eke  too  purchace  me  with 
In  so  great  choise  to  find  the  thing,  that  might 
content  me  best:                  [stormes  of  ire, 
Itut,  I^ord !  what  care  of  mynd,  what  suddaine 
With  broken  islepes  endoryed  T,  to  compas$e  my 
desier.  [cure 
The  buylde  my  howses  faier,  then  set  I  all  my 
By  princely  actes  thus  straue  I  still  to  moke  my 
fiimc  indure. 
Delicius  gardens  eke  I  made  to  please  my  sight, 
And  gmfte  therin  all  kiodes  of  frutes  that  might 
my  mouth  delight:                         [I  drewe, 
Condits  by  liuely  springs  from  their  owld  coursw 
For  to  refreshe  the  f^itefull  trees,  that  in  my 
gardynes  grewe : 
Of  catell  great  encreace  1  bred  in  littell  space; 
Bondmen  I  bought;   I  gave  them  wyfes;   and 
saru'd  me  with  ther  race: 
Oreate  heapes  of  shining  gold  by  sparing  gan  I 
saue,                                                 [to  haue 
With  things  of  price  so  fiimyshed,  as  fitts  a  prince 
To  heare  faier  women  sing  sometyme  I  did  re- 
ioyce, 
Rauysbed  with  their  pleasaunt  tuues,  and  swetnes 
of  their  voyce: 
Lemans  1  had  so  faier,  and  of  so  liuely  hewe. 
That  who  so  gased  in  their  face,  myght  well  their 
bcwtyrewe:                                        [seate; 
Never  erste  sat  there  king  so  riche  in  Dauyds 
Yet  still  me  t)tought,for  so  small  gaine,  the  trauaile 
was  too  ^eat. 
From  my  desirous  eyes  I  hyd  no  pleasaunt  sight, 
Nor  from  my  hart  no  kind  of  myrth,  that  might 
pere  them  delyght:                          [P^vne, 
Which  was  the  only  freute  I  rept  of  all  my 
To  feade  my  eyes,  and  t*  reioyce  my  hart  with  all 
my  gaine.                              [care  of  mynd, 
But  when  I  made  by  compte,  with  howe  great 
Aud  herts  vnrest,  that  I  had  sought,  so  wastfull 
ftute  to  fynd: 


Then  was  I  streken  stray  te  with  that  abused  fier. 

To  glorey  in  that  goodly  witte,  that  compast  my 

desyer.  [rencwe; 

Bat  freshe  before  myne  eyes  ^race  did  my  faults 

What  gentill  callings  I  hadd  fledd,  my  myne  to 

pursewe ;  [eskape : 

What  raging  pleasurs  past,  perilli  and  hard 

What  fiincis  in  my  bed  had  wrought  the  licor  of 

the  grape.  [dothmoue; 

The  erroure  then  I  sawe,that  their  fraile  hartes 

Which  striue  in  vaine  for  to  compare  with  him 

that  sitts  aboue :  [peryth  playne. 

In  whose  most  perfect  worcks  suche  craft  ap- 

That  to  the  least  of  them  there  may  no  mortal 

hand  attayne. 

And  lyke  as  lightsome  day  dothe  shine  aboue 

the  night:  [beames  as  bright: 

So  darke  to  roe  did  folly  seme,  and  wisdomes 

Whose  eyes  did  seme  so  clere  mots  to  discern 

and  fynde, 

But  will  had  closed  follies  eyes»  which  greped 

like  the  blynde.  [worldly  fame  ; 

Yet  death,  and  time  consume  all  witt,   and 

And  looke  what  ende  that  folly  hath,  and  wisdome 

hathe  the  same.  [cure 

Then  sayd  I  thus,  O  Lord,  may  not  thy  wisMlom 

The  wayfull  wrongs,  aud  hard  conflicts,  that  folly 

doth  endure  ? 

To  sharpe  my  witte  so  fine,  then  why  toke  I 

this  payne? 

Now  finde  I  well  this  noble  serche  maye  eke  be 

called  vayne.  [reward. 

As  slanders  loth  some  brute  soundes  follies  iust 

Is  put  to  silence  all  be-time,  and   brought  in 

smale  regard:  [fame^ 

Eutn  so  dothe  tyme  deuoure  the  noble  blast  of 

Which  showtd  resounde  their  glories  great,  that 

do  deserue  the  same. 

Thus  present  changes  chase  away  the  wonders 

past:  [to  last. 

Ne  is  the  wise  mans  fattal  thred  yet  lenger  spunne 

Then  in  this  wreatched  vale  our  iyef  I  lothed 

playne. 

When  I  beheld  our  frutles  paynes  to  compasse 

pleasurs  vayne; 

My  trauayll  this  availe  hath  me  produced,  loo ! 

An  heire  unknowen  shall  reape  the  frute  that  1  in 

sede  did  so  we; 

But  whervnto  the  Lord  his  nature  shall  inclyne 

Who  can  fore-knowe,  into  whoose  lands,  I  must 

my  goods  resine? 

But  Lord,  how  pleasaunt  swete  then  seamd  the 

idell  liefc. 

That  never  char&:ed  was  with  care,  nor  burdened 

with  stryefe:  [sore. 

And  vile  the  gredye  trade  of  them,  that  toil  to 

To  leaue  to  suche  ther  trauells  frute,  that  neucr 

swet  therfore.  [relief. 

What  is  that  pleasant  gaine,  what  is  that  swet 

That  showld  delay  the  bitter  tast,  that  wc  fe(e  of 

our  gref  ?  [gaine^ 

The  gladsome  da  yen  we  passe  to  serche  a  simple 

The  quiete  nights  with  broken  slcpes,  to  fcad  a 

restles  brayne.  [remayne. 

What  hope  is  left  us  then,  what  camfurt  doth 

Our  quiet  herts  for  to  reioyce  with  the  frute  of  our 

payne?  [<*all, 

Yf  that  be  trew,  who  may  him  selfe  so  happy 

As  I,  whose  free  and  sumptius  spence  doth  sbyns 

beyonde  them  all  ? 
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Severly  it  is'a  gift,  and  ftirour  of  the  Lorde, 

Liberally  to  speode  our  goods,  the  grouade  of  all 

discorde.  [treasares  mold. 

And  wretched  herts  bane  they,  that  let  their 

And  cairey  the  rodde  that  ikorgeth  tliem,  that 

glory  in  their  gold. 

Bat  I  do  knowe  by  proofe,  whose  ryches  bcres 

sache  bratc^  [sucbe  freute. 

What  stable  weltb  may  stand  in  wast,  or  keping  of 

CHAPTER  III. 

Like  to  the  stereles  boate,  that  swarues  with  every 
wyode,  [prof  I  fiude. 

The  slipper  topp  of  worldely  welthe  by  creuell 
Skarce    hathe   the    &eade,   whereof   that  nature 
formethe  man, 
Receuid  lief,  when  deathe  him  yields  to  earth 
wher  he  began  :  [ftiitc. 

The  grafted  plants  with  payn,  whereof  wee  hopctl 
To  roote  them  vpp  with  blossomes  sprede  then 
is  our  cheif  porsute.: 
That  erst  we  rered  vpp  we  nndermyne  againe, 
And  shred  the  spraies,  whose  groothe  some-tyme 
we  laboured  with  paine : 
Each  froward  thretning  chere  of  fortune  moiks  us 
playne,  [herta  againe. 

And  every  pleasant  showe  reuiues  our  wofull 
Auncient  walles  to  race  is  our  unstable  guyse, 
And  of  their  wetherbeten  stones  to  bnylde  some 
new  tlevyse.  [moo; 

New  fancycs  dayly  springs  which  vadde,  retnming 
And  now  wc  practyse  to  obtaine  that  strayt  we 
mustforgoo.  [wait; 

Some  tyme  we  seke  to  spare,  that  afterward  we 
And  that  we  traveled  sore  to  knitt,  for  to  unlose 
as  fast. 
In  sober  sylence  now  our  quiet  lipps  we  close: 
And  with  unbrydkd  toungs  furthwith  our  aecret 
herts  disclose. 
Sucbe  as  in  folded  armes  we  did  embrace,  we  hate : 
Whom  strayte  wc  reconsill  againe,  and  baaiahe 
all  debate.  [me; 

My  sede,  with  labour  sowne,suche(ruteproduceth 
To  waste  my  lief  in  contraries,  that  never  shall 
agre.       * 
From  God  these  heoy  cares  ar  sent  for  our  unrests, 
And  with  suche  burdens  for  our  welth  he  ftaut^ 
eth  full  our  brests. 
All  that  the  Lord  hathe  wrought,  hath  bewtey  and 
good  grace;  [and  place; 

And  to  cache  thin?  assined  is  the  proper  tyme 
And  graunted  eke  to  man  of  all  the  worldes  estate. 
And  of  cache  thing  wrought  in  the  same  tu 
argue  and  debate :  [ledge  moste 

W^hich  arte  though  it  aproche  the  henenly  know- 
To  2$erche  the  naturall  grounde   of  thiugs,  yet 
all  is  labour  loste. 
ilut  then  the  wandering  eyes,  that  longe  for  suertey 
sought, 
Founde  that  by  paine  no  certayne  welth  might 
in  this  world  be  bought. 
Who  liveth  in  delight,  and  sekes  no  gredy  thryste. 
But  frely  spends  his  goods  may  thinke  it  is  a 
secret  gifte. 
Fulfilled  shall  it  be  what  so  the  Lord  intende. 
Which  no  device  of  mans  witt  may  aduaonce, 
nor  yet  defende:  [dren  might 

Who  made  all  things  of  nought,  that  Adams  chyl- 
Lerne  how  to  dread  the  I^rd,  that  wrought  such 
wonders  in  their  sight. 


The  gresly  wonders  past,  which  tyme  wears  out  of 

mynde. 

To  be  renewed  in  our  days  the  Lord  hath  so 

assynde. 

Lo  thus  he  carfuU  skourge  dotbe  stele  on  us  vn- 

ware,  [doth  againe  repaire. 

Which  when  the  fleshe  hath  clene  forgott,  he 

Wlien  1  in  this  uaine  serche  had  wanderyd  ore  my 

witt,  [should  have'sitt: 

I  saw  a  roiall  throne  eke  where  as  Justice 

In  stede  of  whom  I  saw,  with  fyerce  and  crewell 

mode  [drounke  the  giltles  blode. 

Wher  Wrong  was  set,  that  blody  beast,  that 

Then  thought  I  thus,  one  day  the  Lord  shall  sit  in 

dome  [spotted  have  no  rome. 

To  vewe  his  flock,  and  chose  the  pure;  the 

Yet  be  suche  skourgcs  sent,  that  each  agreuid 

mynde, 

Lykc  the  brute  beasts  that  swell  in  rage,  and 

fury  by  tber  kynde,  [longe. 

His  errourr  may  coofesse,  when  he  hath  wreasteled 

And  then  with  pacience  may  him  arme,  the 

sure  defence  of  wronge. 

For  death,  that  of  the  beaste  the  carion  doth  de- 

uoure,  t^tal  bower. 

Unto  the  noble  kynde  •f  men  presents  the 

The  perfitt  forme,  that  God  hathe  geoen  to  •ther 

man,  [began; 

Or  other  beast,  dissolve  it  shall  to  earth  wher  it 

And  who  can  tell  yf  that  the  sowle  of  man  ascende. 

Or  with  the  body  if  it  dye,  and  to  the  groan 

decende:  [gayue, 

Wherfore  each  gredy  hart,  that  riches  seks  to 

Gather  may  he  that  sanery  frute,  that  springeth 

of  his  payne. 

A  meane  conuenient  welth,  I  meane  to  take  in 

worth,  fpowre  it  forth: 

And  with  a  hand  of  larges  eke  in  measure 

For  treasure  spent  in  lyef,  the  bod  ye  dothe  sus- 

teyne;  [amaued  with  mucbe  payne. 

The    heire   shall  waste   the    whourded  gold, 

Ne  may  foresight  of  Man  such  order  geve  in  lyef. 

For  to  foreknow,  who  shall  rejoyce  their  gotten 

good  with  stryef. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

When  I  bethought  me  well,  under  the  restlei 
soon  [chastyced  were  doon; 

By  fix>lke  of  power  wh«t  crewell  wourks  un« 
I  saw  wher  stoode  a  heard  by  power  of  such  op- 
press. 
Out  of  whose  eyes  ran  floods  of  tears,  that  bayned 
all  ther  brest : 
Devoyde  of  comfort  dene,  in  terroure  and  dis« 
tresse ;  [to  represse : 

In  whose  defence  none  wolde  arrse,  such  rigour 
Then  thought  1  thus:  O  Lord,  the  dead,  whose 
fatal  bower 
Is  clone  ronne  out,  more  happy  ar;  whom  that 
the  wormes  deuoure : 
And  happiest  is  the  sbde,  that  neuer  did  conceue; 
That  neuer  felt  the  waylfull  wrongs,  that  mortal 
(u\ke  receue.  [gaync 

And  then  I  saw,  that  welth,  and  euery  honest 
By  trauill  wonne,  and  swcte  of  browes,  gan 
growe  into  disdayne. 
Through  sloth  of  carcles  foike;  whom  ease  so  Ceit 
doth  feade; 
Whose  idell  hands  doo  nought  but  waast  the 
frote  of  other  seede: 
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Which  to  themselves  perewade,  that  little  gott 
with  ease. 
More  thankefuU  is  then  kynddomes  won  by 
traiiayle  and  disease. 
Another  sort  I  saw  without  both  frend  or  kynne ; 
Whose  gredy  wayes  yet  neuer  soaght  a  foitb- 
full  freud  to  wyune;  [could ; 

¥niose  wretched  corps  no  toile  yet  euer  wery 
Nor  glutted  euer  wer  their  eync  with  heaps  of 
shytiing  gould: 
Bat  yf  it  miglit  appear  to  their  abused  eyne. 
To  ^hos€  auayle  they  trauiil  so,  and  for  whose 
salie  they  pyne : 
.Then  should  they  see  what  cause  they  haue  for  to 
repent 
The  frutles  pajrnes,  and  eke  the  tyroe,  that  they 
in  vayne  haue  ppent. 
Then  gan  I  thus  resoluc:  More  pleasant  is  the  lyef 
Of  foythcfull  f rends,  that  spend  their  goods  in 
commone  without  stryef : 
For  as  the  tender  frend  appcasith  euery  gryef ; 
So  yf  he  foils  that  liues  alone,  who  shall  be  his 
relyef  ?  f  faste ; 

The  firendly  feeres  ly  wanne,  in  armes  embraced 
Who  sleapes  aloone  at  euery  toume  dothe  fealc 
the  winter  blabt: 
What  can  he  doo  but  yeld,that  must  resist  aloone  ? 
Yf  ther  be  twaine,  one  may  defend  tlie  tother 
oiK;r-throwne :  [d  ure. 

The  single  twyned  cordcs  may  no  such  strcsse  in- 
As  cables  brayded  thre-fouid  may,  together 
wrethed  sure. 
In  better  far  estate  stand  children  poore  and  wyse, 
Then  aged  kyiigs  wedded  to  will,  that  worke 
without  aduyse. 
In  prison  haue  I  sene,  or  this,  a  wofuU  wyght. 
That  neuer  kuewe  what  fredom  ment,  nor  tast- 
edofdelyght,  [mette, 

With  such  unhoped  happ,  in  most  despaier,  hath 
Within  the  hands,  that  erst  ware  gyves,  tu  liaue 
a  septure  sette;  [staate, 

And  by  conjures  the  seade  of  kyngs  is  thrust  from 
.     Whereon  agreuyd  people  worke  ofteymes  theii 

hidden  haate. 
Other,  without  respect  I  saw  of  frend  or  foo 
With  feet  wome  bare  in  tracing  such  whereas 
the  honours  groo. 
And  at  deth  of  a  prynce  great  rowtes  reuiued 
strange. 
Which,  faiue  thear  owld  yoke  to  discharge,  re- 
joyced  in  the  change.  [mure. 

But  when  I  thought  to  theise,  as  iieauy  even,  or 
Shal  be  the  burden  of  his.  raigne,  as  his  that 
went  befure;  [pciid: 

And  that  a  trayne  like  great,  vpon  the  dead  de- 
I  gan  conclude  each  gredy  gayne  hath  his  uu- 
certayne  end. 
In  humble  sprite  is  set  the  temple  of  the  Lorde; 
Wher  yf  tbow  enter,  loke  thy  mouth  and  con- 
scyence  may  accorde: 
Whose  churche  is  buylte  of  loue,  and  decte  with 
hotte  desyre. 
And  simple  fayth :  the  yotden  gboost  his  marcy 
doth  requyre: 
Wher  perfectly,  for  aye,  he  in  his  woord  doth  rest; 
With  gentill  eare  to  heare  thy  sute,  and  grant 
to  thy  request. 
In  IxMMt  of  ontwarde  works  he  takith  no  delight. 
Nor  wast  of  wou rds :  tuche  sacry  fice  uniauereth 
iu  his  sight. 
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WUBM  that  repentant  teares  hath  clensed  clere 

from  ill  '[amending  will : 

The  charged  brest:  and  grace  hath  wrought  therin 

With  bold  demands  tnen  may  his  mercy  well 

assaile  [may  none  preoaylc : 

The  speche  man  sayth ;  without  the  which  request 

More  shall  thy  pennytent  sighes   bis  endies 

mercy  please,  [words  Gods  wrath  appease; 

Then  their  importune  suits,  which  dreame,  that 

For  hart  contrite  of  fisult,  is  gladsome  recont^ 

pence;  [synne  dispense. 

And  prater  fruict  of  faith,  wherby  God  doth  with 

As  ferful  broken  slepes  spring  from  a  restles 

hedde;  [bredde. 

By  chattering  of  unholy  lippes  is  fruUes  prayer 

In  wast  of  wynde,  1  rede,  vowe  nought  vnto  the 

Lord,  [accord: 

Whereto  thy  hart  to  bynd  thy  will  freely  doth  not 

For  humble  vowes  ftUlftlld  by  grace  right  SMretly 

smoke  [God  provoke. 

But  bold  behests,  broken  by  lusts,  the  wrath  of 

Yet  bette,  with  humble  hert,  thy  frayltye  to 

confesse,  [fraude  expresse. 

Then  to  l>06t  suche  perfitnes,  whose  woiks  such 

With  fayned  wordes  and  otbes,  contract  with 

God  DO  gyle;  [thy  self  de6le: 

Suche  craft  returns  to  thyn  own  harme,  and  doth 

And  thoughe  the  myst  of  sinne  perswad  such 

error  light,  [his  sight. 

Therby  yet  ar  thy  outward  works  all  dampned  in 

As  sondry  broken  dreams  vs  dyueralye  abuse: 
So  ar  his  errors  manifold,  that  many  words  dothe 
use 
With  humble  secret  playnt,  fewe  words  of  hotte 
eflfect,  [neglect. 

Honor  thy  Lord ;  alowance  vaine  of  voyd  desert 
Thoughe  wrooge  at  times  the  right,  and  welthe 
eke  nede  oppresse, 
Thitike  not  the  hand  of  justice  slowe  to  folio  we 
the  redresse:  [dred. 

For  suche  unrighteous  folke,  as  rule  withouten 
By  some  abuse,  or  secret  lust,  he  suffereth  to  be 
led.  [lent. 

The  cheif  blisse,  that  in  earth  to  liuing  man  is 
b  moderat  welth,  tu  nourish  lief,  yf  be  can  be 
content. 
He  that  hath  but  one  felde,  and  gredely  seke 
the  nought  [in  his  thought. 

To  fence  the  tillers  hand  from  nede,  is  king  with 
But  such  as  of  ther  golde  ther  only  idoll  make. 
Nee  treasure  may  the  rauyn  of  their  hungry  hands 
aslake.  [gayne^ 

For  he  that  gapes  for  good,  and  hordeth  all  his 
TraueHs  in  vayne  to  hyde  the  sweet,  that  should 
rcleue  his  payne. 
Wher  is  {rret  welth,  there  should  be  many  a 
nedy  wight  [man's  cheife  delight. 

To  spend  the  same,  and  that  should  be  the  riche 
The  sweet  and  quiet  slepes  that  weryd  limmes 
oppresse, 
Begile  the  night  in  dyet  thynne,  and  feasts  of  great 
excesse:  [rest 

But  wakenlye  the  riche,  whose  lyuely  heat  with 
Their  charged  boolks  with  change  of  meats  cannot 
so  sone  dygest 
An  other  righteous  dome,  I  sawe,  of  gredy  gayne 
With  busy  cares  suche  treasures  oft  preseniyed 
to  their  bayne: 
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The  lilenteous  housses  sackt,  the  owners  end 
with  shame  [should  rejoyce  the  same 

Their  sparkelid  goods{  their  nedy  hey  res,  that 
From  welth  dyspoyled  bare;  from  nrhence  they 
^  came  they  went,  [them  sent: 

CJad  in  the  blothes  of  pouerti,  as  nature  fyrst 
Naked,  as  from  the  wombe  we  came,  if  we  de- 
part, I  to  vex  the  hart  ? 
What  toyle  to  seeks  that  we  must  leue?  what  bote 
What  lyef  leade  testey  men,  they  that  consume 
their  dayes  .  [sum  alwaies. 
In  inwarde  frcets,  untemperd  bate^,  as  stryef  with 
Then  gan  I  prayce  all  those,  in  suche  a  world  of 
stryffe,  [in  lyffej 
Ar  take  the  profite  of  the  goods,  that  may  be  had 
For  sure  the  liberall  hand  that  hath  no  hart  to 
S)>are                                          [vertu  rare: 
This  fading  welthe,  bnt  powres  it  fort  be,  it  is  a 
That  maks  welthe  slave  to  nede,.and  gold  be- 
com  bis  tbrall,               [his  chest  with  all ; 
Clings  not  his  gutts  with  niggeshe  fare  to  heape 
But  feeds  the  lusts  of  kynde  with  costly  meats 
andwyne,                                    [thatpyne: 
And  slacks  the  hunger  and  the  tburst  of  nedy  folke 
No  gluttons  feast  I  meane  in  wast  of  spence  to 
stryve,                                  [thus  to  reaiue 
But  temprat  mealies  the  dullest  spryts,  with  joye 
No  care  may  perce  where  myrth  hath  tempred 
such  a  brest ;                             [may  digest 
The  bitter  gaull,  seasond  with  swete  such  wysdomc 
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Wher  recheles  youthe  in  a  unquiet  brest, 
Set  on  by  wrath,  revenge,  and  cruettye. 

After  long  warr,  pacyens  had  opprest, 
And  justice  wrought  by  pryncelye  equitie. 

My  devy  then,  royue  errour  depe  imprest. 
Began  to  worke  dispaire  of  libertyej 

Had  nbi  David,  the  perfyt  u'amour,  tought 

That  of  my  fault  thus  pardon  should  be  sought 
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Oh  Lorde  uppon  whose  will  dependeth  my  wel- 
fare, [night  I  spare; 
To  call  uppon  thy  hollye  name  syns  day  nor 
Graunt  that  the  just  request  of  this  repeotaunt 
mynd, 
So  perce  thyne  eares,  that  in  thy  sight  som  fa- 
vour it  may  fynd.     *  fpa^t. 
My  sowle  is  frau.htcd  fiill  with  greif  of  follies 
My  restles  bod  ye  doth  consume  and  death  ap- 
procheth  fast;                             [in  twayne, 
Like  them  whose  fatall  thrcde  thy  hand  hath  cut 
Of  whome  ther  is  no  further  brewte,  which  in 
their  graves  remeyne. 
Oh,  Lorde,  thou  hast  cast  me  hedlong,  to  please 
my  fooe,                                             [wooe, 
Into  a  pitt  all  botomeles,  where  as  I  plaync  my 
The  burthen  of  thy  wrath  it  doth  me  sore  oppresse ; 
And  sundrye  storroes  thou  hast  me  sent  of 
terrour  and  distresse  : 
The  faithful!  firends  ar  fled  and  bannyshed  from  my 
sight:                                  [fiTndshipp  light. 
And  such  as  I  have  held  fiUL  dere  have  sett  my 


My  durance  dotb  perswade  of  fredom  such  dis- 
paire, [eye  sight  doth  appairc : 
That  by  tJie  teares  that  bayne  my  brest,  myne 
Yet  did  I  never  cease  thine  ayde  for  to  desyre, 
With  humble  hart  and  stretched  hands,  for  to 
appease  thy  yre. 
Wherfure  dost  thou  foibeare  in  the  defence  of 
thyne,  [Adams  tyne; 
To  show  such  tokens  of  thy  power  in  sight  of 
Wherby  cche  feble  hart  with  fayth  might  so  be 
fedd,                                  [might  be  spredd. 
That  in  the  mouthe  of  thy  elect  thy  mercy es 
The  fleshe  that  fedeth  wormes  can  not  thy  love  de- 
clare,                                 [land  of  dispaire; 
Nor  suche  set  forth  thy  faitK  as  dwell  in  the 
In  blind  endured  herts  light  of  thy  lovely  name 
Can  not  appeare,  as  can  not  judge  the  brightnea 
of  the  same: 
Nor  blasted  may  thy  name  be  by  the  mouth  of 
those                               [may  not  disclose : 
Whom  death  hath  shutt  in  syleAce,  so  as  they 
The  lively  voyce  of  them  that  in  thy  word  delight. 
Must  be  the  trumppe  that  must  resound  the 
glorye  of  thy  mygbt :  ♦ 
Wherfore  I  shall  not  cease  in  cl^ief  of  my  distresse. 
To  call  on  Thee  till  that  the  sleape  my  weryd 
tymes  oppresse; 
And  in  the  morning  eke  when  that  the  slepc  is 
fledd,                                  [my  restles  bedd. 
With  floods  of  salt  repentaunt  teres  to  washe 
Within  this  carefull  mynd, bourdnyd  with  care  and 
greif,                                         [he  his  relief. 
Why  dost  thou  not  appere,  oh  Lord,  that  sholdest 
My  wretched  state  beholde,  whom  death  shall  strait 
assaile,  ^butwaile; 
Of  one»  from  youth  afflicted  still,  that  never  did 
The  dread,  loo !  of  thyne  yre  had  trod  me  under 
fpct,                           [deth  seme  full  sweet 
The  scourgis  of  thyne  angrye  hand  hath  made 
Like  to  the  roring  waves  the  sunken  shippe  sur- 
I ounde,                                [succour  found ; 
Great  heaps  of  care  did  swallow  me,  and  I  no 
For  they  whom  no  myschaunce  could  from  my 
love  devyde,               •            [face  to  hyde. 
Ar  forced,  for  my  greater  greif,  from  me  their 
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The  soudden  stormes  that  heave  me  to  and  froo, 

Had  wel  neare  pereed  faith,  my  guyding  saile. 
For  I,  that  on  the  noble  voyage  goo 

To  succber  trueth  and  falshed  to  assaile, 
Constrayned  am  to  beare  my  sayles  full  loo, 

And  never  could  attayne  some  pleasaunt  gai!e: 
For  unto  such  the  prosperous  winds  doo  bioo 

As  roune  from  porte  to  porte  to  seke  availe: 
This  bred  dispayre,  whereof  such  doubts  did  groo. 

That  I  gan  faint,  and  all  my  courage  faile; 
But  now,  my  blage,  mine  error  well  1  sec, 
Such  goodlye  light  king  David  giveth  me. 
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Thoughe,  Lord,  to  Israeli  thy  graces  plcnteoiis 

be, 
I  meane  to  such,  with  pure  intent  as  fix  their 

trust  in  The; 
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Yet  wliiUs  the  faith  did  faynt  that  shold  have 

been  my  guy de,  [bep:an  to  slyde: 

Lyke  them  that  walk  in  slipper  pathes  my  feet 

Whiles  I  did  grudge  at  those  that  glorey  in  iheir 

polde,  [they  woldc. 

Whose  lothi^om  pryde  rejoyscth  welth  in  quipt  as 

To  so  by  course  of  ycres  what  nature  doth  ap^ 

pere,  [heire  to  heirc; 

The  palayces  of  princely  fourme  succcde  from 

From  all  such  travailca  free  as  longe  to  Adams 

^:ede,  [nor  by  dread. 

Neither  withdrawne  from  wicked  works  by  daunp:er 

Whereof  thirt:  skomfuU  pryde,  and  gloried  with 

theit  eyes;  [clad  in  vj'ce: 

As  garments  clotlic  the  naked  roan,  thus  are  they 

Thus,  as  tliey  wisfae,  succeds  the  mischief  that 

they  meane, 

Whose  glulten  chekes  slouth  feads  so  fatt,  as  scant 

their  eyes  be  sene.  [fayne 

Unto  whose  crewel  power  most  men  for  drcd  ar 

To  bend  and  bow  with  loftye  looks,  whiles  thoy 

vawnt  in  their  rayne;  [frame. 

And  in  their  bloody  hands  whose  creweltye  that 

The  wailfuti  works  that  skourge  the  poorc,  without 

regard  of  blame. 

To  tempt  the  living  God  they  think  it  no  offence, 

And  perce  the  isymple  with  their  tungs  that  can 

make  no  defence.  [to  waver. 

Such  proofes  bifore  the  just,  to  cause  tlie  harts 

Be  sett,  lyke  cupps  myngled  with  gall,  of  bitter 

tnst  and  saver:  [foode. 

Then  saye  thy  foes  in  skorne,  that  tast  no  other 

But  sucke  the  flcshe  of  thy  elect  and  bath  them  in 

their  bloode,  [this? 

Shold  we  beleve  the  Lorfle  doth  know  and  sufTt  r 

Foled  be  he  with  fables  vayne,  that  so  abused  is. 

To  terrour  of  the  just,  thus  raignes  iniquityc, 

Armed  with  power,  laden  with  gold,  and  drcd  for 

crueltye,  [faytbe  mayntayne 

Then   vayne  the  warr  might  seme,  that  I  by 

Against  the  6eshe,  whose  false  affects  my  pure 

hart  wold  distayne.  [doon. 

For  I  am  scourged  still  that  no  offence  hare 

By  wrathes  children,  and  from   my  byrth   my 

chastenin?  begoon.  [thy  hand, 

When  I  behelde  their  pryde,  and  slackness  of 

1  gan  bewaile  the  wofuU  state  wherin  thy  chosen 

,    stand; 

And  as  I  sought  wherof  thy  sufferaunce.  Lord, 

sbold  groo, 

I  found  no  witt  could  perce  so  far,  thy  holy  domes 

to  knoo;  [trust. 

And  that  no  mysteryes  nor  donght  could  be  dis- 

Till  1  com  to  the  holly  place,  the  mansion  of  the 

just;  [prepare, 

Where  I  shall  se  what  end  thy  jus^ce  shall 

For  iuch  as  buyld  on  worldly  welth,  a  ad  dye  their 

colours  faire,  [buylding  vavne. 

Oh  I  bow  their  ground  is  false,  and  all  their 

And  they  shall  fall,  their  power  shall  faile  that  did 

their  pr3rde  mayntayne,  [plea«-aunt  toumc. 

As  charged  harts  with  care,  that  dreme  some 

Afteer  their  sleape  fynd  their  abuse,  and  to  their 

plaint  retourne:  [geaunce  shall 

So  shall  their  glory e  iaade,  thy  sword  of  ven- 

Unto  their  dronken  eyes  in  blooKl  disclose  their 

errours  all.  [yshorne, 

And  when  their  golden  fleece  is  from  the  backe 

The  spotts  that  under  neth  were  bidd«  thy  chosen 

shepe  shall  skorne: 


And  till  that  bappye  daye,  my  hert  shall  swell 
in  care, 
My  eyes  yeld  team,  my  yeres  constime,  bitwene 
hope  and  dispayre.  [ments  dartce. 

Loo,  how  my  sprits  ar  doll,  and  as  thy  judg- 
No  mortall  hcdd  may  skale  so  highe,  but  wunder 
at  thy  warke. 
Alas !  how  oil  my  foes  have  framed  my  decaye. 
But  wlien  1  stode  in  drede  to  drench e,  thy  hands 
still  did  me  stay.  [synne. 

And  in  cache  voyage  that  I  tooke  to  conquer 
Thou  wert  my  gtiyd,  and  gave  me  grace  to  com- 
fort me  therin ;  [did  cleue. 
And  when  my  withered  skyn  unto  my  bones 
And  flesh  did  wast,  thy  grace  did  then  my  simple 
spirits  releue.  [trust: 
In  other  succour  then,  O  Lord,  why  should  I 
But  only  thyn,  whom  I  have  found  in  thy  behigbt 
so  just:                                               [refuse. 
And  suche  for  drede  or  gayne  as  shall  thy  name 
^  Shall  perishe  with  their  golden  godds  that  did  theit 
harts  seduce ;                                 [and  joye. 
Where  I,  that  in  thy  worde  have  set  my  trtist 
The  high  reward  that  longs  thereto  shall  quietlye 
enjoye :                                               [grace, 
And  my  unworthye  lypps,  inspired  with  thy 
Shall  thus  forespeke  thy  secret  works,  in  sight  of 
Adami  race. 


EXAUDI,  DEUS,  ORATIONEM   H£DM.   PSALM  Lr. 

Give  eare  to  my  suit,  Lord,  fromward  hide  not 

thy  face, 
Beholde,  sinking  in  grief,  lamenting,  how  I  praye: 
My  fooes  they  bray  so  iowde,  and  eke  threpe  on 
so  fast, 
Buckeled  to  do  me  scathe,  so  is  their  malice  bent. 
Care  peiceth  my  entrayles,  and  traveyleth  my 
spryte ; 
The  greslye  feare  of  death  envyioaeth  my  brest. 
A  tremblynge  cold  of  dred  cleue  overwhelmeth 
my  hert: 
O,  thinke  I,  hadd  I  wings  like  to  the  symple  do\'e. 
This  peryll  might  I  ilye,  and  sske  some  place 
of  rest  [cares. 

In  wylder  woods,  where  I  might  dwell  far  from  these 
What  speady  way  of  wiug  my  playnts  $>hold 
thcr  lay  on,  [rae ; 

To  skape  the  stormye  blast  that  threatned  is  tu 
Rayne  those  unbrydled  tuugs,  breake  that  con- 
jured league. 
For  I  decyphred  have  amydd  our  towne  the  stryfc; 
Gile  and  wrong  do  kepc  the  walles,  they  ward 
both  day  and  night:  [ket  stede. 

And  mysoheif  joynd  with  care  doth  kepe  the  mar- 
Whilst  wickidness  with  craft  in  heaps  swarme 
through  the  strete. 
Ne  my  declared  foo  wrought  me  all  this  reproche, 
By  harme  so  loked  for,yt  wayeth  halfe  the  Icsse; 
For  though  myne  enemyes  happ  had  byn  for  to 
pi-eraile,  [eye: 

I  cold  not  have  hidd  my  face  from  venym  of  bis 
It  was  a  freudly  foo,  by  shadow  of  good  will, 
Myne  old  fere  and  dere  frende,  my  guyde  that 
trapped  me. 
Where  I  was  wont  to  fetche  the  cure  of  all  my  care. 
And  in  his  bosome  hyde  my  secreat  zeale  to 
God. 
Such  loden  surprys  quicke  may  hym  hell  devoure^ 
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Whilst  I  invoke  the  Lord|  whose  power  shall  me 
defend :  [discend 

My  pnyer  shall  not  cease,  from  that  the  sanne 
Till  he  his  aoltuie  wynn,  and  hyde  them  in  the 
see.  [contryte, 

With  words  of  hott  effect,  that  moveth  from  hert 
Sach  humble  snte,  O  Lord,  doth  perce  my  pay- 
cent  eare.  [of  those 
It  was  the  Lord  that  brake  the  bloody  compackts 
That  preloked  on  with  yre,  to  slaughter  me  and 
myiie. 
The  enerlasting  God,  whose  kingdom  hath  no  end, 
Whome  by  no  tale  to  dred  he  could  diuert  from 
synne.  [hand. 
The  oonseyence  nnqnyet  he  strykes  with  bevy 
And  proves  their  force  in  feyth,  whome  he  sware 
to  defend* 


Butter  fels  not  so  soft  as  doth  his  pacyence  longer 

And  over  passeth  fine  oyle  running  not  halfe  so 

smothe :  [provoks. 

But  when  his  snffraonce  fynds  that  brydled  wrath 

He  thremcth  wrath,  he  whets  more  sharppe  tlian 

any  tool  can  fyle.  [wicked  sort, 

Frioor,  whose  harme  and  tounge  presents  the 

Of  those  false  woWes  with  cooles  which  doo  their 

ravin  hyde ;  [Lord, 

That  sweare  to  me  by  heaven,  the  fotestole  of  the 

Who  though  force  had  hurt  my  fame  they  did 

not  touch  my  life. 

Snch  patching  care  I  lothe^  as  feeds  the  welth 

with  lies: 

But  in  the  thother  psalme  of  David  find  1  ease, 

lacta  curam  tuam  super  Dominum  et  ipse  te 

cnotriet* 
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LIFE  OF  SIR  THOMAS  WYAT, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


A  LIPB  of  sir  Thomas  Wyat  appeared  in  the  second  number  of  lord  Orford's  Miscel- 
laneous Antiquities,  from  materials  collected  in  the  British  Museum^  by  his  friend  Gray, 
the  poet;  and  augmented  by  his  lordship  from  other  writers,  particularly  Andiony 
Wood  and  Lloyd,  but  not  without  some  inaccuracy.  A  few  notices  are  now  added  of 
more  recent  authority. 

Sir  Thomas  Wyat,  the  only  son  and  heir  of  sir  Henry  Wyat  of  Allington  Caslle  in 
Kent,  was  born  in  the  year  1503.  His  mother  was  the  dauj^hter  of  John  Skinner  of  the 
county  of  Surrey.  His  father  was  imprisoned  in  the  Tower  in  the  reign  of  Richard  HL, 
when  he  is  said  to  have  been  preserved  by  a  cat  which  fed  him  while  in  that  place,  for 
which  reason  he  was  always  pictured  with  a  cat  in  his  arms,  or  beside  him'.  On  the 
accession  of  Henry  VH.  he  had  great  marks  of  favour  shewn  him,  among  which  was  the 
honour  of  knighthood,  and  a  seat  in  the  privy  council.  One  of  the  last  services  in 
which  he  was  employed  by  that  kmg  was  conducting  to  the  Tower  the  unfortunate  earl 
of  Suffolk,  who  was  afterwards  beheaded  by  Henry  VIH.  He  was  also  a  member  of 
Henry  VIU's  privy  council,  master  of  the  jewel  office,  and  of  the  van-guard  of  lliat 
army,  commanded  by  the  king  in  person,  which  fought  the  memorable  battle  of  the 
Spurs^,    He  died  in  153S. 

The  honour  of  educating  our  poet  has  been  claimed  for  both  universities,  by  Carter 
for  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  and  by  Anthony  Wood  for  Oxford,  because  he  resided 
for  some  time  on  the  establishment  of  cardinal  Wolsey's  new  college,  now  Christ  Church. 
He  then  set  out  on  hb  travels  according  to  the  custom  of  that  age^  and  returned  afler 
some  years,  a  gentleman  of  high  accomplishments  and  elegant  manners*  and  of  sucli 
conversation  talents,  both  as  to  sense  and  wit,  as  to  have  attracted  the  admiration  of  all 
ranks,  and  particularly  of  his  sovereign,  who  bestowed  on  him  the  order  of  knighthood, 
and  employed  him  in  various  embassies.  Mr.  Warton  appears  oilended  with  Wood  for 
saying  that  "  the  king  was  in  a  high  manner  delighted  with  his  witty  jests;"  while  he 

*  Hasted's  Historjr  of  Kent,  vol.  ii.  p.  183.  ■  Lodge's  lllustratiotiSi  vol.  i.  p.  1. 
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allows  that  Henry  was  probably  as  much  pleased  with  his  repartee^  as  his  politics. 
Lloyd,  whom  Mr.  Gray  and  lord  Orfbrd  have  adopted  as  an  authority,  reports  enough 
of  his  wit  to  convince  us  that  he  might  delight  a  monarch  of  Henry's  fickleness  and 
passionate  temper.  Persons  of  this  character  are  often  more  easily  directed  or  diverted 
by  a  striking  expression  than  by  a  train  of  argument. 

According  to  Lloyd,  Wyat  was  frequently  honoured  with  the  king's  familiar  conversa- 
tion, which  never  put  him  so  much  off  his  guard  as  to  betray  him  into  any  fooleries 
inconsistent  with  his  character.  When  urged  by  the  king  to  dance  at  one  of  the  court- 
balls,  he  replied  that,  ''He  who  thought  himself  a  wise  man  in  the  day-time,  would  not 
be  a  fool  at  night."  His  general  deportment  is  said  to  have  been  neither  too  severe 
for  Henry  VIlI's  time,  nor  too  loose  for  Henry  VH's;  with  whose  court,  however,  he 
could  have  little  acquaintance.  In  him'  also  was  said  to  have  been  combined  the  wit  of 
sir  Thomas  More,  and  the  wisdom  of  sir  Thomas  Cromwell.  It  is  no  small  confirma- 
tion of  thb  character  that  his  firiend  Surrey  describes  him  as  of  '*  a  vi&age  stem  and 
mild;"  a  contrariety  which  seems  to  be  very  happily  preserved  in  Holbein's  incom- 
parable drawing  lately  published  by  Mr.  Chamberlain. 

But  his  wit  was  not  evanescent.  We  are  told  that  he  brought  about  the  Reformation 
by  a  bon  mot,  and  precipitated  the  fall  of  Wolsey  by  a  seasonable  story.  When  the 
king  was  perplexed  respecting  his  divorce  from  queen  Cathtrine,  which  he  affected  to 
feel  as  a  matter  of  conscience,  sir  Thomas  exclaimed,  "  Lord!  that  a  man  cannot 
repent  him  of  his  sin  without  the  pope's  leave!"  A  tmtli  thus  wittily  hinted  was 
afterwards  confirmed  by  the  opinion  of  Cranuier  and  of  the  universities ;  and  became  a 
maxim  of  church  and  state.  The  story  by  which  be  promoted  the  fall  of  Wolsey  has 
not  descended  to  our  times.  Lloyd  merely  says  that  when  the  king  happened  to  be  dis« 
plea3ed  with  Wolsey,  '<  sir  Thomas  ups  with  a  story  of  the  curs  baiting  the  batchers' 
dog,  which  contained  the  whole  method  of  that  great  man's  ruin."  Few  readers  require 
to  be  told  that  Wolsey  was  the  son  of  a  butcher  at  I|)swicb. 

In  the  early  state  of  the  Reformation  the  deiigy  were  discontented,  because  afraid  of 
losing  their  valuable  lands.  *'  Butter  the  rooks  nests/'  said  sir  Thomas,  **  and  they  will 
never  trouble  you."  The  meaning,  not  very  obvious,  was  that  the  king  Hhould  give 
the  church  lands  to  the  great  families,  whose  interest  it  would  then  be  to  prevent  the 
re-establishment  of  popery.  The  wit,  however,  of  this  advice  is  more  remarkable  than 
the  %risdom;  for  notwithstanding  the  robbery  of  the  church,  which  has  kept  her  poor 
ever  since,  popery  was  effectually  re-established  in  queen  Mary*s  reign.  The  liberality 
of  the  only  other  ban  mot  recorded  of  sir  Thomas  may  be  questioned.  One  day  he 
told  the  king  that  he  had  found  out  a  living  of  /UK)  a  year  more  than  enough,  and 
prayed  him  to  bestow  it  on  him;  and  when  the  king  answered  that  there  was  no  such  in 
England,  shr  Thomas  mentioned  <'  the  provost-ship  of  Eaton ;  where  a  man  hath  his  diet, 
his  lodging,  his  horKmeat,  his  servant's  wages,  bis  riding  churge,  and  an  hundred 
pounds  per  annum  besides.'* 

Sir  Thomas  was  a  man  whose  acquaintance  was  much  courted,  for  his  splendid  enter- 
tainments; his  knowledge  of  the  political  relations  of  the  kingdom;  his  discernment  in 
discovering;  men  of  parts,  and  hb  readiness  to  encourage  them;  and  for  the  interest  he 
was  known  to  possess  at  court.  It  became  a  proverb,  when  any  person  received  prefer- 
ment, that  "  be  had  been  in  sir  Thomas  Wyat's  closet."  To  thb  may  be  added,  that 
hb  conversation  had  that  happy  mixture  of  the  grave  and  gay  which  excludes  dul- 
liess  9s  well  as  levity;  and  hb  manners  were  so  highly  polished  that  be  differed  in 
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opmion  with  the  utoiost  civility,  and  expressed  his  doubts  as  if  lie  needed  the  informa- 
tion which  he  was  able  to  impart. 

Amidst  tliis  prosperous  career,  he  had  the  misfortune,  like  most  of  the  eminent 
characters  of  this  reign,  to  fall  under  the  severe  displeasure  of  the  king,  and  was 
twice  imprisoned',  but  for  what  offences  his  biographers  are  not  agreed^  Fuller 
says  he  had  heard  that  he  fell  into  disfavour  about  the  business  of  queen  Anne 
Bullen.  Lloyd  insinuates  the  same,  and  some  have  gone  so  far  as  to  accuse  him  of  a 
criminal  connection  with  her.  But  this  is  in  part  erroneous.  From  the  oration 
which  he  delivered  on  his  second  trials  and  which  lord  Orford  has  printed  in  his  Mis^* 
cdlaneous  Antiquities,  he  expressly  imputes  hb  6rst  imprisonment  to  Charles  Brandon, 
duke  of  Suffolk.  *'  His  first  misfortune  flowed  from  a  court-cabal ;  tlie  second  from 
the  villainy,  jealousy,  and  false  accusation  of  that  wretch  Bonner,  bishop  of  London, 
whose  clownish  manners,  lewd  behaviour,  want  of  religion,  and  malicious  perversion 
of  trutli,  sir  Thomas  paints  with  equal  humour  and  asperity."  Bonner  accused  him 
of  a  treasonable  correspondence  with  cardinal  Pole,  and  this  with  some  treasonable 
expressions  concerning  the  king;  formed  the  principal  charges  against  him,  which  be 
repelled  with  great  spirit,  ease,  and  candour.  The  words  which  he  was  accused  of 
having  uttered  were,  '*  tliat  the  king  sliould  be  cast  out  of  a  cart's  a— e:  and  that  by 
God's  blood,  if  he  were  so,  he  was  well  served,  and  he  would  he  were  so."  Sir 
Thomas  acknowledged  the  possibility  of  his  having  uttered  the  first  part  of  this  sen- 
tence, and  explained  his  meaning,  viz.  that  between  the  emperor  and  the  king  of 
France,  hb  master  Henry  would  probably  be  left  in  the  lurch. 

He  was  tried  for  this  by  a  jury  before  a  committee  of  the  council,  and  probably 
acquitted ;  as  we  find  that  he  regained  the  confidence  of  the  king,  and  was  afterwards 
sent  ambassador  to  the  emperor.  His  eagerness  to  execute  this  commission,  whatever 
it  was,  proved  fatal ;  for  riding  fast  in  the  heat  of  summer  he  was  attacked  by  a  ma- 
lignant fever,  of  which  he  died  at  Shircboume  in  Dorsetshu-e,  1541,  ia  the  thirty-eighth 
year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  in  the  great  conventual  church  there  ^. 

Lord  Orford  informs  us,  that  in  Vertue's  manuscript  collections  he  found  that 
Vertue  was  acquainted  with  a  Mr.  Wyat,  who  lived  in  Charterhouse-yard,  and  was  the 
representative  descendant  of  that  respectable  family.  In  1721,  and  at  other  times, 
Vertue  says,  at  that  gentleman's  house  he  saw  portraits  of  his  ancestors  for  seven  de- 
scents, and  ot^ier  pictures  and  ancient  curiosities'. 

Our  poet  has  usually  been  termed  sir  Thomas  Wyat  the  Elder,  to  distinguish  him 
from  sir  Thomas  Wyat,  his  son,  who  suffered  death  for  high  treason  in  the  reign  of 
queen  Mary.  His  lady,  according  to  Wood,  was  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  Thomas 
Brooke,  lord  Cobham^..  His  son  left  issue,  by  Jane  his  wife,  daughter  and  co-heir  of 
William  Hawte  of  Bourne,  knight,  a  son  named  Geoige  Wyat  of  Boxley  m  Kent,  re- 
stored IS.  Elizabeth. 


*  See  his  Sonnet  to  sir  Francis  Bryan.    C. 

*  Lord  Orford  contradicts  Anthony  Wood's  account  of  sir  Thomas's  death,  by  playing  in  his  usual 
way  upon  words,  but  unfortunately  upon  words  which  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  Athenae.  See  Misc. 
Antiquities,  p.  18.  note,  and  compare  with  Wood,  vol.  i.  col.  57.     C 

,  ^  *'  Drayton,  in  his  Verses  to  Master  George  Sandys,  ^easurer  for  the  English  colony  in  Virginia, 
mentions  the  name  of  a  Wyat,  who  probably  might  be  a  descendant  of  our  poet's.  Sandys  was  re- 
lated to  the  Wyat  family.''    Headley's  Beauties,  i.  Ixvi. 

^  She  afterwards  married  sir  Edward  Warner,  bart.    liasttd's  Kent,  vol.  II.  p.  188. 
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Sir  Thomas's  biographers  are  in  general  silent  on  the  subject  of  his  connection  with  lord 
Surrey.  It  is  known,  however,  that  they  were  closely  allied  by  friendship,  and  simila- 
rity of  taste  and  studies.  Surrey's  character  of  Wyat  is  a  noble  tribute  to  his  memory. 
The  year  following  his  death,  Leland  publislied  a  volume  of  elegiac  verses,  some  of 
which  are  very  elegant,  and  all  highly  encomiastic,  entitled  "  Nseniae  in  mortem  Thoroae 
Wiati,  equitis  inconiparabilis,  Joanne  Lelando  Aniiquario,  Auctore,  4to.^'  This  scarce 
pamphlet  has  a  wood  cut  of  Wyat,  8up|)osed  to  be  by  Uolbein,  but  representing  him 
as  a  much  older  man  than  he  was,  and  with  a  huge  busby  beard  hiding  more  than  half 
his  featnres.    The  copy  in  the  British  Museum  b  dated  IbS'Z. 

His  poems  were  first  published  by  Tottcll,  along  with  Surrey's,  and  the  collection  by 
uncertain  authors.  The  authenticity  of  Surrey's  and  Wyat's  poems  seems  to  be  con* 
firmed  by  this  care  of  Tottell  to  distiuguisli  what  he  knew  from  what  he  did  not  know» 
and  what,  from  tlie  ignorance  of  an  editor  of  so  much  taste,  I  apprehend  were  «ot 
generally  known.  Mr.  Warton  has  favoured  us  with  a  very  elaborate  and  elegant  criti* 
cism  on  Wyat,  but  has  found  it  impossible  to  revive  his  poetical  fame.  He  contributed 
but  little  to  the  refinement  of  English  poetry,  and  his  versification  and  language  are  de- 
ficient in  harmony  and  perspicuity.  From  a  close  study  of  the  Italian  pbets^  hb  imagi- 
nation dwells  too  often  on  puerile  conceits  and  coutrarietics,  which,  however,  to  some 
are  so  pleasing  that  they  are  not  to  thb  day  totally  excluded  from  our  poetry.  As  a 
lover,  his  addresses  are  stately  and  pedantic,  with  very  little  mixture  of  feeling  or  pas- 
sion ;  and  although  detached  beauties  may  be  pointed  out  in  a  few  of  hb  sonnets,  fats 
genius  was  ill  adapted  to  this  species  of  poetry.  In  all  respects  he  is  inferior  to  hn 
friend  Surrey^  and  claims  a  place  in  the  English  series  chiefly  as  being  the  first  moral 
satirbt,  and  as  having  represented  tlie  vices  and  follies  of  hb  time  m  the  true  spirit  of 
the  didactic  muse. 

Lord  Surrey,  we  have  seen,  praises  his  version  of  David's  Psalms,  a  work  about  the 
existence  of  which  bibliogrdphers  are  not  agreed.  No  copy  is  known  to  be  extant,  nor 
IS  it  noticed  in  any  history  of  the  Englbh  press,  nor  in  any  library  printed  or  manu- 
script. In  1549  were  published  Certayne  Psalms,  a  transcript  of  which  has  been 
made  for  the  present  edition,  without,  I  am  afraid,  adding  much  to  the  author's  repu- 
1ati(m.  Mr.  Warton  observes,  that  the  pious  Thomas  Sternhold  and  John  Hopkins  are 
the  only  immortal  translators  of  David's  Psalms.  But  indifferent  as  they  are  now 
thought,  there  is  nothing  to  be .  found  of  a  superior  kuid  before  their  time.  In  the 
library  of  Bene't  College,  Cambridge,  is  a  manuscript  translation  of  the  Psalms  into 
Scotch  metre  of  the  fourteenth  century. 

Tottel's  edition  of  Surrey  and  Wyat  contains  also  the  Poems  of  uncertain  au- 
thors, on  which  Mr.  Warton  has  bestowed  the  whole  of  sect.  xxi.  and  part  of  xxii.  of 
hb  Hbtory  of  Poetry.  He  notices  thb  collection  as  the  first  printed  poetical  miscellany 
in  the  English  language,  and  b  of  opinion  that  sir  Francis  Bryan,  George  Boleyn,  lord 
Rochford  (brother  to  queen  Anne  Boleyn),  and  lord  Vaux,  "  all  professed  rhymers 
and  sonnet-writers,"  were  large  contributors.  Sir  Francis  Bryan's  and  lord  Hochford's 
shares  have  not  been  ascertamed.  Lord  Thomas  Vaux  ^  b  the  author  of  The  Image 
of  Death,  and  of  the  Assault  of  Cupide  upon  the  Fort  in  which  the  Lover's  Heart 
lay  wounded.  He  has  been  confounded  by  some  writers  with  Nicholas  Vaux,  hb 
father,  who  was  no  poet ;  and  with  hb  son  William,  who  wrote  several  poems  in  tlie 

"^  See  Mr.  Park's  Life  of  ibis  nobleman  in  his  edition  of  tbe  Royal  and  Noble  Authors,  vol.  I. 
p.  309. 


LIFE  OF  WYAT.  S67 

collection  called  The  FEuradise  of  Dainty  Deuises.  Mr.  Ritson*  has  produced 
Chnrcliyard's  authority  that  he  also  was  a  contributor  of  **  many  things''  to  this  oollec- 
tiouy  but  they  are  not  specified. 

Mr.  Warton  is  of  opinion  that  all  these  pieces  were  written  between  the  yean  1530 
and  1550,  and.  most  of  them*  perfaapsy  within  the  first  part  of  that  period.  The 
Songes  written  by  N.  G.  at  the  dose  of  the  collection  are  attributed  to  Nicholas 
Grimoald,  a  man  of  extensive  learning,  a  critic,  and  a  poet,  and  the  second,  after  lord 
Surrey,  who  wrote  in  blank  verse.  Mr.  Warton  gives  him  the  high  pnuse  of  having 
added  to  Surrey's  efibrts  new  strength,  elegance,  and  modulation,  and  thinks  that  as 
a  writer  of  verses  in  rhyme,  he  yields  to  none  of  his  contemporaries,  for  a  masterly 
choice  of  chaste  expression,  and  concise  elegancies  of  didactic  versification.  The 
remainder  of  these  poems  await  the  researches  and  conjectures  of  some  future  and  in« 
defatig^ble  antiquary. 

s  Ritson's  Bibtiographia  Poetica,  in  art.  Churchyard. 
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SIR   THOMAS  WYAT. 


THE  LOUER  FOR  SHAMEPASTKBS8B  HID- 
£777  HIS  DESIRE  WITHIN  HIS  FAITH- 
FUL HEART. 

'HKloog  love,  that  in  my  thought  I  harber 
And  in  my  hart  doth  kepe  his  refidence. 
Into  my  face  preaaeth  with  lK>ld  pretence^ 
And  there  campeth,  displaying  his  banner  j 
She  that  me  leames  to  loue,  and  to  lofier, 
And  wines  that  my  trust,  and  lustes  negligence 
Be  reined  by  reason,  shame*  and  renerence 
With  his  hardinesse  takes  displeasure. 
Wherewith  loge  to  the  hartes  forest  he  fleeth. 
Leaning  his  enterprise  with  paine  and  crye. 
And  therp  him  hideth  and  not  appeareth. 
What  may  I  do  ?  when  my  maister  feareth. 
But  in  the  field  with  him  to  line  and  dye. 
For  good  is  the  life,  ending  fiiithftiUy. 


THt  lOVER  WAXETH  WISER,  AND  WUX 
NOT  DYE  FOR  AFFECTION. 

Ybt  was  I  neuer  of  your  loue  agreued, 
Nor  neuer  shall,  while  that  my  life  doth  last; 
But  of  hating  my  self,  that  date  is  past. 
And  teares  continual  sore  hath  me  weried: 
I  will  not  yet  in  my  graue  be  buried; 
Nor  on  my  tombe  your  name  haue  fixed  fast, 
As  cruel  cause,  that  did  my  sprite  sone  hast, 
From  thunhappy  boones  by  great  sigbes  stirred. 
Then  if  an  hart  of  amorous  feith  and  will 
Content  your  minde  withouten  doing  grief; 
Please  it  you  so  to  this  to  do  relief; 
If  otherwyse  you  seke  for  to  fulfyll 

Your  wrath,  you  erre,  and  shall  not  as  you  wene; 

And  you  your  self  the  cause  thereof  bare  bene. 

VOL.  II. 


THE  ABUSED  LOUER  SEETH  HIS  FOLY 
AND  ENTENDETH  TO  TRUST  NO  MORE. 

Was  never  file  yet  halfe  so  well  yfiledy 

To  file  a  file  for  any  smithes  entent. 

As  1  was  made  a  filing  instrument. 

To  frame  other,  while  that  I  was  begiled^ 

But  reason  loe,  hath  at  my  foly  smiled. 

And  pardoned  me,  sins  that  I  me  repent. 

Of  my  last  yeres,  and  of  my  time  mispent 

For  youth  led  me,  and  fiilshod  me  misguided* 
Yet,  this  trust  I  haue  of  great  apparance, 
Sina  that  disceit  is  ay  returnable, 
Of  very  farce  it  is  agreable, 
That  therwithall  be  done  the  recompence. 
Then  gile  begiled,  playnd  should  be  neuer^ 
And  the  reward  is  little  trust  for  ever. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH  HIS   BEING 
STRIKEN  WITH  SIGHT  OF  HIS  LOUE. 

The  finely  sparfces,  that  issue  from  those  eyes» 
Against  the  which  there  vaileth  no  defence* 
Have  perst  my  hart,  and  done  it  none  ofience. 
With  quakipg  pleasure,  more  than  once  or  twise. 
Was  neuer  mpA  could  any  thing  deuUe, 
Sunne  beames  to  tume  with  so  great  vehemence 
To  dase  mans  sight,  as  by  their  bright  presence 
Dased  am  I,  much  like  vnto  the  gi%. 
Of  one  striken  with  dint  of  lightening. 
Blind  with  the  stroke,  and  crying  here  and  there: 
So  call  I  for  help,  1  not>  when  or  where; 
The  payn  of  my  fall  paciently  bearing. 

For  streight  after  the  blase  (as  is  no  wonder) 
Of  deadly  noyse  beare  I  the  fearfull  thuuder. 

know  not 

MB 
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WYATS  ?OEMS, 


THE  WAVERING  LOVER  WTLLETH  AND 
DREADETH  TO  MOVE  HIS  DESIRE. 

ScJOH  Taine  thought,  as  wonted  to  misleade  me, 
III  desert  hope  by  well  assured  mooe. 
Makes  me  from  company  to  liue  alone. 
In  fblowing  her,  whom  reason  bids  me  flee. 
And  after  her  my  hart  would  faine  be  gone. 
But  armed  sighes  my  way  do  stop  anone, 
Twixt  hope  and  dreade  lockinge  my  libertie; 
So  fleeth  she  by  gentle  crueltie. 
Yet  as  I  gesse  vnder  disdainful!  brow. 
One  beam  of  ruth  is  in  her  cloudy  looke, 
Which  comfbrtes  the  mind,  that  erst  forfearshooke; 
That  bolded  straight  the  way;  then  seke  I  how 

To  vtter  forth  the  smart  I  byde  within  ; 

But  such  it  is,  1  not^  how  to  begin. 


Now  joy,  now  wo,  if  they  my  chere  distainei 
For  hope  of  smal,  if  much  to  feare  therefore. 
To  hast  or  slacke,  my  pace  to  lesse,  or  more 
Be  signe  of  loue,  then  do  I  loue  againe. 
If  tliou  aske  wbome;  sure  sins  I  did  refrainey 
Brunet,  that  set  my  welth  in  such  a  rore, 
Th*  unfained  chere  of  Phyllis  hath  the  place 
That  Brunet  had ;  she  hath  and  ever  shall; 
She  from  my  self  now  hath  me  in  her  grace ; 
She  hath  in  baud,  my  wit,  my  will  and  all: 
My  hart  alone  wel  woorthy  she  doth  stay. 
Without  whose  belpe  skant  do  1  liue  a  day. 


THE  LOUER  HAVING  DREAMED  ENJOY- 
ING OF  HIS  LOUE,  COMPLAINETH 
THAT  THE  DREAME  IS  NOT  EITHER 
LONGER  OR  TRUER. 

Unstable  dreame,  according  to  the  place. 
Be  stedfast  ones,  or  els  at  least  be  true; 
By  tasted  swetnesse,  make  me  not  to  rew 
The  sodeyn  lossc  of  tby  false  fhyned  grace. 
By  good  respect  in  such  a  dangerous  case. 
Thou  broughtest  not  her  into  these  tossing  seas; 
But  madest  my  sprite  to  liue,  my  care  t*  encrease^ 
My  body  in  tempest  her  delight  t*  embrace. 
The  body  dead,  the  sprite  had  his  desire. 
Painless  was  tb'  one,  the  other  in  delight 
Why  then,  alasl  did  it  not  kepe  it  right. 
But  thus  returne  to  leape  into  the  fier; 

And  where  it  was  at  wish,  could  not  remaine? 

Suchmookesof  dreames  do  turn  to  deadly  payne. 


^ 


THE  LOUER  VNHAPPY,  BIDDETH  HAPPY 
LOVERS  REJOICE  IN  MATE,  WHILE 
HE  WAILETH  TffAT  MONTH  TO  HIM 
MOST  UNLUCKLY. 

Yk  that  in  loue  find  lucke  and  iwete  abundance. 

And  line  in  lust  of  joyful  jolitie, 

Arise  for  shame,  do  way  your  slqggardy; 

Arise,  I  say,  do  May  some  observance, 

Ijst  me  in  bed  lye,  dreamyng  of  mischaunce. 

Let  me  remember  my  mishappes  vnhappy. 

That  me  betyde  in  May  most  cnmroonly. 

As  one  whome  loue  list  little  to  advance. 

Stephan  saide  true,  that  my  natiuitie 

Mischanced  was  with  the  ruler  of  May : 

He  gest  (I  prove)  of  that  the  veritie. 

In  May  my  welth,  and  eke  my  wittes,  I  say, 

Haue  stand  so  oft  in  such  perplexitie, 

Joy,  let  me  dreame  of  your  felioitie, 


OF  OTHERS  PAINED  SOROW,  AND  THB 
LOUEHS  PAINED  MIRTH. 

Cesar,  when  that  the  traytour  of  Egipt 
With  t'  honorable  bed  did  him  present, 
Couering  his  bartes  gladnesse,  did  represent 
Plaint  with  his  teares  outward,  as  it  is  writ. 
Eke  Hannibal,  when  fortune  him  out  shit 
Clene  from  his  reigue,  and  from  al  his  entent. 
Laugh t  to  his  foike,  whom  sorow  did  torment, 
Hn  cruel  dispite  for  to  disgorge  and  quit. 
So  channced  me,  that  cuery  passion 
The  minde  hideth  by  colour  contrary. 
With  fained  visage,  now  sad,  now  mery; 
Wherby  if  that  I  laugh  at  any  seaaon. 
It  is  because  I  have  none  other  way 
To  cloake  my  care,  but  vnder  sporte  aod  play. 


e 


THE  LOVER  CONFESSETH  HIM  IN  LOVE 
WITH  PHILUS. 

If  vaker  care,  if  sodayn  pale  colour; 

If  many  sighes  with  little  speche  to  plainej 

>  I  know  not. 


OF  CHANGE  IN  MYNDE. 

EcRB  man  me  telth,  I  change  most  my  deuisej 
And  on  my  faith,  methinke  it  good  reason 
To  change  purpose,  like  after  the  season. 
For  in  eche  case  to  kepe  still  one  guise. 
Is  mete  for  them,  that  would  be  taken  wise; 
And  I  am  not  of  such  manc^  condicion  ; 
But  treated  after  a  diuerj  fashion ; 
And  thereupon  my  diuersenesj>e  duth  ryse. 
But  you,  this  dinersene^se  that  blamen  most. 
Change  you  no  more,  but  still  after  one  rate 
Treate  you  me  well;  and  kepe  you  in  that  state; 
And  while  with  me  doth  dwell  this  weried  ghost. 

My  word  nor  1  shall  not  be  variable; 

But  always  one,  your  own  both  firme  and  stable. 


HOW  THE  LOVER  PERISHETH  IN  Hm 
DEUGHT,  AS  THE  FUE  IN  THE  FIRE. 

Some  fowles.  there  be  that  haue  so  perfite  sight. 
Against  the  sunue  their  eyes  for  to  dcfende; 
And  some,  because  the  light  doth  them  offende, 
Neuer  appere.  but  in  the  darke  or  night: 
Other  reioyce  to  see  the  fire  so  bright, 
And  wene  to  play  in  it,  as  they  pretende; 
But  finde  contrary  of  it,  that  they  eotende. 
Alas,  of  that  sort  may  I  be  by  right: 
Porto  withstand  her  loke  I  am  not  able; 
Yet  can  I  not  hide  me  in  no  darke  place; 
So  foloweth  me  remembrance  of  that  face. 
That  with  my  teary  eyen,  swolne,  and  vnstablc^ 
My  desteny  to  behold  her  doth  me  leade, 
And  yet  I  know  (  rvnoe  iqto  th«  gleade^ 


OF  THE  lELOUS  MAN  THAT  LOUED  THE  SAME  WOMAN. 
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AGAINST  HIS  TONG  THAT  FAILED  TO 
VTTER  HIS  SLfTES. 

BiCAUSB  1  Still  kept  thee  fro  lyes  and  blame, 
And  to  my  power  ahrays  thee  honoured, 
Unkinde  tongue,  to  yll  hast  thou  me  rendred, 
For  such  desert  to  do  me  wreke  and  shame. 
In  nede  of  succour  most  when  that  1  am, 
To  ask  rewarde,  thou  stimdes  lyke  one  afraid; 
Ahvay  most  cold,  and  if  one  woord  be  said, 
As  in  a  dreme,  vnperfit  is  the  same; 
And  ye  salt  teares,  against  my  wyll  ecbe  night. 
That  are  with  me,  when  I  would  be  alone; 
Then  are  ye  gone,  when  I  should  make  my  mone, 
And  ye  so  ready  sigbcs,  to  make  me  shright. 
Then  are  ye  slacke,  when  that  ye  should  out  start. 
And  onely  doth  my  loke  declare  my  hdrt. 


DESCRIPTION    OF    THE    CONTRARIOUS 
PASSIONS  IN  A  LOUER. 

I  FIHDB  no  peace,  and  all  my  warre  is  done, 
1  feare  and  hope;  I  borne,  and  frese  lyke  yse, 
I  flye  aloft,  yet  can  I  not  arise. 
And  nought  I  hane,  and  all  the  world  I  season. 
That  lockes  nor  loseth,  holdeth  me  in  prison, 
And  boldes  me  not,  yet  can  1  scape  no  wyse: 
Nor  lettes  me  live,  nor  dye,  at  my  deuise, 
And  yet  of  death  it  geueth  me  occasion. 
Without  eye  I  se,  without  tong  I  playne : 
I  wish  to  perish,  yet  I  aske  for  helth, 
I  love  another,  and  1  bate  my  seUe; 
I  fede  me  in  sorow,  and  laugh  in  all  my  paine. 
Lo,  thus  displcaseth  me,  both  death  and  life^ 
And  my  delight  is  causer  of  this  strife. 


THE  LOUER  COMPARETH  HIS  STATE  TO 
A  SHIPPE  IN  PERILOUS  STORME  TOSS- 
ED ON  THE  SEA. 

My  gaily  charged  with  forgetfuInesse« 
Through  sbaip  seas,  in  winter  nightes  doth  passe, 
Twene  rocke,  and  rocke,  and  eke  my  foe  (alas) 
That  is  my  lord,  stereth  with  cruel  nesse. 
And  euery  boure,  a  thought  in  read  i  nesse, 
As  though  that  death  were  light  in  such  a  case. 
An  endlesse  wynde  doth  teare  the  sayle  apace 
Of  forced  sighes  and  trusty  fiearfulnesse: 
A  rayne  of  teares,  a  clowde  of  darke  disdaine. 
Have  done  the  weried  coardes  great  hinderance; 
"Wrethcd  with  errour,  and  with  ignorance. 
The  stands  be  hidde,  that  lead  me  to  this  paine. 
Drounde  is  reason  that  shou)de  be  my  comforte. 
And  I  remayne,  dispairing  of  the  porte. 


OF  DOUBTFUL  LOUE. 

A  VYBING  the  height  beames  of  those  faire  eyes, 
M^here  he  abides  that  mineoft  moystesand  washeth ; 
The  weried  mynde  straight  from   the   hart  de- 
To  rest  within  his  woridly  paradyse;      [parteth. 
And  bitter  findes  the  swete»  under  his  gise. 
What  webbes  there  he  hath  wrought,  well  he  per- 

ceiveth, 
Wherby  then  with  himselfe  on  love  he  plainetb. 
That  spurs  with  fyn^  and  bridleth  eke  with  yse: 


In  such  eztremitie  thus  is  he  brought, 
Prosen  now  cold,  and  now  he  standes  in  flame : 
Twixt  wo  and  Wealth,  betwixt  earnest  and  game. 
With  seidome  glad,  and  many  a  diuers  thought; 
In  sore  repentance  of  his  hardlnesse. 
Of  such  a  roote,  loe,  commetb  frute  frntelesse. 


THE  LOUER  SHEWETH  HOW  HE  IS  FOR^ 
SAKEN  OF  SUCH  AS  HE  SOMETYME 
ENJOYED. 

They  flee  from  me,  that  sometime  did  me  seke, 
With  naked  fote  stalking  within  my  chamber: 
Once  haue  I  sene  them  gentle,  tame,  and  meke. 
That  now  are  wilde,  and  do  not  once  remember. 
That  sometime  they  haue  put  themselves  in  danger. 
To  take  bread  at  my  hand,  and  now  they  range. 
Basely  seking  in  continual  change. 

Thanked  be  fortune,  it  hath  ben  otherwise 
Twenty  times  better;  but  onoe  especiall. 
In  thynne  aray,  after  a  pleasant  gise* 
When  her  loose  gowne  did  from  her  shoulders  fall 
And  she  me  caught  in  her  armes  long  and  small ; 
And  therwithall,  so  swetely  did  me  kisse. 
And  softly  sayd,  dear  hearte,  how  like  you  this^ 

It  was  no  dreame;  for  I  lay  broade  awaking: 
But  all  is  tumde  now  through  ipy  gentleuesse. 
Into  a  bitter  fashion  of  forsaking: 
And  I  haue  leaue  to  go  of  her  goodnesse; 
And  she  also  to  use  new  fanglenesie. 
But,  sins  that  1  vnkindly  so  am  serued. 
How  like  you  this,  what  hath  she  now  desemed? 


THE  LADY  TO  AUNSWERE  DIRECTLY 
WITH  YEA  OR  NAY. 

Madame,  witbouten  many  wordes. 

Once  I  am  sure,  you  wyll,  or  no: 

And  if  you  wyll,  then  leaue  your  boordeS| 

And  vse  your  wit,  and  shew  it  so. 

For  with  a  becke  you  shall  me  call; 

And  if  of  one,  that  burnes  alway. 

Ye  haue  pitie,  or  roth  at  all, 

Aunswere  him  faire  with  yea  or  nay* 

If  it  be,  yea;  I  shall  be  faine. 

If  it  be  nay ;  frendes  as  before. 

You  shall  another  man  obtaine; 

And  I  mine  own,  and  yoors  no  mor^. 

TO  BIS  LOUE   WHOM  HE  HAD  KISSED 
AGAINST  HER  WYL. 

Alab,  madam,  fur  stealing  of  a  kiMe, 
Hare  I  so  much  your  mynde  therin  offended? 
Or  have  1  done  su  greuou»ly  amisse, 
That  by  no  meanes  it  may  not  be  amended? 
Revenge  you  then;  the  readiest  way  is  this; 
Another  kisse,  my  life  it  shall  haue  ended, 
For,  to  my  mouth  the  first  my  hart  did  socke. 
The  next  shall  clone  out  of  my  brest  it  plucke* 


OF  THE  lELOUS  MAN  THAT  LOUED 
THE  SAME  WOMAN,  AND  ESPIED  THIS 
OTHER  SITTING  WITH  HER. 

The  wandering  gadUng  in  the  sommer  tide. 
That  findes  the  adder  with  bis  rechlesse  fbote^ 
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Stavtef  not  ditiiiayde  fo  lodeialy  aride, 
k%  icsloQi  deipite  did,  tboa^  tberewere  no  boote : 
When  Ui>t  be  tarn  me  sitting  by  her  fide. 
That  of  my  health  it  very  crop  and  roote. 
It  pleted  me  then  to  haue  lo  Aire  a  grace. 
To  ftynge  the  hart,  that  woold  bane  bad  my  place. 


TO  HIS  LDUE  FROM  WHOM  HE  HAD 
HER  GWUES. 

What  nedea  these  tbicatoiug  woides,  and  wasted 

winde? 
Al  this  cannot  make  me  restore  my  pray. 
To  robbe  your  good,  yiris.  is  ncA  my  mynde: 
Nor  causelesse  yoor  fair  hand  did  I  display. 
Let  loue  be  judge,  or  els  whom  next  we  finde. 
That  may  both  heare  what  you  and  1  can  say. 
She  reft  my  hart,  and  I  a  gloue  from  her: 
Let  us  se  then,  if  one  be  worth  the  other. 


OF  THE  FAINED  FRENDE. 

RfOHT  troe  it  is,  and  sayd  fall  yore  ago; 
Toke  bede  of  him  that  by  the  back  the  claweib : 
For  none  is  worse  than  is  a  frendly  fo. 
Though  thee  seme  good,  all  thing  that  the  deliteth, 
Yet  know  it  well,  that  in  thy  bosome  crepetb. 
For  many  a  man  such  fire  oft  times  he  kindletb, 
That  with  the  blase  his  beard  himself  he  singeth. 


THP    LOVER    TAUGHT,    MISTRVSTBTB 
ALLUREMENTE8. 

It  may  be  good  like  it  who  list. 

But  1  do  doubt:  who  can  roe  blame? 

For  oft  assured,  yet  haue  I  mist; 

And  now  againe  I  fear  tlie  same. 

The  wordes,  that  from  your  mouth  last  came. 

Of  sodeine  change  make  me  agast. 

For  dread  to  finll,  I  stand  not  test. 

Alas!  I  tread  an  endles  mase, 
That  seke  t* accord  two  contraries; 
And  hope  thus  still,  and  nothing  base. 
Imprisoned  in  liberties : 
As  one  vnheard,  and  still  that  cries; 
Always  thirsty,  and  nought  doth  taste; 
For  dread  to  foil,  I  stand  no  tfiurt. 

Assured,  I  dout  I  be  not  sure; 
Should  I  then  trost  unto  such  $uert6; 
That  oft  hath  put  the  profe  in  ure, 
And  never  yet  have  found  it  trustie. 
Nay,  Sir,  in  faith,  it  were  great  folly : 
And  yet  my  life  thus  do  I  wast ; 
For  dread  to  fall,  I  stand  nut  fast. 


Among  whom  mlfa  (I  finde)  yet  doth 
Where  I  it  seke,  alas!  tiiere  is  diadaine. 


yM| 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  THAT  HIS 
LOUE  DOTH  NOTPiTJE  HIM. 

RfiSpuNDE  my  voyce,  ye  woods,  that  heare  me 
Both  biis  and  vales  causing  reflexion,        [plalne, 
And  riuere  eke,  record  ye  of  my  payne, 
Wtilcb  have  oft  forced  ye  by  compassion, 
A>  judges,  lo,  to  bvare  my  exclamacion. 


Oft,  ye  rioers,  to  heare  ray  wofbn  soonde 
Have  stopt  your  conrs,  and  plainly  to 
Many  a  teare  by  moistare  c^  the  ground. 
The  earth  hath  wept  to  heare  my  lieauioesae: 
Which  causelesse  1  endure  without  redresse. 
The  hugy  okes  bane  roared  in  the  winde: 
Eche  thing,  me  thought,  complaining  in  theyr  kind. 

Why  then  alas!  doth  not  she  on  me  rew? 
Or  is  her  hart  so  barde  that  no  pitie. 
May  in  it  sinke,  my  joy  for  to  renew? 
O  stony  hart,  who  hath  thus  framed  thee 
So  cruel,  that  art  cloked  with  beantie; 
That  from  thee  may  no  grace  to  me  proeede. 
But  as  i^warde,  death  for  to  be  my  mede? 


THE  LOUER  REIOYSKTH  AGAINST  FOR^ 
TUSE  THAT  BY  HINDERING  HIS  SUTE 
HAD  HAPPELY  MADE  HIM  FORSAKE 
HIS  FOLLY. 

In  faith  I  wote  not  what  to  say. 

Thy  chaunces  ben  so  wonderoos, 

Thou  Fortune  with  thy  ditfers  play. 

That  makst  the  ioyful  dolorous. 

And  eke  tbe  same  ri^ht  ioyuus. 

Yet  though  thy  rhaine  hath  me  en  wrapt. 

Spite  of  thy  hap,  bap  hath  well  hapt 

Though  thou  hast  set  me  for  a  wonder. 
And  sekest  by  change  to  doe  me  paine: 
Mens  mindes  yet  mayst  thou  not  so  order, 
For  honestie,  if  it  remaine. 
Shall  shine  for  all  thy  cloudy  raine; 
In  vaine  thou  sekest  to  have  metrept; 
Sipte  of  thy  bap,  hap  hath  well  hapt. 

In  hindering  me,  me  didst  thou  ftirther. 
And  made  a  gap,  where  wa^  a  stile, 
Cruell  willes  ben  oft  put  vnder, 
Wening  to  lower,  then  didst  thou  smile: 
I/)rd,  bow  thy  self  thou  didst  begile, 
That  in  thy  cares  would  haue  me  wrapt? 
But  spite  of  bap,  hap  hath  well  hapt. 


A  RENOUNCING  OF  HARDLY  ESCAPED 

LOUE. 

Farewell  the  hart  of  cmeltie; 
Though  that  with  paine  my  libertie, 
Deare  haue  I  bought,  and  wofblly» 
Finisbt  my  fearefull  tragedy. 
Of  force  I  must  forsake  such  pleasure, 
A  good  cause  just,  sins  I  indure, 
Thcrby  my  wo,  which  be  ye  sure, ' 
Shall  therwilh  go  me  to  recure. 

I  fare,  as  one  escapt,  that  fleeth; 
Glad  he  is  gone,  and  yet  still  fearcAh, 
Spied  to  be  caught  and  so  dredeth 
That  he  for  nought  his  pain  lesetb. 
In  joyful  paine,  reioyce  my  hart. 
Thus  to  sustaine  of  eche  apart. 
Let  not  this  song  from  thee  astart. 
Welcome  among  my  pleasant  smart 


WYATES  COMPLAINT  VPON  LOtJE  TO  REASON. 
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THE   LOVER    TO  HiS  BED,   WtTH  DE- 
SCRIBING  OF  HIS  UNQUIET  STATE. 

The  restful]  place,  renuer  of  my  smart, 
The  labours  salue  encreasing  my  sorow. 
The  bodies  ease,  and  troubler  of  my  hart, 
Suieter  of  minde,  mine  unquiet  foe, 
Forgetter  of  payne,  remembrer  of  my  woe. 
The  place  of  slepe,  wherein  I  do  but  wake, 
Besprent  with  teares,  my  bed,  I  thee  forsake* 

The  frosty  snowes  may  not  redresse  my  heat, 
Hor,  beat  of  Simne  abate  my  fervent  cold, 
1  know  nothing  to  ease  my  paines  so  great 
Kche  cure  causeth  encrease  by  twenty  fold, 
Renewini;  cares  upon  my  sorowes  old. 
Such  ouerthwart  effectcs  in  me  they  make. 
Besprent  with  teares,  my  bed  for  to  forsake. 

But  all  for  nought,  I  find  no  better  ease 
In  bed  or  out:  this  most  causeth  my  paine. 
Where  I  do  seke  how  best  that  1  may  please; 
My  lost  labour  (alas)  is  all  in  vaine: 
My  hart  once  set,  I  cannot  it  refraine; 
No  place  from* me  my  grief  away  can  take; 
Wherforo  with  teares,  my  bed  1  thee  forsake. 


COMPARISON  OF  LOUE,  TO  A  STREAMS 
FALLING  FROM  THE  ALPES. 

From  these  hie  hilles  as  when  a  spring  doth  fisll. 

It  trilleth  downe  with  still  and  suttle  course. 

Of  this  and  that,  it  gathers  aye  and  shall, 

Till  it  have  iust  downe  flowed  to  streame  and  force, 

Then  at  the  foote  it  ragcth  over  all: 

So  fareth  loue,  when  he  hath  taue  a  sourse, 

Rage  is  his  raine,  resistance  vaileth  none. 

The  first  eschue  is  remedy  alone. 


WYATES  COMPLAINT  VPON  LOUE    TO 
REASON,  WITH  LOVES  AUNSfVERE. 

Mine  old  dere  enemy,  my  froward  maistec. 
Afore  that  queue  I  causde  to  be  acited. 
Which  holdeth  the  diuine  part  of  our  nature; 
That  like  as  golde  in  fire  he  mought  be  tryed. 
Charged  with  dolour,  that  I  me  presented 
With  horrible  feare,  as  one  that  greatly  dredeth 
A  wrongpfuU  death,  and  iustice  alwaj  seketh. 

And  thus  I  sayd:  "  Once  my  left  foote,  madame, 
When  I  was  yong,  1  set  within  his  raigne; 
Whereby  other  then  fyry  burning  flame, 
1  neuer  felt,  but  many  a  grevous  paine, 
Torment  I  suffred,  anger  and  dlsdaine: 
That  mine  oppressed  pacience  was  past. 
And  1  mine  owne  life  hated  at  the  last. 

Thus  hitherto  have  I  my  time  passed 
In  paine  and  smart;  what  waies  is  profitable. 
How  many  pleasant  daies  have  me  escaped, 
In  seruing  this  false  Iyer  so  deccauable  ? 
What  wit  haue  wordes  so  prest  and  forceable, 
That  may  containe  my  great  mishappincsse? 
And  iust  complaintes  of  his  vngentlenesse? 

So  small  hony,  much  aloes,  and  gall, 
In  bittemesse,  my  blinde  life  haue  I  tasted : 
HU  h\a»  semblance,  that  tnmeth  a?  a  ball, 


With  faire  and  amoroos  fiaunce;  mibdeiiie  be  traced, 
And  where  I  had  my  thought  and  minde  araced 
From  earthly  fhiilnesse*  and  from  vaine  pleaiure. 
Me  from  my  rest  he  take  and  set  in  erronr, 

I      God  made  he  me  regardlessej  than  1  ought^ 
I  And  to  my  self  to  take  right  little  hede: 
And  for  a  woman  haue  I  set  at  nought, 
Al  other  thoughtes,  in  this  only  to  spede: 
And  he  was  onely  counselcr  of  this  dede. 
Whetting  alwaies  my  youthly  frJiile  desire^ 
On  cruel  whetston,  tempered  with  fire. 

But  (oh  alas!)  where  had  I  eoer  wit. 
Or  other  gift  geaen  to  me  of  nature  ? 
That  sooner  shal  be  chauged  my  weried  sprite. 
Then  the  obstinate  will,  that  is  my  ruler : 
So  robbeth  he  my  fredome  with  displeasure. 
This  wicked  traitour,  whom  I  thus  accuse; 
That  bitter  life  hath  turned  in  pleasant  vse^ 

He  hath  me  hasted,  through  diuers  regions, 
Tbfoogh  desert  woodes,  and  sbarpehyemountaihes. 
Through  froward  people,andthroughbitterpa8sioni. 
Through  rocky  seas,  and  ouer  hilles  and  plaines: 
With  wery  traus^  and  with  laborous  paines* 
Alwaies  in  trouble  and  in  tedioujtnesse. 
All  in  errour,  and  daongeroos  distresses 


But  nother  he,  nor  she,  my  tother  foe. 
For  all  my-flight  did  eoer  me  forsake; 
That  though  my  timely  death  hath  bean  to  slowtf 
That  me  as  yet,  it  hath  not  oneitake: 
The  heavenly  godsof  pite  doe  it  slake, 
And  note  they  this  his  oniet  tiranny. 
That  feedes  him»  with  my  care,  and  misery. 

Sins  I  was  his,  hower  rested  I  never. 
Nor  looke  to  do,  and  eke  the  walqr  nightes. 
The  banished  slepe  may  in  no  wise  recouer. 
By  gnile  and  fbroe,  ouer  my  thralled  sprites. 
He  is  ruler,  sins  which  bell  neuer  strikes, 
That  I  heare  not  at  sounding  to  renue 
My  plaintes.  Himself  he  knoweth  that  I  say  tiue. 

For  neuer  wormes  olde  rotten  stbcke  have  eaten. 
As  he  my  hart,  where  he  is  resident, 
And  doth  the  same  with  death  dayly  threaten ; 
Thence  come  the  teares,  and  thence  the  bitter  tor^ 

ment. 
The  sighes,  the  wordes,  and  eke  the  languishment. 
That  noy  both  me,  and  peraventure  other. 
Judge  thon  that  knowest  the  oneandeke  the  tother/' 

Mine  adversair  with  such  greuous  reproofe. 
Thus  he  began,  *'  Heare  lady  the  other  part: 
That  the  plaintroutb,  from  which  hedraweth  aloofe. 
This  vnkind  man  nwy  shew,  ere  that  I  part: 
In  his  yong  age,  1  tooke  him  from  that  art. 
That  selleth  wordes,  and  make  a  clattering  knight. 
And  of  my  wealth  I  gaue  him  the  delight 

Now  shames  he  not  on  me  for  to  complain, 
That  held  him  evermore  in  pleasant  game, 
From  his  desire  that  might  haue  been  his  paine,     • 
Yet  tberby  alone  I  brought  him  to  some  fVame, 
Which  now  as  wretcbednes,  be  doth  so  blame ^  , 
And  toward  honour  quickoed  1  his  wit. 
Whereas  a  dastard  els  he  mought  haue  sit. 

He  knoweth  how  great  Atride  that  made  Troy 
And  Hannibal  to  Rome  so  troubelous,  [freat. 

Whom  Homer  honored,  Achillet  that  (reat  j 
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And  tb'  Affricate  Scipion  the  famous, 
Aod  many  other,  by  much  booour  glorious. 
Whose  fame  and  octes,  did  lift  them  vp  aboue, 
I  did  J^t  fall  iu  base  dishonest  loue. 

And  vnto  him,  thongh  he  TnworUiy  were, 
I  chose  the  best  of  many  a  million; 
That  vnder  sunoe  yet  neuer  was  her  pcre. 
Of  wisdom,  womanhod,  and  of  discrecioo; 
And  of  my  grace  I  gave  her  sach  a  facion, 
And  eke  such  way  1  taught  her  for  to  teacbe 
That  neuer  base  thought  his  hart  so  hie  might 
reache. 

Euer  more  thus  to  content  his  maistresse. 
That  was  hys  only  frame  of  honestie, 
I  stirred  him  still  toward  gentlenesses 
And  cauade  him  to  regard  fidelitie; 
Pacience  I  taught  him  in  adversitie: 
Such  vertues  learned  he  in  my  great  schoole» 
Wherof  repenteth  now  the  ignorant  foole. 

These  were  the  same  deceites,  and  bitter  gall. 
That  I  have  vsed,  the  torment  and  the  anger, 
Sweter  than  euer  did  to  other  fall ; 
Of  right  good  sede,  ill  fruite,  lo,  thus  1  gather 
And  so  shall  he  that  the'unkinde  doth  further: 
A  serpent  nourish  I  vnder  my  wing> 
And  now  of  nature  ginneth  he  to  sting. 

And  for  to  tell  at  last,  my  great  seruioe. 
From  thousand  dishonesties  have  I  him  dmwen, 
That,  by  my  meanes,  him  in  no  maner  wyse, 
Neuer  vyle  pleasure  once  hath  overthrowen; 
Wher  in   his    dede,   shame    bath   him    alwaics 

gnawen ; 
Douting  report  that  should  come  to  her  eare: 
Whom  now  he  blames,  her  wonted  he  to  feare; 

What  ener  he  hath  of  any  honest  custome, 
Of  her,  and  me,  that  holds  he  euery  whit: 
But  lo,  yet  neuer  was  there  nightly  fantome. 
So  farrein  errour,  as  he  is  from  his  wit. 
To  plain  on  vs:  he  striveth  with  the  bit. 
Which  may  rule  him,  and  do  him  ease^  and 

paiiie. 
And  in  one  hower,  make  al  his  griefe  bis  gaine. 

But  one  thing  yet  there  is  aboue  all  other: 
I  gaue  him  winge.«,  wherewith  he  might  up  flie 
To  honour  and  fame;  and  if  he  woulde  to  hygher 
Then  mortal  thing?,  aboue  the  starry  skyc; 
Considering  the  pleasure,  that  an  eye 
Might  gfeue  in  earth,  by  reason  of  the  lone ; 
What  should  that  be,  that  lastetli  still  aboue? 

And  he  the  same  himsvlf  hath  sayd  ere  this, 
Btit  now,  furfrotten  is  both  that  and  I, 
That  gaue  him  her,  his  only  wealth  and  Uisse/* 
'  And  at  this  word,  with  dedly  skreke  and  crye: 
*'  Thou  gaue  her  once  (quod  I)  but  by  and  by 
Thou  to^e  herayen  from  me,  thatwoworth  the!" 
**  Not  I,  but  price,  more  worth  than  thou/'  (quod 
heO 

At  last,  eche  other  for  himself  concluded, 
I  trembling  still,  but  he,  with  small  reuerence, 
*'  Lo,  thus,  as  we  eche  other  have  accused, 
Dere  lady,  now  we  wayte  thine  only  sentence;" 
She  smiling,  at  the  whisted  audience, 
it  liketh  me,  quud  she,  to  haue  heard  your  question, 
But  lenger  tioia  doth  take  a  retolucioo." 


THE  WUBRS  SOROWFULL  STATE  MAR. 
ETH  HIM  WRITE  SOROWFULL  SONGES^ 
BUT  {SOUCHE,)  HISLOUE  MAY  CHANGE 
THE  SAME. 

Marueil  no  more  altho 
The  songs,  I  sing  do  mone ; 
,  For  other  life  then  wo, 
I  neuer  prooed  none. 

And  in  my  hart  also. 
Is  grauen  with  letters  depe, 
A  thousand  sights  and  me 
A  flood  of  teares  to  wepe. 

How  many  a  man  in  smart. 
Find  a  matter  to  rejoyce! 
How  many  a  mooming  hart. 
Sent  forth  a  plesant  voice : 

Play  who  so  can  that  par^ 
Nedes  must  in  me  apjiere^ 
How  fortune  oucrthwart 
Doth  cause  my  mooming  chere. 

Pcrdy  there  is  no  man 
If  he  saw  neuer  sight. 
That  perBtly  tell  can. 
The  nature  of  the  light. 

Alas,  bow  shoulde  I  than. 
That  never  tast  but  sowrcp 
But  do  as  I  began. 
Continually  to  lowre. 

But  yet  parchance  some  cfaanoe, 
May  chance  to  ohauge  my  tune. 
And  when  (Souch)  chance  doth  chmace. 
Then  shail  1  thaoke  fortune. 

And  if  I  have  (Souch)  chance. 
Perchance  or  it  be  long. 
For  (Soncb)  a  pleasant  chance. 
To  sing  some  pleasant  song. 


THE    LOUER    COMPLAINETH   HIMSELF 

FORSAKEN, 

Where  shall  I  haue  at  mine  owne  will, 
Teares  io  complaine?  where  shal  I  fet 
Such  sigbes,  that  I  may  sigh  my  fill| 
And  then  again  my  plaintes  repete? 
For  though  my  plaint  shall  have  none  end. 
My  teares  cannot  suiBse  my  woe 
To  mooe  my  barme,  have  I  no  fireod. 
For  fortunes  frcnd,  is  mishaps  foe. 
Comfort  (God  wot)  els  haue  i  none. 
But  in  the  wind  to  wast  my  wordes ; 
Nought  mouetit  you  my  dedly  mone. 
But  still  you  torn  it  into  hordes: 
I  speak  not  now  to  moue  your  heart. 
That  you  should  rue  ypbn  my  pain; 
1*he  seutence  geuen  msy  not  reuert, 
I  know  such  labour  were  but  vain. 
But  sins  that  1  for  you  (my  dere) 
Have  lost  that  thing,  that  was  my  best, 
A  right  small  losse  it  must  appere 
To  lese  these  wordes,  and  all  tha  rest. 
But  though  they  sparkle  in  the  winde. 
Yet  shall  they  shew  your  falshed  faith^ 
Which  is  returned  to  hiskinde; 
For  like  to  like,  the  prouerbe  saith. 
Fortune,  and  you  did  me  auance. 
Me  thought  I  swam,  and  could  not  diowo; 
HappiiBStof  al;  but  my  mischances 
Did  lift  ne  vp,  to  throw  me  down. 


tHE  LOUEft  SUSPECTED  OF  CHANGE. 
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Au^  yoa  with  ber,  of  craelncsse, 
Did  iet  your  foote  upon  my  necke. 
Me,  and  my  wel&re  to  oppresse; 
Without  oA;noe  your  heart  to  wrelce. 
Where  are  your  pleasant  wordps  (alas) 
Where  is  your  faith?  your  stedfastoesse? 
There  is  no  more  but  al  doth  passe. 
And  I  am  left  all  comfbrtlesse. 
But  sins  so  much  it  doth  you  greue. 
And  also  me  my  wretched  life^ 
Have  here  my  troth :  nought  shall  relenei 
But  death  alone,  my  wretched  strife. 
Therfore  farewel,  my  life,  my  death. 
My  gaine,  my  losse,  my  satue,  my  sore. 
Farewell  also,  with  you  my  breath,. 
For  1  am  gone  for  evermore. 


OF  BIS  LOUE  THAT  PRICKED  HER  FIN- 
GER WITH  A  NEDLE. 

She  sate,  and  sowed,  that  bath  done  me  the  wrong, 
Wherof  1  plain,  and  baue  done  many  a  day. 
And,  whilst  she  beard  my  plaint,  in  piteous  song. 
She  wisbt  my  hart  tlie  sampler,  that  it  lay. 
The  blind  maister,  whom  I  have  serued  so  long, 
Grudging  to  heare  that  he  did  heare  her  say, 
Made  her  own  weapon  do  her  finger  blede. 
To  feele,  if  pricking  were  so  good  tndede. 


OF  THE  lAME. 

What  man  hath  hearde  such  cruelty  before? 
That,  when  my  plaint  remembred  her  my  wo. 
That  caused  it,  she  cruell  ipore  and  more. 
Wished  eche  stiche  as  she  did  sit  and  sow. 
Had  pricktmy  hart,  for  to  encrcase  my  sore; 
And  as  I  thiuke,  she  thought  it  bad  been  so. 
For  as  she  thought,  this  is  his  hart  in  dede. 
She  pricked  bard,  and  made  her  self  to  blede. 


REStVEST  TO  CUPIVE  FOR  REVENGE  OF 
HJS  VNKINDE  LOUE. 

Behold,  Loue,  thy  power  how  she  despiscth. 
My  greuous  pain  how  little  she  regardeth: 
The  solemne  othe  wherof  she  Ukes  no  care» 
Broken  she  bath,  and  yet  she  bydeth  sore. 
Right  at  her  ease,  and  little  thee  she  dredeth: 
Weaponed  thou  art,  and  she  vnarmed  sitteth; 
To  the  disdaiorull,  all  her  life  she  leadeth 
To  me  spitefully  without  iust  cause  or  measure: 
Behold  Loue,  how  proudly  she  trinmphcth. 
1  am  in  hold,  but  if  the  pitie  meueth, 
Go,  bend  thy  bow,  that  stony  hartes  breaketh. 
And  with  some  stroke,  reuenge  the  great  disple&- 
6f  thee,  and  him  that  sorow  doth  endure,      [sure 
And  as  his  lord  thee  lowly  here  entreateth. 


COMPLAINT   FOR    TRUE    lOUE   VNRE- 

&UITED. 

What  vaileth  troth ?  or  by  it,  to  Uke  pain? 
To  striue  by  stedfastoesa  for  to  attain 
How  to  be  iust,.  and  fieo  from  doublcnesae? 
Since  all  alike,  where  nil«tb  cfaftiowsei 


Rewarded  is  both  crafty,  fiilse,  and  plain. 
Soonest  he  spedes,  that  most  can  lye  and  faioe. 
True  meaning  hart  is  had  in  bye  disdaihe. 
Against 'deceit  and  clokcd  doubleuesse. 
What  vaileth  trouth,  or  parfit  stedfastnessc? 
Deceiued  Is  he,  by  false,  and  craftie  train. 
That  meanes  no  gile,  and  faithfull  doth  remaine 
Within  the  trap,  without  help  or  ledresse. 
But  for  to  love,  lo,  such  a  steme  niaistresse^ 
Where  crueltie  dwellesj  alas,  it  were  in  vain. 


THE  LOtlER   THAT  FLUD    LOUE,   NOW 
FOLOWES  IT  WITH  HIS  HARME, 

Sometime  I  fled  the  fire,  that  me  so  brent, 
By  sea,  by  land,  by  water,  and  by  winde ; 
And  now  the  coales  I  folow,  that  be  quent^ 
From  Dover  to  Cales,  with  willing  minde. 
Lo  how  desire  is  both  forth  spfong,  and  spent | 
And  he  may  see,  that  whiloihc  was  so  blinde^ 
And  all  his  labour  laughes  he  now  to  scorne, 
Meashed  in  the  brecrs,  that  erst  was  onely  tome. 


THE  LOVER  HOPETH  OF  BETTER 
CHAUNCE. 

He  is  not  dead,  that  somtime  had  a  fiill. 
The  sunne  retumes,  that  bid  was  under  clowde. 
And  when  fortune  hath  spit  out  all  her  gall, 
I  trust,  good  lock  to  me  shal  be  alowed. 
For  I  have  sene  a  ship  in  hauen  fhll, 
A  fter  that  storme  hath  broke  both  maste  and  shroud  j 
The  willow  eke,  that  stoupeth  with  the  winde. 
Doth  rise  againe,  and  greater  wood  doth  biude* 


THE  LOVER  COMPARETH  HIS  HART  TV 
THE  OVER-CHARGED  GONNE. 

The  fnrioas  gonne,  in  his  most  raging  yn^ 
When  that  the  boule  is  rammed  in  too  sore, 
And  that  the  flame  cannot  part  from  the  fire ; 
Crackes  iti  sunder,  and  in  the  ayer  do  rore 
The  sheuered  peces:  so  doth  my  desire. 
Whose  flame  encreaseth  ay  from  more  to  more; 
Which  to  let  dot,  I  dare  not  loke,  nor  speakej 
So  inwaid  force  my  heart  duth  all  to  breake. 


THE  LOVER  SUSPECTED  OF  CHANGE^ 
PRAIETH  THAT  IT  BE  NOT  BELEUED 
AGAINST  HIM. 

Accused  though  I  be,  without  desert, 
Sith  none  can  prone,  beleue  it  not  for  true: 
For  never  yet,  since  tliat  you  had  my  hert. 
Intended  I  to  false,  or  be  vntrue. 
Sooner  I  would  of  death  sustain  the  smart. 
Than  breake  one  word  of  that  1  promised  yous 
Accept  therfore  my  leruice  in  good  part: 
None  is  aliue>  that  can  il  tonges  eschew. 
Hold  them  as  false^  and  let  not  vs  depart. 
Our  firendship  old  in  hope  of  any  new; 
Put  not  thy  trust  in  such  as  vse  to  fiiyn, 
Except  thou  minde  to  put  thy  frend  to  payii« 
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THE  LOUER  ABUSED  RElfOUNCETH 

LOVE. 

Mt  lone  to  scorn,  my  seruice  to  retaine, 
ThCTia  me  thought  you  vsed  crueltie. 
Since  with  s^ood  wyll  I  lott  ray  libertie. 
Might  never  wo  yet  cause  me  to  refnune; 
But  only  this,  which  is  eztremitie. 
To  geue  me  nought  (alas)  not  to  agree 
That«8  I  was,  your  man  1  might  remaine: 
But  since  that  thus  ye  list  to  order  me. 
That  would  have  been  your  sernant  true  and  fittt. 
Displease  you  not,  my  doting  time  is  past, 
And  with  my  losse  to  leaue  1  must  agree; 
Por  a«  there  is  a  oertaine  time  to  rage. 
So  is  there  tyme  such  madnes  to  asswage. 


WYATS  POEMB. 


THE  lOUER  PROFESSETH  HIMSELFE 
CONSTANT, 

WiTHiif  my  brest  I  ncuer  tho^ight  it  gaine 
Of  gentle  mindes  the  fredome  for  to  lose* 
Not  in  my  hart  sank  neuer  such  disdaine. 
To  be  a  forger,  faultes  for  to  disclose. 
Nor  I  can  not  endure  the  truth  to  glose. 
To  set  a  glosse  vpon  an  earnest  paine. 
Nor  I  am  not  in  nomber  one  of  those. 
That  list  to  blow  retreate  to  euery  traine. 


THE  LOUER  SENDETH  HIS  COM- 
PLAINTES  AND  TEARES  TO  SUE  FOR 
GRACE* 

Passb  forth  my  wonted  cryes. 
Those  cruel  eares  to  pearce, 
Which  in  most  hateftUI  wyse. 
Do  still  my  plaintes  leuerse. 
Do  you,  my  teares,  also 
So  wet  her  barrein  hart 
That  pitie  there  may  grow. 
And  crueltie  depart. 

For  though  hard  rockes  among 
She  semes  to  haue  ben  bred. 
And  of  the  tigre  long 
Bene  nourished  and  fed. 
Yet  shall  not  nature  change^ 
If  pitie  once  win  place;' 
Whom  as  Tnknowen  and  strange 
She  now  away  doth  chase. 

And  as  the  water  soft, 
Withcut  forcing  or  strength. 
Where  that  it  fislteth  oft, 
Hajfd  stones  doth  peroe  at  length  i 
So  in  her  stony  hart. 
My  plaintea  at  last  shall  giaue, 
Aiid  rigour  set  apart, 
Wynne  graunt  of  that  I  craue. 

Wherfore,  my  plaintes,  present 
StJI  BO  to  her  my  sute, 
As  ye  throuj^  her  assent. 
May  bring  to  me  some  frute. 
And  as  she  shall  me  proue^ 
So  bid  her  me  regarde, 
And  render  loue  for  loue, 
Which  is  a  just  rewaxde. 


THE  LOUERS  CASE  CANNOT  BE  HtDJOEIf 
HOW  EUER  HE  DISSEMBLE. 

Toi/R  lokes  so  often  cast. 
Your  eyes  so  freodly  rolde. 
Your  sight  fixed  so  fast, 
Alwayes  one  to  beholde: 
Tbou|^h  hide  it  faine  ye  woulde. 
It  plamely  doth  declare. 
Who  hath  your  hart  in  hold. 
And  where  good  will  ye  bare. 

Fajme  would  ye  finde  a  cloke. 
Your  brenning  fire  to  hide, 
Yet  both  the  flame  and  smoke, 
Breakes  out  on  every  side. 
Ye  cannot  loue  so  guide. 
That  it  no  issue  winne: 
Abrode  nedes  must  it  glide. 
That  brens  so  hotte  within. 

Four  cause  your  self  do  wink. 
Ye  judge  all  other  blinde. 
And  secret  it  you  think, 
Which  euery  man  dothe  finde. 
In  wast  oft  spende  ye  winde. 
Your  self  in  loue  to  quit; 
For  agues  of  that  kinde, 
Wyll  show,  who  hath  the  fit. 

Your  sigbes  yon  fet  from  ferre, 

And  all  to  wry  your  wo ; 

Yet  are  ye  ner  the  narre. 

Men  are  not  blinded  so. 
^  Depely  oft  swere  ye,  No; 
•  But  all  those  othes  are  Taiue, 

So  well  your  eye  doth  shew. 

Who  puttes  your  hart  to  paine. 

Thinke  not  therfore  to  hide. 
That  still  it  self  betrayes. 
Nor  seke  meanes  to  provide 
To  dark  the  sunny  dayes. 
Forget  those  wonted  wayes. 
Leave  of  such  frowning  chere. 
There  wyll  be  found  no  stayes. 
To  stoppe  a  thing  so  clere. 


THE  LOUER  PRAIETH  NOT  TO  BE  DIS^ 
DAINED,  REFUSED,  MISTRUSTED^ 
NOR  FORSAKEN 

Disdains  me  not  without  desert; 
Nor  leaue  me  not  so  sodenly ; 
Since  well  ye  wot,  that  in  my  hert, 
I  meane  ye  not  but  honestly. 

Refuse  me  not  without  cause  why; 
Nor  think  me  not  to  be  unjust, 
Since  that  by  lot  of  fantasia, 
This  careful  knot  nedes  knit  I  must 

Mistrust  me  not,  though  some  there  be« 
That  faine  woulde  spot  my  stedfostnesse; 
Beleue  them  not,  sins  that  ye  se. 
The  profe  is  not,  as  they  expresse. 

Forsake  me  not,  till  I  deaerue. 
Nor  hate  me  not,  till  1  offende, 
J^estroy  me  not,  till  thai  I  swerue. 
But  sins  je  know  what  I  entonde. 


TO  HIS  LADIE,  CRUEL  OUER  HER  YELDEN  LOVER. 
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Dtsdaioe  me  not,  ttipt  am  your  owne, 
Refase  me  aot|  that  am  to  troe, 
Mistrust  me  not  till  all  be  knowDey 
Forsake  me  not  nour  for  no  new. 


THE  WUER  LAMENTETH  HIS  ESTATE 
WITH  SUTE  FOR  GRACE. 

For  want  of  will  in  wo  I  plaioe. 
Under  colour  uf  sobernesse ; 
Renewing  with  mj  sute  my  paine. 
My  wan  hope  with  yoar  stedfastnesse. 
Awake  therefore  of  gentlenesse, 
Regard  at  leath,  1  you  require. 
My  swelting  paines  of  my  desire. 

Betimes  who  gevetb  wyllyngly. 
Redoubled  thanks  aye  doth  doenie, 
And  I  that  sue  unfeinedly, 
In  fniitlesse  hope,  alas!  do  steme. 
How  great  my  cause  is  for  to  swerue^ 
And  yetjiow  stediast  is  my  sute, 
Ld!  here  ye  see:  where  is  the  fnite? 

As  honnde  that  hath  his  keper  lost, 
Seke  I  your  presence  to  obtaine; 
In  which  my  hart  deliteth  mo8t» 
And  shall  delight  though  I  be  slain.  • 
Yon  may  release  my  Iwnd  of  paine; 
Lose  then  the  care  that  makes  me  (*ri« 
For  want  of  heipe,  or  els  I  dye. 

I  dye,  though  not  incontinent; 
By  proce»se  yet  consumingly ; 
As  wast  of  6re,  which  doth  relent: 
If  you  as  wilful!  will  deny. 
Wherefore  cease  of  such  cruelty. 
And  take  me  wboly  in  your  grace, 
Which  lacketh  will  to  change  his  place. 


THE  LOVER  WAILETH  HIS  CHANGED 

10  YES, 

If  euery  man  might  him  auant. 
Of  fortunes  friendly  chere. 
It  was  my  self  i  must  it  grannt^ 
For  I  haue  bought  it  dere; 
And  derely  haue  I  held  also 
The  glory  of  her  name. 
In  yielding  her  such  tribute,  lo. 
As  did  set  forth  her  fame* 

Sometime  I  stoode  so  in  her  grace. 
That  as  I  would  require, 
Ech  ioy  I  thought  did  me  embrace 
That  furdered  my  desire ; 
And  all  these  pleasures  lo  1  had  I, 
That  fansy  might  support; 
And  nothing  she  did  me  deny. 
That  was  unto  my  comfort. 

I  bad  (what  would  you  more  peidie?) 
Ech  grace  that  I  did  cmce. 
Thus  fortunes  will  was  vnto  me 
All  thing  that  I  would  haue: 
But  all  to  rathe,  alas!  the  while. 
She  built  on  such  a  gromid: 
In  little  space,  to  great*  a  guile, 
Id  her  oow  haul  I  found. 


For  she  bath  turned  so  her  whele, 
That  I  vnhappy  man 
May  wayle  the  time  that  I  dyd  fele. 
Wherewith  she  fed  me  than; 
For  broken  now  are  her  bebestes. 
And  pleasant  lookes  she  gaue. 
And  therfore  now  al  my  requestes 
From  perill  cannot  save. 

.  Yet  would  I  well  it  might  appere 
To  her  my  chiefe  regard; 
Though  my  desertes  have  been  to  dere 
To  merite  such  reward. 
Sins  fortunes  will  is  now  sO  bent 
To  plague  me  thus  poore  man, 
I  must  my  self  therwith  content. 
And  bear  it  as  I  can. 


TO  HIS  LOUE  THAT  HAS  GIVEN  HIM 
ANSfVERE  OF  REFUSELL. 

Tbi  answere  that  ye  made  to  me,  my  dere. 
When  I  did  sue  for  my  poore  hartes  redresse, 
Hath  so  appalile  my  countaance,  and  my  chere^ 
That  in  this  caae,  1  am  all  comfortlesse. 
Sins  I  of  blame  no  cause  can  well  expresse. 

•  I  have  no  wrong,  where'  1  can  claim  no  right. 
Nought  tane  me  fro,  where  I  have  nothiqg  had. 
Yet  of  my  wo,  I  cannot  so  be  quite;  . 
Namely  sins  that  another  may  be  ^ad 
With  that,  that  thus  in  sorow  makes  me  sad. 

Tet  none  can  claime  (I  say)  by  former  gnumt. 
That  knoweth  not  of  any  graunt  at  all ; 
And  by  desert,  I  dare  well  make  auant. 
Of  faitbfoU  will;  there  is  no  where  that  shall, 
Beare  yon  more  truth,  more  ready  at  your  calL 

Now  good  then,  call  againe  that  bitter  word. 
That   toncht  your  frend  so  oere  with  paogs  of 

paine; 
And  say,  my  dere,  that  it  was  sakl  in  bord: 
Late  or  to  sooe,  let  it  not  rule  the  gaine,  ^ 
Wherwith  free  will  doth  true  desert  retaine. 


710   HIS  LADIE^    CRUEL    OUER  HER 
YELDEN  LOVER. 

SucM  is  the  course  that  natures  kind  hath  wrought. 
That  snakes  haue  time  to  cast  away  their  stinges: 
Against  chainde  prisonen  what  nede  defence  be 

sought. 
The  fierce  lyon  will  hurt  no  yelden  thinges; 
Why  shouki  such   spight    be  nursed  then   by 

thought? 
Sith  all  these  powers  are  prest  under  thy  winges. 
And  eke  thou  seest,  and  reason  thee  hath  taught. 
What  mischiefe  malice  many  wayes  it  bringes: 
Consider  eke,  that  spite  availeth  naught. 
Therefore  this  song  thy  fault  to  thee  it  singes: 
Displease  thee  not,  for  saying  thus  my  thought 
Nor  hate  thou  himfromwhom  no  hate  forth  springei, 
For  furies,  that  in  hell  be  execrable. 
For  that  they  hate,  are  made  moft  miserahlet 
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WYATS  POeMS. 


THE  LOXIER  COMPLAINETH  THAT 
DEADLY  SICKNESSE  CANNOT  HELP 
HIS  AFFECTION. 

Thb  enmy  of  life,  decayer  of  a1  kinde. 
That  with  his  ooMe  withers  away  the  greoe 
This  other  night  me  in  my  hed  did  finde. 
And  oflerd  me  to  rid  my  fever  clene, 
And  I  did  graaot  so  did  dispaire  me  blinde: 
He  drew  his  bow  with  arroires  sharp  and  kene. 
And  stnke  the  place  where  love  had  hit  before, 
And  drave  the  first  dart  deper  more  and  more. 


THE  LOVER  REIOYCETH  THE  ENIOY-- 
ING  OF  HIS  LOUE. 

Ohcb,  as  methought,  fortane  me  kist» 
And  bade  me  aske,  what  1  thought  best. 
And  1  should  bane  it  as  me  list, 
Tberwith  to  set  my  hart  in  rest. 

I  asked  bnt  my  ladies  hart. 
To  haue  foreuermore  myne  owne; 
Then  at  an  end  were  all  my  smart; 
Then  should  I  nede  no  more  to  mone. 

Yet  for  all  that  a  stormy  blast. 
Had  ouertumde  this  goodly  nay : 
And  fortune  semed  at  the  lastt. 
That  to  her  promise  she  said  nay. 

But  nke  as  one  out  of  dispaire. 
To  sodeine  hope  reuiaed  I ; 
Now  fortune  sheweth  her  selfe  so  faire^ 
That  I  content  me  wondcrsly. 

My  most  desire  my  hand  may  reach. 
My  wyll  is  alway  at  my  hande. 
Me  nede  not  long  for  to  besecb. 
Her  that  hath  power  me  to  commande. 

What  earthly  thing  more  can  I  crave. 
What  would  I  wishe  more  at  my  will  ? 
Nothing  on  earth  more  would  I  haue. 
Save  that  I  haue,  to  haue  it  still. 

For  fortune  now  have  kept  her  promesse, 
In  graunting  me  my  most  desire. 
Of  mv  soueraigne  I  haue  redrcsse. 
And  I  content  me  with  my  hire. 


THE  LOUER   COMPLAINETH   THE   VN- 
KINDNES  OF  HIS  LOVE. 

My  lute  awake  perform  the  last 
Labour,  that  thou  and  I  shall  wast: 
And  end  that  I  haue  now  begonne. 
And  when  this  song  is  song  and  past, 
BCy  lute  be  still  for  I  haue  done. 

As  to  be  heard  where  eare  is  none. 
As  leade  to  graue  in  marble  stone; 
My  song  may  pearse  her  hart  as  sone. 
Should  we  then  sigh,  or  sing,  or  mone. 
No,  no,  my  lute,  for  I  haue  done. 

The  rockes  do  not  so  cruelly 
Repulse  the  waues  continually. 
As  she  my  sute  and  affection: 
So  that  1  am  past  remedy, 
Wherby  my  lute  and  1  haue  done. 

Proudc  of  the  spoile  that  thou  hast  gotte 
Of  simple  harts  through  lones  shot, 
By  whome  vnkind  thou  hast  them  wonne: 
Think  not  he  hath  his  bow  forgot; 
Although  my  lute  and  I  haue  done. 


Vengeance  shall  fitll  on  thy  disdaio« 
That  makest  but  game  on  earnest  payne^ 
Think  not  alone  vnder  the  sunne 
Unquit  to  cause  thy  lovers  plaine; 
Although  my  lute  and  I  have  done. 

May  chance  thee  lie  withered  and  olde. 
In  winter  nightes  that  are  so  c^lde, 
Playning  in  vaine  unto  the  mone; 
Thy  wishes  then  dare  not  be  tolde: 
Care  then  who  list,  for  I  haue  done. 

And  then  may  chaunoe  thee  to  repent 
The  time  that  thon  hast  lost  and  spent* 
To  cause  thy  louers  sighe  and  swowne  ; 
Then  shalt  thou  know  beautie  bnt  lent« 
And  fnsh  and  want  as  I  haue  done. . 

Now  cease,  my  lute,  this  is  the  last 
Labour,  that  thou  and  I  shall  wast, 
And  ended  is  that  we  begonne: 
Now  is  this  song  both  song  and  paat| 
My  lute  be  still,  for  I  haire  done 


HOW  BY  A  KISSE  HE  FOCTND  BOTH  HIS 
UFE  AND  DETH. 

Naturb,  that  gaue  the  bee  so  feate  a  graoe^ 
To  finde  hony  oif  so  wondrous  fashion. 
Hath  taught  the  spider  out  of  the  same  place 
To  fetch  poyson  by  straunge  alteracion. 
Though  this  be  strange,  it  is  a  stranger  case. 
With  one  kisse  by  secret  operacion 
Both  these  at  once  in  those  your  lips  to  flnde^ 
In  change  wherof,  I  leaue  my  hart  behiode. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH  HIS  BEING 
TAKEN  IVITH  SIGHT  OF  HIS  LOUE. 

Umwarelt  so  was  neuer  no  man  caught. 
With  stedfast  luke  upon  a  goodly  face. 
As  I  of  late;  for  sodeinely  me  thought. 
My  hart  was  tome  out  of  his  place. 

Thorow  mine  eye  the  stroke  from  hers  did  slide. 
And  downe  directly  to  my  heart  it  ranne. 
In  help  whereof  the  blood  therto  did  glide. 
And  left  my  face  both  pale  and  wanne. 

Then  was  I  like  a  man  for  wo  amased. 
Or  like  the  fowle  that  fleeth  into  the  fire; 
For  whyle  that  I  vpoo  her  beautie  gased. 
The  more  1  bumde  in  my  desire. 

Anon  the  bloud  start  In  my  face  againe, 
InOamd^  with  heat,  that  it  had  at  my  hart. 
And  brought  tberwith  throughout  in  euery  vaine, 
A  quaking  heat  with  pleasant  smart. 

Then  was  I  like  the  strawe,  when  that  the  flame. 
Is  driuen  therin,  by  force  and  rage  of  wyude; 
I  can  not  tell,  a  lass !  what  I  shall  blame. 
Nor  what  to  sekc,  nor  what  to  finde. 

But  well  I  wot,  the  griefo  doth  boU  me  sore 
In  heate  and  cold,  betwixt  both  hope  and  dreade. 
That,  but  her  help  to  health  do  rac  restore, 
This  restlesse  lyfe  1  may  not  lead«. 


THE  LOUER  PRAIYETH  HIS  OFFRED  HART  TO  BE  RECEAUED.    379 

TO  HJ8  LOUER  TO  LOKE  VPON  HYM. 

A IX  in  tby  loke  my  life  doth  whole  depende. 
Thou  hydett  thy  self,  and  1  must  dye  therefore } 


But  siDce  thou  maiit  so  easely  help^  thy  frend* 
Why  doest  thoa  stick  to  salue  that  thou  madett 
Why  do  I  dye,  since  thou  maist  me  defend,  [sore? 
And  if  I  dye  thy  life  may  last  no  more; 
For  eche  by  other  doth  liue  and  haoe  reliefer 
1  in  thy.  loke,  and  thou  most  in  my  gn«;fe. 


THE  LOUER  EXCUSETH  HIM  OF 
9VORDE8,  WHERWITU  HE  WAS  VN- 
JUSTLY  CHARGED.  . 

PutDT  I  said  it  not, 
Kor  neuer  thought  to  do: 
As  well  as  I  ye  wot, 
I  haue  DO  power  thereto. 
And  if  I  did,  the  lot» 
That  first  did  me  enchaine^ 
May  neuer  slake  the  knot, 
Bnt  stmite  it  to  my  paine. 

And  if  I  did  echo  thing, 
That  maie  do  harme  or  wo. 
Continually  maie  wrin^ 
My  hart  where  so  I  go. 
Report  maie  alwais  ring 
Of  shame  on  me  for  aye. 
If  in  my  heart  did  spring 
The  words  that  you  doe  saye. 

And  if  1  did,  eche  starre 
That  is  in  heaoen  abooe. 
May  irowne  on  m«  to  raarre 
The  hope  I  haue  in  loue. 
Apd  if  I  did;  such  warre 
As  they  brought  vnto  Troy, 
Bring  all  my  life  as  fiure 
From  all  his  lust  and  ioy. 

And  if  I  did  to  say. 
The  beautie  that  me  boimde; 
Bncrease  from  day  to  day 
More  cruel  to  my  wonnde. 
With  all  the  mone  that  may, 
To  plaint  may  tnme  my  song; 
My  life  may  soone  decaye. 
Without  redresse  by  wrong. 

If  I  be  cleare  from  thought. 
Why  do  you  then  complayne? 
Then  is  this  thing  but  sought 
To  tnme  my  hart  to  paine. 
Then  this  that  you  haue  wroaghtj 
You  must  it  uow  redresse; 
Of  right  therfore  you  ought 
Such  rigour  to  represse. 

And  as  I  haue  desemed. 
So  grant  me  now  my  byre. 
Yon  know  I  nerer  swamed. 
You  neuer  found  me  Her. 
For  Rachel  haue  I  semed, 
For  Leah  carde  I  neuer. 
And  her  I  haue  reserued 
Within  my  hait  for  euer. 


Like  lice  away  from  dead  bodies,  they  crail, 
Loe!  what  a  proof  in  light  adversitie, 
But  ye  my  birds  I  swere  by  all  your  beUes, 
Y«  be  my  frendes  and  very  few  elles. 


OF  SUCH  AS  HAD  FORSAKEN  HIM. 

Lux  my  fiiire  iawloon,  and  thy  fellowes  all, 
How  well  pleasant  it  were  your  libertie. 
Ye  not  forsake  me,  that  fkyre  mought  you  fall. 
But  thqr  that  sometiiiM  liked  my  oorapuiy. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OP  SUCH  A  ONE  AS 
HE  WOULD  LOUE. 

A  PACE  that  shoold  content  me  wonderous  well. 
Should  not  be  fiiire,  but  lonely  to  beboM^ 
Of  lioely  kkt  all  griefe  for  to  repell; 
With  right  good  grace  so  would  I  that  it  should 
Spefce  without  word,  sach  wordes  as  none  can  tell* 
Her  tresse  also  shoold  be  of  crisped  golde; 
With  wit,  and  these  perchanpce  it  might  be  tride^ 
And  knit  againe  with  knot  that  should  not  slide. 


HOW  VMPOSSIBLE  IT  IS  TO  FINDS 
2UIET  IN  LOUE. 

EviR  my  hap  is  slack  and  slow  in  oomyng 
Desire  encreasing  aye  my  hope  vncertaine. 
With  doubtfnl  loue  that  but  encreaseth  paine; 
For,  tigre  like,  so  swift  it  is  in  parting. 
Alas!  the  snow  blacke  shall  it  bee  and  scaMing, 
The  yea  waterleise,  and  flshe  upon  the  mountaine. 
The  Temmes  shall  back  retnme  into  his  foantaine, 
A  nd  where  he  rose,  the  Sunne  shall  take  his  lodging. 
Ere  I  in  this  finde  peace  or  quietnesse: 
Or  that  loue,  or  my  ladle  fight  wisely, 
Leaoe  to  conspire  against' me  wrongfully. 
And  if  I  haue  after  such  bittemesse 
One  drope  bf  swete,  my  mouth  is  out  of  tastc^ 
That  al  my  trust  and  trauell  is  but  waste. 


OF  LOUE,  FORTUNE,  AND  THE  LOUERS 

MINDE. 

LouB,  fortune,  and  my  minde  whitb  doe  remember 
Eke  that  is  now  and  that,  that  once  hath  bene. 
Torment  my  hart  so  sore  that  very  often 
I  hate  and  enny  them  beyond  all  measure. 
Love  fleeth  my  hart,  while  fortune  is  depriuer 
Of  all  my  comfort;  the  foolish  minde  than 
Bumeth  and  plaineth,  as  one  that  very  seldam 
Liveth  in  rest.    So  still  in  displeasure 
My  pleasant  dayes  they  tlete  and  passe 
And  dayly  doth  myne  yll  change  to  the  worse, 
Whyle  more  than  balfe  is  runne  now  of  my  course. 
Alas,  not  of  Steele,  but  of  brittle  glasse, 
I  se  that  ftxHD  my  hand  fiiUeth  my  trust. 
And  all  my  thoughtes  are  dashed  into  dust. 


THE    LOUER   PRAIYETH   HIS  OFFRED 
HART  TO  BE  RECEAUED. 

How  oft  haue  I,  my  deere  and  cruell  foe. 
With  my  great  paine  to  get  some  peace  or  tmce^ 
Oeven  you  my  hart:  but  you  doe  not  vse. 
In  so  hie  things,  tc  cast  your  minde  so  low. 
If  any  other  loke  for  it,  as  you  trow. 
Their  vaine  weake  hope  doth  greatly  them  abuse  | 
And  that  thus  I  disdaine,  that  you  refuse. 
It  was  once  mine^  it  can  no  more  be  sa. 
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If  you  it  chafe  that  it  in  you  can  flnde 
Jn  this  exile  no  manner  of  comforte. 
Nor  Uue  aIon6«  nor  where  be  is  calde,  resort^ 
He  may  wander  from  his  natural  kinde. 
So  shall  it  be  great  hurt  vuto  ys  twaioe. 
And  yours  the  losse,  and  mine  the  deadly  paine. 


THE  LOUERS  UFE  COMPARED  TO  THE 

ALPES. 

Lyke  unto  these  vnmeasurable  mountaines. 
So  is  my  painfull  life  the  burden  of  yrej 
For  hie  be  they,  and  hie  is  my  desire ; 
And  I  of  teares>  and  they  be  full  of  fountaines. 
Vnder  craggy  rockes  they  haue  barren  plaines, 
Hard  thoughts  in  m;^  my  wofiiU  minde  doth  tire: 
Small  frute  and  many  leaues  their  tops  do  attire, 
With  small  effect  great  trust  in  me  remaines. 
llieboistrous  winds  oft  theire  high  bowes  do  blast, 
Hott  sighes  in  me  continually  be  shed, 
Wilde  beasts  in  them,  fierce  loue  in  me  is  fed: 
Unmoueable  am  I,  and  they  stedfasL 
Of  singing-birdes,  they  haue  the  tune  and  note, 
And  I  alwayes  plaintespassingthrough  my  throte. 


CHARGING  OF  HIS  LOUE  AS  VNPITEOUS 
AND  LOUING  OTH^R. 

If  amorous  faith,  or  if  an  hart  vnfained, 
A  swete  langour,  a  greate  louely  desire. 
If  honest  wyll  kindled  in  gentle  fire, 
If  long  errour  in  a  blind  mase  chained. 
If  In  my  visage  eche  thought  distained. 
Or  my  sparkeling  voice,  lower  or  hier. 
Which  feare  and  shame  so  wofiilly  doth  tyre. 
If  pale  colour  which  loue  alas  hath  stained. 
If  to  haue  another  then  my  self  more  derc, 
If  waleing  or  sighing  continually, 
With  sorowful  anger  feding  busily, 
If  burning  farr,  of  and  if  frising  nere, 
Are  cause  that  1  by  loue  my  self  destroy, 
Yours  is  the  fault,  aud  mine  the  great  annoy. 


A  RENOUNCING  OF  LOVE. 

Farewell  loue,  and  all  thy  lawes  for  ever. 
Thy  bayled  hookes  shall  tangle  me  no  more: 
Seuec,  and  Plato  call  me  from  thy  lore. 
To  parfit  welth,  my  witt  for  to  endeuer. 
In  blinde  errour  when  1  did  perscuer. 
Thy  sharp  repulse,  that  pricketh  aye  so  sore 
Taught  me  in  trifles  that  I  set  no  store; 
But  scapte  forth  thence  since  libertie  is  leuer: 
Therefore,  fisrewell,  go  trouble  yonger  harts. 
And  in  me  daime  noe  more  auctoritSe: 
With  ydle  youth  goe  vse  thy  propertie, 
And  theron  spend  thy  many  brittle  dartci. 

For  hitherto  though  1  haue  lost  my  time. 

Me  lilt  no  lenger  rotten  boughs  to  clime. 


THE  LOVER  FORSAKETR  HIS  VNKINDE 

LOUE. 

My  hart  I  gaue  thee,  not  to  doe  it  pain, ' 
But  to  preserue,  lo,  it  to  thee  was  taken, 
I  serucd  thee,  not  that  I  should  be  forsaken. 
But,  that  .1  should  r«ceiue  reward  againe. 


I  was  content,  thy  seniant  to  remained 
And  not  to  be  repayed  on  this  fashion. 
Now  since  in  thee  there  is  none  other  reason. 
Displease  thee  not,  if  that  t  do  refrain. 
Uttsaciat  of  my  wo  aud  thy  desire; 
Assured  by  ciaft  for  to  excuse  thy  fiiult: 
But  sins  it  pleaseth  thee  to  fain  default. 
Farewell  I  say,  departing  from  the  fire. 
For  he  that  doth  belene,  bearing  in  baud,    - 
Ploweth  in  the  water,  and  soweth  in  the  sand. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH  HIS  REST^ 
LESSE  STATE. 

The  flaming  sighes  that  boyle  within  my  breast. 
Sometime  break  forth  and  they  can  well  declare. 
The  hartes  vnrest,  and  how  that  it  doth  fare. 
The  paine  therof,  the  griefs,  and  all  the  rest. 
The  watenvd  eyen  from  whence  theteares  do  fall. 
Do  feel  some  force  or  elce  they  would  be  dry. 
The  wasted  flesh  of  colour  ded  can  try. 
And  somtime  tell  what  swetness  is  in  gall. 
And  he  that  lust  to  see,  and  to  disceame. 
How  care  can  force  within  a  weried  mind. 
Come  he  to  me  I  am  that  place  assinde; 
But  for  all  this,  no  force,  it  doth  no  harme. 
The  wouiide,  alas,  happe  in  some  other  place. 
From  whence  noe  toole  away  the  skarre  can  race. 

But  you  that  of  such  like  have  had  your  part. 
Can  best  be  iudge.    Wherefore  my  friend  so  dere, 
1  thought  it  good  my  state  should  now  appere 
To  you,  and  that  there  is  no  great  desart. 
And  wheras  you  in  weighty  matters  great. 
Of  fortune  saw  the  shadow  that  yon  know. 
For  trifling  thinges  I  now  am  stricken  so, 
That  though  1  fele  my  hart  doth  wound  and  beat, 
I  sit  alone  saue  on  th6  second  day 
My  feuer  comes,  with  whome  1  spend  my  tine 
In  buniing  heat  while  that  she  listassigne. 
And  who  hath  helth  and  libertie  alwate, 
t«t  him  thank  God,  and  let  him  not  prouoke, 
Tu  haue  the  like  of  this  my  painfull  stroke. 


THE   LOUER   LAMENTES   THE  DEATH 
OF  HIS  LOUE. 

y^E  piller  periaht  is  wherto  I  lent, 
'^^  strongest  stay  of  mine  vnquiet  minde; 
The  like  of  it  no  man  again  can  finde, 
From  east  to  west  still  seking  though  he  went. 
To  mine  vnhappe.    For  happe  away  bath  rent 
Of  all  my  ioy  the  very  bark  and  rinde. 
And  I  (alas!)  by  chance  am  thus  a^winde, 
Dayly  to  muorne  till  death  do  it  relent. 
But  tins  that  thus  it  is  by  desteny. 
What  can  I  more  but  haue  a  wo^ll  hart; 
My  penne  in  plaint,  my  voyce  in  carefull  crj^e. 
My  mynde  in  wo,  my  body  full  of  smart. 
And  I  my  self,  my  self  alwaies  to  hate, 
Tyll  dreadfull  death  doe  ease  my  doleful]  state. 


THE  LOUER  SENDETH  SIGHES   TO 
MOUE  HIS  SUTE. 

Go  burning  sigbes  unto  the  frosen  hart, 
Qoe  break  the  yse  which  pities  painfull  dart 
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Miffht  never  peitse,  and  if  that  mortall  prater 
In  heauen  be  heard  at  lest  yet  1  desire, 
That  death,  or  mercy,  end  my  woftill  smart: 
Take  with  thee  pain,  whereof  I  haue  my  part. 
And  eke  the  Hame  from  which  1  cannot  start. 
And  leaue  me  then  in  rest,  1  you  require. 
Goe  huming  sighes  fulfill  that  I  desire, 
1  must  go  worke,  I  see,  by  craft  and  art. 
For  truth  and  Cstth  in  her  is  laid  apart: 
Alas  I  cannot  therefore  now  assaile  her. 
With  pitifull  complaint  and  scalding  fier, 
That  from  my  brest  deceiuably  doth  start. 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  ABSENCE  OF  HIS 

LOUE. 

So  feeble  ia  the  tfared  that  doth  the  burden  stay. 
Of  my  poor  life;  in  heauy  plight  that  fiedletb  in  de- 
cay, [succours, 
That  but  it  haue  elswhere  some  ayde  or  some 
The  ruoning  spindle  of  my  fate  anon  shall  end  his 

course.  [part, 

For  since  thunhappy  houre  that  dyd  me  to  de- 
From  my  swete  weale  one  only  hope  hath  stayed 

my  life  apart,  [minde, 

Which  doth  persvade  such  words  vnto  my  sored 
Maintaine  thy  selfe,  O  wofiill  wight,  some  better 

lucktofinde:  r<<ight, 

For  though  thou  be  depriued  from  thy  desired 
Who  can  thee  tell,  if  thy  returne  be  for  thy  more 

delight?  [couer, 

Or  who  can  tell,  thy  loss  if  thou  mayst  once  re- 
Some  pleasant  hower  thy  wo  may  wrap,  and  thee 

defend  and  couer.  [taiued. 

Thus  in  this  trust,  as  yet  it  hath  my  life  sus- 
But  now  (alas)  I  see  it  faint,  and  I  by  trust  am 

trained.  [bend, 

The  tyme  doth  flete,  and  I  see  how  the  bowers  do 
So  last,  that  I  bane  scant  the  space  to  marke  my 

oomming  end.  [his  light. 

Westward  the  Sunne  from  ont  the  ea^t  scant  shews 
When  in  the  west  he  hies  him  stiayghte  within  the 

dark  of  night; 
And  comes  as  fast,  where  he  began  bts  path  awry, 
From  east  to  west,  from  west  to  east,  so  doth  his 

ioumey  lye.  [here; 

The  lyfo  so  short  so  frayle,  that  mortall  men  line 
Soe  great  a  weight,  so  heauy  charge  the  bodyes 

that  we  here;  [space. 

That  when  1  think  rpon  the  distannce  and  the 
That  doth  so  forre  deuide  me  from  my  dere  desired 

face, 
I  know  not  how  t'attaine  the  winges  that  I  require. 
To  lyft  me  up,  that  1  might  fiy,  to  follow  my  desyre. 
Thus  of  that  hope  that  doth  my  life  something 

sustaine, 
Alas  I  feare,  and  partly  fele,  full  little  doth  remaine. 
£che  place  doth  bring  me  grief,  where  1  doe  not 

behold,  [Wont  the  keys  to  hold. 

Those .  liuely  eyes,  which  of  my  thoughts,  were 
Tliose  thonghtes  wer  pleasant  swete  whilst  I  en* 

ioyd  that  grace,  [well  embmce. 

My  pleasure  past,  my  present  pain,  when  I  might 
And  for  because  my  want  should  more  my  woe 

encreaae,  [doth  neuer  cease. 

In  watch  and  ilepe'both  day  and  night,  my  will 
That  thing  to  wishe  whereof  syns  I  did  lo^  the 

sight,  [hart  delight, 

l^as  neuer  thing  that  mooght  in  ought  my  wofoll 


Thuneasy  life  I  leade,  doth  teach  me  for  to  mete. 
The  fioodes,  the  seas,  the  land,  the  hilles,  that  doth 

them  entermete.  to  clere, 

Twene  me  and  those  shene  lights  that  wonted  for 
My  darked  pangs  of  cloudy  thoughts,  as  bright  as 

Fhebus  sphere 
Itteacheth  me  also,  what  was  my  pleasant  state. 
The  more  to  fole  by  such  reoord   how  that  my 

welth  doth  bate. 
If  such  record  (alas)  prouoke  thenflamed  minde. 
Which  sprong  that  day  that  1  did  leaue  the  best 

of  me  behind.   . 
If  lone  forget  himselfe  by  length  of  absence  let. 
Who  doth,  me  guide  (O  wofidl  wretch)-  rnto  this 

baited  net  '  [for  me. 

Where  doth  encrease  my  care,  much  better  were 
As  dumme  as  stone,  all  thing  forgot,  still  absent 

for  to  be.  [glasse, 

Alas  the  clear  christall,  the  bright  transplendant 
Doth  not  bewray  the  colours  bid  which  vudemeath 

it  base;  [thruwes  discouer. 

As    doth    thaccumbred    sprite   the    thoughtfoll 
Of  feares  delite  of  fervent  loue,  that  in  our  hartea 

we  couer.  [ligbt; 

Out  by  these  eyes  it  sheweth  that  evermore  de- 
In  plaint  and  teares  to  seek  redress,  and  eke  both 

day  and  night.  [reioyce. 

Those  kindes  of  pleasures  most  wherein  men  so 
To  me  they  do  redouble  still  of  htormy  sighes  the 

voyce,  [tent. 

For,  I  am  one  of  them,  whom  playnt  doth  well  con- 
It  fittes  me  well  my  absent  wealth  me  semes  for  to 

lament;  /  [twaine. 

And  with  my  teares  tassy  to  charre  mine  eyes 
Like  as  my  hart  aboue  the  brink  is  fraughted  foil 

of  payne :  [treate 

And  for  because  thereto,  that  those  fair  eyes  to 
Do  me  prouoke,  I  will  returne,  my  plaint  thus  to 

repeat: 
For  there  is  nothine  els,  so  toucheth  me  within. 
Where  they  rule  all,  and  I  alone,  nought  but  the 

case  or  skin ; 
Wherefore  I  shall  returne  to  them,  as  well,  or  spring 
From  whom  descends  my  mortal  woe,  aboue  all 

other  thing. 
So  shall  mine  eyes  in  payne  accompany  my  hart. 
That  were  the  guides,  that  did-  it  lead  of  loue  to 

feel  the  smart.  [pride. 

The  crisped  gold  that  doth  surmount    Appollos 
The  liuely  streames  of  pleasant  starres  that  vnder 

it  doth  glide.  [tbeire  heate. 

Wherein  the  beames  of  loue   doe  still  increase 
Which  yet  so  farre  touch  me  to  near  in  cold  to 

make  me  sweat: 
The  wise  and  pleasant  taike,  soe  rare  or  else  alone. 
That  gave  to  me  the  curteis  gift,  that  earst  had 

neuer  none. 
Be  farre  from  me  alas,  and  euery  other  thing, 
I  might  forbeare  with  better  will,  then  this  that  did 

me  bring  [payne. 

With  pUasand  woord  and  cheer,  redress  of  lingred 
And  wonted  oft  in  kindled  will  to  vertue  me  to 

trayne. 
Thus  am  I  forst  to  hear  and  barken  after  newcs. 
My  comfort  scant,  my  large  desire  in  doubtful 

trust  rencwes. 
And  yet  with  more  delight  to  mone  my  wofull 

case, 
I  must  complaine  those  hands,  those  armcs,  that 

firmly  do  embrace 
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Me  fiom  my  self,  and  rule  the  sterne  of  'my  poor 

life. 
The  iwete  dixdayneg,  the  pleasant  wrathes,  and 

eke  the  lonely  strife. 
That  wonted  well  to  tnne  in  temper  iost  and  mete, 
The  rage,  that  oft  did  make  me  erre,  by  furour  vn- 

discrcte. 
All  this  is  hid  fro  me  with  sharp  and  ragged  hilles. 
At  others  will  my  long  abode,  my  dqpe  dyspayr 

fulfiiles.  [dresse. 

And  if  my  hope  sometime  ryse  Tp  by  some  r^* 
it  stumbleth  straight  for  feable  feint  my  fear  hath 

such  excesse. 
Such  is  the  sort  of  hope,  the  less  for  more  desjrre, 
And  yet  I  trust  ere  that  1  dye,  to  se  that  1  require. 
7>he  resting  place  of  loue,  where  virtue  dwells  and 

growes,  [repose. 

There  I  desire  my  wery  life  sometime  may  take 
My  song  thou  shalt  attain  to  find  that  pleasant 

place,  [to  haue  this  grace. 

Where  she  doth  lioe  by  whom  I  line:  may  chance 
When  she  hath  read,  and  seen  the  griefe  wherein 

1  senie,  [thee  rescme. 

Between  her  brestsshe  shall  thee  pot  there  shall  she 
Then  tell  her,  that  I  come,  she  shall  me  shortly 

see. 
And  if  for  waighte  the  body  feyle,  ihe  soul  shall  to 

her  flee. 


And  when  in  minde  I  did  consent. 
To  folow  this  my  fencies  will, 
And  when  my  hart  did  first  ndent. 
To  taste  soch  bait  my  life  to  spill. 
I  would  my  hart  had  bene  as  thine. 
Or  els  thy  hart  had  been  as  myne; 


THE  LOUER  DETERMfnETH  TO  SERVE 
FAITHFULLY. 


THE  LOUER  BLAMETH  HIS  LOUE  FOR 
fiENTING  OF  THE  LETTER  HE  SENT 
HER, 

SuFFiSED  not  (Madame)  that  you  did  teare. 
My  wofbll  hart,  but  thus  also  to  rent 
The  weping  paper  that  to  yon  I  sent; 
Whereof  ech  letter  was  written  with  a  tear? 
Could  not  my  present  paynes  (alas)  sufilse 
Your  fredy  hart,  and  that  my  hart  doth  fele, 
Torments  that  prick  more  sharper  than  the  stele  ? 
But  new  and  new  must  to  my  lot  arise. 
Vse  then  my  death :  soe  shall  your  cruelty. 
Spite  of  your  spyte  rid  me  from  all  my  smart. 
And  I  no  more  such  torments  of  the  hait 
Fele  as  1  doe.  This  shall  yon  gain  thereby. 


THE  LOUER  CURSETH  THE  TIME  WHEN 
FIRST  HE  FELL  IN  LOUE. 

When  fyrst  mine  eyes  did  view  and  marke. 
Thy  fair  beawtie  to  behold. 
And  when  my  ears  lystned  to  barke. 
The  pleasant  words  that  thou  me  told  ; 

I  would  as  then  I  had  ben  free. 

From  ears  to  hear,  and  eyes  to  see. 
And  when  my  lips  gan  fyrst  to  moue, 
Wherby  my  hart  to  thee  was  koowne. 
And  when  my  tong  did  talke  of  lour. 
To  thee  that  hast  true  loue  downe  tbrowoe. 

1  would  my  lipps  and  tong  also 

Had  then  bene  dum,  no  deal  to  go. 
And  when  my  hands  haue  handled  ought. 
That  thee  hath  kept  in  memorie, 
And  when  my  feet  haue  gone  and  sought 
To  find  and  iret  thee  companie. 

I  would  eche  hand  a  foot  had  bene, 

And  I  eche  foote  a  hand  had  sene. 


Since  lone  will  needs  that  I  shall  lone. 

Of  veiy  force  I  moft  agree. 

And  since  no  chance  may  it  remone. 

In  wealth  and  in  adversitie. 

I  shall  alwfly  my  selfe  apply, 

To  wtT9t  and  suffer  paciently. 

Thoagh  for  good  will  I  finde  but  hate^ 
And  cruely  my  life  to  wast, 
And  though  that  still  a  wretched  state 
Should  pine  my  days  vnto  the  last: 
Yet  I  profess  it  willingly. 
To  serue  and  suffer  paciently. 

For  since  my  hart  is  bound  to  serue^ 
And  I  not  ruler  of  mine  owne, 
What  soe  befall,  till  that  I  steme. 
By  proofe  full  well  it  shall  be  knowue^ 
That  I  shall  still  my  selfe  apply. 
To  seme  and  suffer  paciently. 

Yet  though  my  griefe  findc  no  redresse* 
But  still  encrease  before  mine  eyes, 
Though  my  reward  be  cmelnesse. 
With  all  the  harme,  happe  can  deuise, 
Yet  I  professe  it  willingly 
To  serue  and  suffer  paciently. 

Yea  though  Fortune  her  pleasant  face 
Should  shew,  to  set  me  up  aloft, 
And  straight  my  wealth  for  to  deface. 
Should  writhe  away,  as  she  doth  oft. 
Yet  would  I  still  my  self  apply 
To  serue  and  suffer  paciently. 

There  is  no  griefe,  no  smert,  no  wo^ 
That  yet  I  fele,  or  after  shall. 
That  from  this  minde  may  make  me  go. 
And  whatsoeoer  me  befall, 
I  do  profess  it  willingly 
To  serue  and  suffer  paciently. 


THE  LOUER  SUSPECTED  BLAMETH  YLL 

TONGUES. 

MiSTRVSTFULL  minds  be  moved. 
To  bane  me  in  suspect, 

The  truth  it  shall  be  proved. 
Which  time  shall  once  detect* 

Though  falshed  go  abont. 
Of  crime  me  to  accuse. 
At  length  I  do  not  dout. 
But  truth  shall  me  excuse. 
Such  sawce,  as  they  haue  seraad^ 
To  me  without  desart, 
Euen  as  they  haiie  deserued, 
l*hcrof  God  send  them  part. 


OF  HIS  LOUE  CALLED  ANNA. 
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THE  LOVER  COMPLAINETH,  AND  HIS 
LADIE  COMFORTETH. 

Lwer.  It  bornetb  yet,  alas,  my  hartes  desire, 

Lady,  What  is  tto  thing,  that  hatb  inBani'd  thy 

J  JO,  A  certaioe  point  as  feroent  as  the  fyre.  [hert? 

Jjtt,  The  heat  shall  cease  if  that  thoa  wilt  conuert. 

Xo.  I  cannot  stop  the  feraent  rageing  yre. 

la.  What  may  1  do,  if  thy  self  cause  thy  smait? 

Lo,  Heare  my  request,  and  rewmy  weeping  chere. 

Zo.  With  right  good  will  say  on:  lo,  I  thee  here. 

Lo.  That  thing  would  I,  that  maketh  two  content. 

La.  Thou  seekest,  percliaunce  of  me,  that  I  may  not. 

Lo.  Would  God,  thou  wouldest,  as  thou  mayst, 
well  assent. 

Zxi.  That  1  may  not  the  griefe  is  mine,  Ood  wot 

Ld.  But  I  it  fele,  whatso  thy  wordes  haTC  ment 

La.  Suspect  me  not,  my  wordes  be  not  forgott. 

Xtf.  Then  say,  alas!  shall  I  haTC  help  or  no? 

JLa.  1  see  ho  time  to  answere,  yea,  but  no. 

Lo,  Say  yea,  dere  bart.and  stand  no  more  in  dout. 

La,  I  may  not  grant  a  thing  that  is  so  dere. 

Lo.  Lo  with  delaies,  thou  driues  me  Atill  abouL 

La.  Thou  wouldst  my  death,  it  plainly  doth  ap- 
perc.  ^      [out. 

Tj>'  First  may  my  heart  his  blood,  and  life  blede 

La.  Then  for  my  sake,  alas!  thy  will  fbrbere. 

Li.  From  day  to  day,  thus  wastes  my  life  away. 

La.  Yet  for  the  best,  suffre  some  small  delay. 

Lo,  Now  good,  say  yea,  do  once  so  good  a  dede. 

La.  If  I  sa}'^d  yea,  what  should  tberof  ensued 

Lo,  An  hart  in  payne  of  succour  so  should  spede, 
Twixt  yea,  and  nay,  my  doute  shall  still  renew, 
My  swete,  say  yea,  and  do  away  this  drede. 

La,  Thou  wilt  nedes  so j  be  it  so;  but  then  be  trew. 

Lo.  Nought  would  I  els,  nor  other  treasure  none. 
Thus  hearts  be  woune  by  loue,  request,  and 
monCf 


WHY  LOITE  IS  BLIND. 

Of  purpose,  loue  chose  first  for  to  be  blinder 
For  he  with  sight  of  that,  that  I  beholde, 
Vanquisht  had  been,  as^ainst  all' godly  kinde. 
His  bow  your  hand,  and  trusse  should  bane  ynfolde. 
And  he  with  me  to  serue  had  been  assinde. 
But,  for  he  blind,  and  reckless  would  him  holde. 
And  still,  by  chance,  his  dedly  strokes  bestow. 
With  such,  as  see,  I  serue,  and  suffer  wo. 


TO  HIS  VNKINDE  LOUE, 

What  rage  is  this?  what  furor  ?  of  what  kynde? 
What  power?  what  plage  doth  wery  thus  mye 
Within  my  bones  to  rankle  is  assinde,  [minde? 
What  poysoo  pleasant  swete  ? 

Lo  see  myneeyes  flow  with  continual'tearei. 
The  body  still  away  slepelesse  it  weares. 
My  foode  nothing  my  feinting  strength  repaires 
Nor  duth  my  limmes  sustaine. 

In  depe  wide  wound,  the  dedly  stroke  doth  tiime, 
Tocureles  skarre  tbatncTer  shall  retume. 
Go  to,  triamph,  reioyce  thy  goodly  torne. 
Thy  frend  thou  doest  oppresse. 


Oppresse  thou  doest,  and  hast  of  him  no  cure, 
Kor  yet  my  plaint  no  pitie  can  procure. 
Fierce  tygre  fell,  hard  rocke  without  recure 
Cruel  rebell  to  loue. 

Once  may  thou  knte,  neuer  beloued  again. 
So  loue  thou  still,  and  not  thy  loue  obtain,    ' 
So  wratbfull  loue  with  spites  of  iust  disdaii^ 
May  thret  thy  cruell  hart. 


THE  LOUER  BLAMETH  HIS  INSTANT 

DESIRE. 

DniRB  (alas!)  my  maister,  and  my  fo. 

So  sore  altered  thy  self,  how  maist  thou  see  ? 

Some  time  thou  sekest,  and  driues  me  to  and  fro; 

Some  time  tbou  leadst,  that  leadeth  thee  and  mee^ 

What  reason  is  to  rule  thy  subjectea  so. 

By  forced  law  and  mutabilitie? 

For  where  by  thee  I  douted  to  baue  blame, 
Euen  now  by  hate  again  I  dout  the  same. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HIS  ESTATE. 

I  SBB  that  chance  hath  chosen  me 
Thus  secretly  to  liue  in  payne. 
And  to  another  geueu  the  fee. 
Of  all  my  losse  to  baue  the  gayne. 
By  cbance  assinde  thus  do  1  serue. 
And  other  baue  that  1  deserue. 

Unto  my  self  some  time  alone 
1  do  lament  my  wofull  case. 
But  what  auaileth  me  to  mone  ? 
Since  troth  and  pitie  bath  no  place 
In  them,  to  whom  I  sue  and  serue. 
And  other  haue  that  I  deserue. 

To  soke  by  meane  to  change  this  min<!^ 
Alas,  I  prone  it  will  not  be; 
For  in  my  hart  1  cannot  fiude, 
Once  to  refraine,  but  still  agree 
As  bound  by  force  alway  to  seme. 
And  other  baue  that  I  deserue. 

Such  is  the  fortune  that  I  haue. 
To  loue  them  most,  that  loue  me  lest. 
And  to  my  peine  to  seke  and  craue 
The  thing,  that  other  haue  possest; 
So  thus  in  vaine  alway  I  serue. 
And  other  haue  that  I  deserue. 

And  t^ll  I  may  appease  tho  heate. 
If  that  my  happe  will  happe  so  well, 
To  wayle  my  wo  my  heart  shall  frcate. 
Whose  pensif  paine  my  tong  can  tell; 
Yet  thus  vnhappy  must  I  serue. 
And  other  haue  that  1  deserue. 


OF  HIS  LOUE  CALLED  ANNA. 

What  word  is  that,  that  changeth  not. 
Though  it  be  turnde.and  made  in  twaine? 
It  is  mine  Anna,  God  it  wot. 
The  only  causer  of  my  paine ; 
My  loue  that  medeth  with  disdaine. 
Yet  is  it  kiued,  what  will  you  more? 
It  is  my  lalue,  and  eke  my  sore. 
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WYATS  POEMS. 


THAT  PLEASURE  IS  MIXED  WITH 
EVERY  PAINE. 

Vknehous  tbornes  that  are  so  sharpe  and  kene» 
Beare  flowers  we  se,  full  fresh  and  faire  of  hae> 
Poison  is  also  pat  in  medicine. 
And  vnto  man  his  helth  doth  oft  renue : 
The  fire  that  all  things  eke  consumeth  dene, 
May  hurt  and  heale:  then  if  that  this  be  true, 
1  trust  some  time  my  harm  may  be  my  health. 
Sins  every  woe  is  ioyned  with  some  wealth. 


A  RIDDLE  OF  A  GIFT  OEVEN  BY  A 
.    LADIE. 

A  LADY  gaue  me  a  gyft  she  had  not; 

And  I  receiued  her  gift  which  I  took  not; 

She  gane  it  me  willingly,  and  yet  she  would  not; 

j\nd  I  receiued  it  albeit  1  could  not. 

If  she  giue  it  me  I  force  not; 

And  if  she  take  it  againe  she  cares  not. 

Conster  what  this  is,  and  tel  not; 

For  1  am  fast  sworne,  I  may  not. 


THAT  SPEAKING     OR    PROFERING 
BRIXGES  ALWAY  SPEDISG. 

SpBAKB  thou  and  tpede,  where  will  or  power 
ought  helpeth,  [welth: 

Where  power  doth  want,  will  must  be  wonne  by 
For  nede  will  spede,  where  will  workes  not  his 
kiode,  [fincie. 

And  gayne  thy  foes  thy  frendes  shall  cause  thee 
For  sute  and  golde,  What  do  not  they  obtayne  ? 
Of  good  and  bad  the  tryers  are  these  twayne. 


HE  RULETH  NOT  THOUGH  HE  RAIGKE 
OUER  REALMES,  THAT  IS  SUBJECT 
TO  HIS  OWN  LUSTE& 

If  thou  wilt  mighty  be,  flee  from  the  rage 
Of  cruell  will,  and  see  thou  kepe  the  free 
From  the  foul  yoke  of  sensual  bondage; 
For  though  thin^  empire  stretche  to  Indian  sea. 
And  for  thy  fear  trembleth  the  fardeth  Thy  lee. 
If  thy  desire  haue  ouer  thee  the  power. 
Subject  then  art  thou,  and  no  gouemour. 

If  tb  be  noble  and  high  thy  mind  be  moued, 
Consider  well  thy  grounde  and  thy  beginning. 
For  he  that  hath  eche  starre  in  heaven  fixed, 
And  geves  the  moone  her  homes  and  her  eclipsing, 
Alike  hath  made  the  noble  in  his  working, 
So  that  wretched  no  way  may  thou  bee. 
Except  foule  lust  and  vice  doe  conquer  thee, 

All  were  it  so  thou  had  a  flood  of  gold 
Unto  thy  thirst,  yet  should  it  not  snffloe; 
And  though  with  Indian  stones  a  thonsand  folde, 
More  precious  theo  can  thy  self  deuise. 
Ycharged  were  thy  backe ;  thy  cooetise. 
And  busy  by  ting  yet  should  neiier  let 
Thy  wretched  life,  pe  do  thy  death  profit. 


WHETHER  UBERTIE  BY  LOSSE  OF 
UFE,  OR  LiFE  IN  PRISON  AND 
THRALDOM  BE  TO  BE  PREFERRED. 

LvKB  as  the  birde  within  the  cage  enclosed^ 
The  dore  nnspmred,  her  foe  the  hawke  withoai 
Twixt  death  and  prison  piteonsly  oppressed. 
Whether  for  to  chose  standeth  in  dout; 
Lo  so  do  I,  which  seke  to  bring  about. 
Which  should  be  best  by  deierminacion 
By  losse  of  life,  libertie,  or  life  by  prison. 

O  mischief  by  mischief  to  be  redressed. 
Where  pain  is  best  there  Ucth  but  little  pleasure. 
By  short  deth  better  to  be  deliuered. 
Then  bide  in  painfull  life,  thnJdome  and  doier. 
Small  is  the  pleasure  where  much  pain  we  suffer. 
Rather  therfore  to  chuse  me  thinketh  wisdome. 
By  loss  of  life  libertie,  then  life  by  prison. 

And  yet  me  thinkes  although  I  line  and  suffer, 
I  do  but  waite  a  time  and  fortunes  chance; 
Oft  many  thinges  do  happen  In  one  bower; 
That  which  opprest  me  now  m^y  me  aduaoce; 
In  time  is  trust,  which  by  deathes  greuaunce 
Is  wholy  lost    Tlien  wer  it  not  reason 
By  death  to  chuse  libertie,  and  not  life  by  prison. 

But  death  wer  deliuerence  where  life  lengths 
peine. 
Of  these  two  ylles  let  see  now  choose  the  best. 
This  bird  to  deliuer  that  here  doth  plain ; 
What  say  ye  louers,  which  shal  be  the  best? 
In  cage  thraldome,  or  by  the  hawke  opprest^ 
And  which  to  choose,  make  plain  conclusion 
By  fosse  of  life  libertie,  or  life  by  prison. 


AGAINST  BOURDERS  OF  MONEY. 
(From  the  Greek  Epigram.) 

For  shamefast  harme  of  great  and  hateful!  oede, 
In  depe  dispaire,  as  did  a  wretch  go. 
With  ready  corde  out  of  his  life  to  spede. 
His  stumbling  fooie,  did  findc  an  horde,  lo. 
Of  gold,  I  say,  where  he  preparde  this  dede 
And  in  eschange,  he  left  the  corde  tho. 

He  that  had  hid  the  golde,  and  found  it  noty 
Of  that  h^  fouif  d,  he  shapt  his  neck  a  knot. 


DISCRIPTION  OF  A  GONNE. 

VuLCANB  begat  roe,  Minenia  me  taught. 
Nature  my  mother,  craft  nourisht  me  yere  by  yere 
Thre  bodies  are  my  foode;    my  strength  is  in 
naught.  [dere. 

Anger,  wrat^,  wast,  and  noyse,  are  ray  children 
Gesse  frende,  what  I  am,  and  how  I  am  wraught. 
Monster  of  sea  or  of  laode,  or  of  els  where: 
Know  me,  and  vse  me,  and  I  may  thee  defend. 
And  if  I  be  thine  enmy  1  may  thy  life  eode. 


WYATE  BEING  IN  PRISON  TO  BRIAN 

oIgrbs  are  my  foode,  my  drink  are  my  teares; 
Cimking  of  ft'tters  would  such  ronsike  crane, 
Stink,  and  close  ayre,  away  my  life  it  weares; 
Poor  Innocence  is  al  the  hope  1  haue, 


OF  THE  MEANE  AND  SUBE  ESTATE. 
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Rain*  wtnde,  or  wether,  judge  I  by  my  eares, 
Malice  assantes  that  righteousnesse  sboald  baue. 
Sure  am  I,  BriaD,  tbis  wound  sball  beale  agaioe. 
But  yet,  alas !  tbe  akane  shall  etill  remaine. 


OP  DISSEMBLING  WORDES. 

Tbroughout  the  world  if  it  were  sought, 
Faiie  words  ynough  a  mao  shall  finde; 
They  be  good  chepe,they  cost  right  nought. 
Their  substance  is  but  only  winde: 
But  well  to  say,  and  so  to  mene. 
That  swete  accord  is  seldom  sene. 


OF  THE  MEAN  AND  SURE  ESTATE. 
(From  Seneca's  Chorus.) 

Stomd  who  so  list  upon  the  slipper  wheele. 
Of  hie  estate,  and  let  me  here  reioyce. 
And  v^  my  life  in  quietnesse  eche  dele, 
Unknowen  in  court  that  hath  tbe  wanton  toyes. 
In  hydden  place  my  time  shall  slowly  passe. 
And  when  my  yeres  be  past  withouten  noyse, 
Let  me  die  olde  after  the  common  trace; 
For  gripes  of  death  doUi  he  too  hardly  pass; 
That  knowen  is  to  all,  but  to  himself,  alas  1 
He  djFcth  unknowen,  daiied  with  dreadfull  fece. 


THE  COURTIERS  LIFE. 

In  court  to  seme  decked  with  freshe  aray, 
Of  sugred  meates  feliug  the  swete  repast. 
The  life  in  bankets  and  sundry  kindes  of  playe. 
Amid  the  prease  of  worldly  lookes  to  waste. 
ilatb  with  it  joynde  oft  times  such  bitter  taste. 
That  who  so  ioyes  such  kinde  of  life  to  hold. 
In  prison  ioyes  fettred  with  cbeincs  of  gold. 


e 


OF  DISAPPOINTED  PURPOSE  BY  NEG- 

LICENCE. 

Of  Carthage  he  that  worthy  warrionr. 
Could  ouercome,  but  could  not  use  his  chance ; 
And  I  likewise  of  all  my  long  endeauour, 
The  sbarpe  conquest  though  fortune  did  advance, 
Ke  could  I  vse.    The  hold  that  is  geven  over, 
I  vnpossesse,  so  hangeth  now  in  balance 
•    Of  warre,  my  peace,  rewarde  of  all  my  payne, 
At  Mountzon  thus  I  restless  rest  in  Spaine. 


OF  HIS  RETURNE  FROM  SPAINE. 

Tagds  farewell,  that  westward  with  thy  stremes, 
Tnrnes  vp  tbe  graines  of  gold  already  tried ; 
For  1  with  spurre  and  saile  go  seke  the  Temmes, 
Gainward  the   Sonne   that  sheweth  her    weltby 

pride;  » 
And  to  the  town  that  Brutus  sought  by  dreames. 
Like  bended  mone  that  leaues  her  lusty  side, 
My  king,  ray  countrey  1  seke,  for  whom  1  live, 
O  mighty  loue  the  windes  for  this  me  giue. 
yoh,  II. 


OF  SODAINE  TRUSTING. 

Driubk  by  desire  I  did  thisdede. 
To  danger  my  selfe  without  cause  why, 
To  trust  thuntrue  not  like  to  spede, 
To  speake  and  promise  faithfully: 
But  now  the  proofe  doth  verify, 
That  who  so  trusteth  ere  he  know. 
Doth  hurt  himself  and  please  hys  foe. 


OF    THE    MOTHER    THAT  EATE    HER 
CHILD  AT  THE  SIEGE  OF  lERUSALEM, 

In  doutfull  brest  whiles  motherly  pity, 
With  furious  famine  standeth  at  debate 
The  mother  saith,  O  child  vnbappy. 
Return  thy  blood  whete  thou  hadst  milke  of  late. 
Yeld  me  ^ose  limmes  that  I  made  vnto  thecy 
And  entre  there  where  thou  wer  generate. 
For  of  one  body  against  all  nature, 
To  another  must  I  make  sepulture. 


OF  THE  MEANE   AND   SURJE    ESTATE 
ffRITTEN  TO  JOHN  POINS. 

My  mothers  maides  when  they  do  sowe  andspinne. 
They  sing  a  song  made  of  a  feldishe  mouse: 
That  for  bicause  her  liuelod  was  but  thinne. 
Would  nedes  go  se  her  townish  sisters  house. 
She  thought  her  self  endurde  to  greuous  paine. 
The  stormy  blastes  her  caue  so  sore  did  sowse; 
That  when  the  furrowse  swimmed  with  the  raine. 
She  must  lye  colde,  and  wet  in  sory  plight; 
And  worse  then  that, bare  meate  there  did  remaine. 
To  comfort  her,  when  she  her  house  had  digbt. 
Some  time  a  barley  come,  sometime  a  beane. 
For  which  she  laboured  hanl  both  day  and  night. 
In  faaruest  time,  while  she  might  go  and  glcane. 
And  when  her  store  was  stroyed  with  the  floode, 
Then  welaway  for  she  vndone  was  clene: 
Then  was  she  faioc  to  take,  instede  of  foode 
Slepe  if  she  might,  her  hunger  to  begile, 
My  sister,  quod  she,  hath  a  lioing  good, 
And  hence  from  me  she  dwelleth  not  a  mile; 
Id  colde  aud  storme,  she  lyeth  warme  and  drye 
In  bed  of  downe;  the  durt  doth  not  defile 
Her  tender  fote,  she  labours  not^s  I. 
Richely  she  fedes,  and  at  the  riche  mans  cost. 
And  for  her  meate  she  nedes  not  craue  nor  cry  ; 
By  sea,  by  land,  of  delicates  the  most 
Her  cater  sekes,  and  spareth  for  no  perell : 
She  fedes  on  boyle  meate,  bake  meate  and  rost 
And  bath  therefore  no  whit  of  charge  nor  travclU 
And  when  she  list,  the  licour  of  the  grape 
Doth  glad  her  hart,  till  that  her  belly  swell. 
And  at  this  iourney  makes  sbe  but  a  iape. 
So  forth  she  goes,  trusting  of  all  thys  wealth. 
With  her  sister  her  part  so  for  to  shape, 
That  if  she  might  there  kepe  herself  in  health. 
To  Hue  a  lady  while  her  life  doth  last. 
And  to  the  dore  now  is  she  come  by  stealth. 
And  with  her  foote  anone  she  scrapes  full  fast. 
Thother  for  feare  durst  not  well  scarse  appcarc: 
Of  euery  noyse  so  was  the  wretch  agast 
At  last,  she  asked  softly  who  was  there. 
And  in  her  language  as  well  as  she  could, 
Pepe  (quod  the  other)  sister,  I  am  here. 
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Peace  (qaod  the  towne  mouse)  why  Bpeakest  tbou 

M>  ioude  ? 
And  by  the  hand  she  toke  her  hire  and  welL 
Welcome,  quod  she,  my  sister  by  the  rode^ 
She  feasted  her,  that  ioye  it  was  to  tell, 
The  fare  they  had,  they  drank  the  wyne  so  clere. 
And  as  to  purpose  now  and  tb<*n  it  fell 
She  chered  her,  with,  bowr,  sister,  what  chere? 
Amid  this  ioy  befell  a  sory  chance, 
That,  welaway,  the  stranger  buuj^ht  fiill  dere, 
The  fare  she  had ;  for  as  she  lookte  a  skance. 
Under  a  stole  she  spied  two  steming  eyes 
In  a  rounde  head,  with  sharp  eares :  in  Fiance 
Was  never  mouse  so  feard,  for  the  vnwise 
Had  not  ysene  such  a  beast  before. 
Yet  had  nature  taught  her  after  gise 
To  knovr  her  fo,  and  dread  him  euermore; 
The  towne  mouse  fled,  she  knew  whither  to  go, 
The  other  had  no  shift,  but  wonders  sore; 
Feard  of  her  life,  at  home  she  wisht  her  tbo*. 
And  to  the  dore,  alas !  as  she  did  skippe, 
The  Heaven  it   would,  lo!   and  eke  her  chance 

was  so. 
At  the  threshold  her  sely  fote  did  trippe. 
And  ere  she  might  recouer  it  again. 
The  traytour  cat  had  caught  her  by  the  hippe. 
And  made  her  there  against  her  wyll  remaine. 
That  hath  forgot  her  power  suertic,  and  rebt, 
Forseking  welth,  wherein  she  thought  to  raigne. 

Alas  (my  Poyns)  how  men  do  seke  the  best, 
And  finde  the  worse,  by  erronr  as  they  straye; 
And  no  maruell.  when,  «ight  is  so  opprest. 
And  blindes  the  guide,  anone  out  of  the  way 
Cucth  guide  and  all  in  ^eking  quiet  lyfc. 
O  wretched  miades!  there  is  no  golde  that  may, 
Graunt  that  you  seke,  no  warre,  no  peace,  no 

strife;:  [golde. 

No,   no,  although  thy  head   were    hoopt    with 
Seijcant  with  mace,  with  hawbart,  sword  nor  knife, 
Can  not  repulse  the  care  that  folow  should. 
Eche  kindc  of  life  hath  with  him  his  disease, 
IJue  in  delites,  even  as  thy  lust  would, 
And  thou  shalt  finde,  when  lust  doth  most  thee 

please. 
It  irketh  straight,  and  by  itself  doth  fode. 
A  small  thing  is  it,  that  may  thy  minde  appease  ? 
None  of  you  all  there  is,  that  is  so  madde 
To  seke  for  grapes  on  brambles,  or  on  bryers. 
Nor  none  I  trow,  that  hath  a  witte  so  badde 
To  set  his  hay  for  conies  oner  riuers ; 
Nor  ye  set  not  a  dragge  net  for  an  hare; 
And  yet  the  thing,  that  most  is  your  desire. 
You  do  misseke,  with  more  travell  and  care. 
Make  plaine  thine  hart,  that  it  be  not  knotted 
With  hope  or  dreade,  and  se  thy  will  be  bare 
From  all  aifectes,  whom  vice  hath  never  spotted^ 
Thy  self  content  with  that  is  the  assinde. 
And  vse  it  well  that  is  to  the  alotted: 
Then  seke  no  more  out  of  thy  selfe  to  fynde 
The  thing  that  thou  hast  sought  so  long  before; 
For  thou  shalt  fee\c  it  sticking  in  thy  minde. 
Made,  if  ye  list  to  continue  your  sore. 
Let  present  passe,  and  gape  on  time  to  come. 
And  depe  thy  self  in  trauell  more  and  more. 
Henceiorth  (my  Poins)  this  shall  be  all  and  some. 
These  wretches]  fooles  shall  have  nought  els  of  me : 
But,  to  the  great  God,  and  to  his  dome, 
None  other  payne  pray  I  for  them  to  be ; 
But  when  the  rage  doth  leade  them  from  the  right 
Th«t  loking  backwand  vertue  they  may  see 


Euen  as  she  is,  so  goodly  faire  and  bright; 
And  whilst  they  clai^    their  lusts   in   ariDe* 
acrosse,  [might, 

Graunt  them,  good  Lord,  as  thoa  maitt  of  thy 
To  freat  inward,  for  losing  such  a  losse. 


OF  THE  COURTIERS  LIFE,  WRITTEN^  TO 

JOHN  POIKS. 

Mrif E  own  John  Poins,  since  ye  delike  to  know 

The  causes  why  that  homeward  I  me  draw. 

And  flee  the  prease  of  courtes,  where  so  they  go» 

Rather  then  to  liue  thrall  vnder  the  awe 

Of  lordly  lokes,  wrapped  within  my  cloke; 

To  will  and  lust  learning  to  set  a  lawe : 

It  is  not,  that  because  I  scome  or  mocke 

The  power  of  them  whom  fortune  here  hath  lent 

Charge  over  vs,  of  right  to  strike  the  stroke  ^ 

But  true  it  is,  that  I  haue  alwa]rs  ment 

Lesse  to  esteme  them,  then  the  common  sort. 

Of  outward  thinges  that  iudge  in  theyr  entent 

Without  regarde  what  inward  doth  resort. 

I  graunt,  some  time  of  glory  that  the  fire, 

Duth  touch  my  hart.     Me  list  not  to  report 

RIame  by  honour,  and  honour  to  desire. 

But  how  may  I  this  honour  now  attaine, 

That  cannot  dye  the  colour  blacke  a  licr? 

My  Poins,  I  cannot  frame  my  tune  to  faine. 

To  cloke  the  truth,  for  praise  without  desert 

Of  them  that  list  all  vice  for  to  retuine. 

I  cannot  honour  them,  that  set  their  part 

With  Venus  and  Bacchus  all  theyr  life  long. 

^fo^  hold  my  peace  of  them,  although  I  smart« 

I  cannot  crouche  nor  knele  to  such  a  wronge; 

To  worship  them  like  God  on  earth  alone. 

That  are  as  wolves  these  sely  lambes  among. 

I  cannot  with  my  wordes  complayne  and  mone^ 

And  suffer  nought;  nor  smart  without  complaint: 

Nor  tnrne  the  word  that  from  my  mouth  is  ^one. 

I  cannot  Mpcake  and  loke  like  as  a  saint. 

Use  wyles  for  wit,  and  make  desceit  a  pleasure. 

Call  craft  counsaile,  for  lucre -still  to  paint, 

I  ran  not  wrest  the  law  to  fill  the  coffer; 

With  innocent  bloud  te  fede  my  self  fatte. 

And  do  most  hurt,  where  that  most  heipe  I  offer. 

I  am  not  be,  that  can  allow  the  state. 

Of  hie  Ceasei^  and  damne  Cato  to  dye, 

T^at  with  his  death  did  scape  out  of  the  gate» 

From  Ceasers  hands,  if  Liuy  doth  not  lie. 

And  would  not  liue  where  liberty  was  lost; 

So  did  his  hart  the  common  wealth  apply. 

I  am  uot  he,  suche  eloquence  to  host. 

To  make  the  craw  in  singing,  as  the  swanue; 

Xor  call  the  lion  of  coward  beastes  the  moat ;  ' 

That  can  not  take  a  mouse,  as  the  cat  can; 

And  he  that  dyeth  for  honger  of  the  golde. 

Call  him  Alexander,  and  say  that  Pan 

Passeth  ApolJo  in  musike  manifolde. 

Praise  syr  Topas  for  a  noble  tale. 

And  scorne  the  story  that  the  knight  tolde. 

Praise  him  for  counsell,  that  is  dronke  of  ale; 

Grinne  when  he  laughes,  that  beareth  all  thcsway, 

Frowne  when  he  fruwues,  and  grone  when  he  ia 

pale; 
On  others  lust  to  hang  both  night  and  day. 
None  of  these  pointcs  would  euer  frame  in  me ; 
My  wit  is  nought,  1  can  not  learne  the  way. 
And  much  the  lesse  of  things  that  greater  be^ 
That  asken  heIpe  of  colours  to  deubtej. 


HOW  TO  VSE  THfe  COURT  AND  HIMSELFE  THERIN. 
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To  ioyne  the  meane  with  eche  extremities 

With  nercst  vertue  ay  to  cloke  tlie  vice ; 

And,  as  to  purpose  likewise  it  shall  fall. 

To  presse  the  vertue  that  it  may  oot  rise: 

As  dronkeiiDe<iS  good  felowsbip  to  call ; 

The  frendly  foe  with  his  faire  double  face. 

Say  he  is  gentle,  and  curties  therewithal!, 

Affirme  that  Fauel  hath  a  goodly  grace 

In  eloquence;  and  cruelty  to  name, 

Zeale  of  justice,  and  change  in  time  and  place: 

And  he  that  suffereth  offence  without  blame, 

Call  him  pitiful!,  and  him  true  and  plaine, 

That  rayleth  rechless  vnto  eche  mans  shame. 

Say  he  is  rude,  that  can  not  lye  and  fayne. 

The  lecher  a  loucr;  and  tyranny 

To  be  right  of  a  princes  raigne: 

1  can  not  1,  no  no,  it  wyll  not  be. 

This  is  the  cause  that  1  could  neuer  yet, 

Hang  on  their  sleues  that  weigh  (as  Ihow  maist  se) 

Achippe  of  chaunce,  more  then  a  pound  of  wit ; 

This  makethme  at  home  to  hunt  and  hawke. 

And  in  fowle  weather  at  my  book  to  sit; 

In  frost  and  snow,  then  with  my  bowe  to  stalke; 

No  man  doth  marke  whereso  I  ride  or  go. 

In  lusty  leas  at  libertie  I  walke; 

And  of  these  newes  1  fele  no  weale  nor  woe; 

Save  that  a  clogge  doth  han?  yet  at  my  hele. 

No  force  for  that,  for  that  is  ordred  so, 

That  I  may  leapc  both  he<Ige  and  dike  full  wele. 

I  am  not  now  in  Frannce,  to  iudge  the  wine, 

With  sauery  sauoe  those  delicates  to  fele, 

Nor  yet  in  Spaine,  where  one  must  him  incline. 

Rather  then  to  be,  outwardly  to  seme. 

I  meddle  not  with  wittes  that  be  so  fine, 

Nor  Flaunders  chere  lettes  not  my  sight  tp  deroe 

Of  black  and  white,  nor  takes  my  wittes  away. 

With  beastliness,  such  doe  tiiose  beastea  esteme. 

Nor  1  am  not,  where  truth  is  geven  in  pray 

For  money,  poyson  aiyl  treason,  of  some 

A  common  practice,  vscd  night  and  day. 

But  I  am  here  in  Kent  and  Christendome, 

Among  the  Muses,  where  1  reade  and  rime, 

Where  if  thou  list,  mine  own  John  Poins  to  come, 

Thou  Shalt  be  judge,  how  1  do  spende  my  time. 


HOfVTO  VSE  THE  COURT  AND  TIIMSELFE 
THERIN,  WRITTEN  TO  SIR  FR/iUNCES 
BRIAN. 

A  SPENDING  hand  that  alway  powreth  out. 
Had  nede  to  haue  a  bringer  in  as  fast, 
And  on  the  stone  that  still  doth  turne  about, 
There  groweth  no  mosse  .*  these  proverbs  yet  do 
Reason  bath  set  them  in  so  sure  a  place,       [last. 
That  length  of  yeres  their  force  can  never  wast. 
When  [  remembre  this  and  eke  the  case      [write 
Wherein  thou  stand&t,  1  thought  fourtbwith  to 
(Brian)  to  thee,  who  knowes  how  great  a  grace 
In  writing  is  to  counsayle  man  the  right. 
To  thee  therforc  that  trottcs  still  up  and  downe, 
And  never  restes;  but  running  day  and  night. 
From  realme  to  realme,  from  citie,  strete,  and 

towne; 
Why  doest  thou  wcare  thy  body  to  the  bones  ? 
And  mightest  at  home  slepe  in  thy  bedde  of  downe, 
And  drinke  good  ale  so  nappy  for  the  nones; 
Fe<le  thy  self  fatte,  aud  heape  vp  pounde  by  pound. 
Lykest  thou  not  this?  No.  why?  for  swine  so 

gronet 


In  itye,  and  chaw  dung  moulded  on  the  gronnd; 
And  driuel  on  pearles,  with  bead  still   in  the 

maunder: 
So  of  the  harpe  the  assc  doth  heard  the  sonnd. 
So  sackes  of  durt  l>e  filde.     The  neat  courtier 
So  serues  for  lesse  then  do  these  fatted  swine. 
Though  I  seme  leane  and  drie  withouten  moister. 
Yet  will  1  seme  my  prince,  my  lord  and  thyjne; 
And  let  them  live  to  fede  the  paunch  that  list. 
So  may  I  line  to  fede  both  me  and  mine. 
By  God  well  said.    But  what  and  if^thoo  wist 
How  to  bring  in,  as  fast  as  thou  doest  spende 
That  would  I  learne.    And  it  i>ha\\  not  be  mist 
To  tel  the  how.     Now  harkc  what  I  intende: 
Thou  knowest  well  first,  who  so  can  seke  to  please. 
Shall  purchase  frendes,  where  trouth  shall  hut 

offende; 
Flee  therfore  truth,  it  is  both  welth  and  ease* 
For  though  that  trouth  of  every  man  hath  praise. 
Full  nere  that  winde  goeth  troUth  in  great  mis- 
Use  vertue,  as  it  goeth  now  a  dales,  [ease, 
tn  worde  alone  to  make  thy  language  swete ; 
And  of  thy  dcde,  yet  do  not  as  thou  sayes. 
Els  be  thou  sure,  thou  shalt  be  furre  vnmete. 
To  geat  thy  bread,  eche  thing  is  now  so  skant. 
Seke  still  thy  profit  vpon  thy  bare  fete. 
Lend  in  no  wise,  for  fcare  that  thou  do  want, 
Unlcsse  it  be,  as  to  a  calfe  a  chese ; 
But  if  thou  can  be  sure  to  win  a  cant 
Of  half  at  least     It  is  not  good  to  leese. 
Learne  at  the  ladde,  that  in  a  long  white  cote. 
From  undeV  the  stall,  withouten  landes  or  fees. 
Hath  lept  into  the  slioppe;  who  knowes  by  rote 
This  rule  that  I  haue  tolde  thee  here  before. 
Somtime  also  riche  age  beginnes  to  dote ; 
Se  thou  when  there  thy  gayne  may  be  the  more: 
Stay  him  by  the  arme  where  so  he  walke  or  go. 
Be  nere  alway,  and  if  he  cough  to  sore. 
What  he  hath  spit  treade  out;  and  please  him  so. 
A  diligent  knave  that  pickes  his  maisters  purse 
May  please  him  so,|,that  he  withouten  mo, 
Executour  is:   And  what  is  he  the  wurse? 
But  if  so  chance,  thou  get  nought  of  the  man. 
The  widow  may  for  all  thy  paine  disburse : 
A  riveld  skinne,  a  stinking  breath,  what  than  ? 
A  tothelesse  mouth  shall  doe  thy  lippes  no  harme; 
The  gold  is  good ;  and  though  she  curse  or  banne. 
Yet  where  thee  list,  thou  mayst  lie  good  and 
Let  the  old  mule  bite  upon  the  bridle,      [warme; 
Whilst  there  do  lie  a  sweter  in  thine  arme. 
In  this  also  se  that  thou  be  not  idle. 
Thy  nece,  thy  cosin,  sister  or  thy  daughter 
If  she  be  faire,  if  hansomc  be  her  middle. 
If  thy  better  hath  her  loue  besought  her, 
Auaunce  his  cause  and  he  shall  helpe  thy  nede: 
It  is  but  loue,  turne  thou  it  to  a  laughter. 
But  ware  I  say,  so  gold  thee  helpe  and  spede. 
That  in  this  case  thou  be  not  so  unwise, 
As  Panclar  was  in  such  a  like  dede; 
For  he  the  foole  of  conscience  was  so  nice. 
That  he  no  gaine  would  haue  for  all  his  paine : 
Be  next  thy  self,  for  frendsbip  bears  no  pryce. 
Laughest  thou  at  me?  why?  do  I  speak  in  vaine? 
No  not  at  thee,  but  at  thy  thrifty  iest: 
Wouldest  thou,  I  shoulde  for  any  losse  or  gaine 
Change  that  for  golde  that  I  have  tane  for  best 
Next  ifodly  thinges,  to  have  an  honest  name? 
Should  I  leaue  that?     Then  take  me  for  a  beast. 
Nay  then  farewel,  and  if  thou  care  for  shame 
Content  the  then  with  honest  povertie; 
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With  free  long,  wbat  thee  mislykes,  to  blame 
And  for  thy  trooth  somtime  adveraitie, 
Aiid  therwilball  this  gyft  I  shall  thee  giue. 
In  this  world  now  litle  prosperitie, 
And  cooyoe  to  kepe,  as  water  in  a  sive.     . 
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THE  SONG  OF  fOPAS  VNFINISHED. 

When  Dido  feasted  the  wandriDfr  Troian  knight, 
Whom  Junos  wrath  with  stormes  did  force  in  Libik 

sands  to  light. 
That  mighty  Atlas  taught  the  supper  lasting  long, 
With  crisped  lockes,  in  golden  barpe  lopas  sang 

'  in  song : 
That  same  (quod  he)  tdat  we  the  World  do  call 

and  name, 
Of  Heauen  and  Earth  with  all  contentes,  it  is  the 

?ery  frame :  [in  one, 

Of  thus,  of  heauenly  powers  by  more  powre  kept 
Repugnant  kindes,  in   mids  of  whom  the  eaith 

hath  place  alone;  [and  nourse, 

Firme,  rounde,  of  liuing  things  the  mother,  place 
Without  the  which  in  egall  weight  this  heauen 

doth  hold  his  course.  [heauen, 

And  it  is  calde  by  name  the  first   and  moving 
The  firmament  is  placed  next,  contelning  other 

seuen.  [thicke. 

Of  heauenly  powers  that  same  is  planted  full  and 
As  shining  lights  which  vee  call  starres,  that  therein 

cleue  and  sttcke.  [less  sours, 

With  great  swift  bway,  the  fyrst,  and  with  bis  rest- 
Carieth  it  self,  and  all  those  eyght,  in  cuen  con- 
tinual cours. 
And  of  this  world  so  round  within  that  rolling  case, 
Two  points  there  be  that  neuer  moue,  but  firmly 

kepe  their  place : 
The  tone  we  see  alway,  the  tother  stands  obiect. 
Against  the  samei  deuiding  just  the  ground  by  line 

direct;  [other, 

Which  by  imaginacion,  drawne  from  the  one  to  th' 
Toucheti)  the  centre  of  the  eaith,  for  way  there  is 

none  other:  [not  bright. 

And  these  be  calde  the  poles,  descride  by  starres 
Artike  the  one  northward  we  see^  antartike  thother 

hight. 
The  line,  that  we  deuise  from  thone  to  thother  so, 
As  nxell  is;  upon  which  the  heavens  about  do  go; 
Which  of  water  nor  earth,  of  ayre  nor  fyre  haue 

kinde; 
Therefore  the  substance  of  those  same  were  hard 

for  man  to  finde; 
But  they  bene  uiicorupt,  simple  and  pure  vnmixt; 
And  so  we  say  been  all  those  starres,  that  in  those 

same  be  fixt; 
And  eke  those  erring  seuen,  in  circle  as  they  stray, 
So  calde,  because  against  that  first  they  have  re- 
pugnant way; 
And  fsmalkr  bywayes  too,  skant  sensible  to  man, 
To  busy  worke  for  my  poor  harpe;  let  sing  tbcni 

he  that  can. 
The  wydfst  saue  the  fyrsk  of  all  these  nyne  abouc, 
One  hundered  yere  doth  aske  of  space  for  one  de- 
gree to  moue:  [heaven. 
Of  which  decrees  we  make  iu  the  first  moving 
Three  hundred  and  tbrescore,  in  partes  justly 

dinided  euen;  l^^^o, 

And  yet  there  is  another  between  those  heauens 
Who«e  mouing  is  so  sly,  so  slacke,  I  name  it  not 
for  BOW. 


The  teuenth  heauen,  or  the  shell,  next  to  the  itanry 

sky, 
All  those  degrees  that  gathertb  Tp  with  aged  paoe, 

80  sly,  [hath  beoci 

And  doth  performe   the   same,  as  elders  count 
In  nine  and  twenty  yeres  complete,  and  dales 

almost  sixtene; 
Do  carry  in  his  bowt  the  starre  of  Satume  olde, 
A  threatner  of  all  liuing  things  with  drought,  and 

with  his  cold.  [yonger  pase. 

The  sixt  whom  this  cooteins,  doth  stalke  with 
And  in  twelve  yere  doth  somwfaat  more  then 

thothers  viage  was,  [nigne. 

And  this  in  it  doth  beare  the  starre  of  Jove  be- 
Twene  Satumes  malice,  and  vs  men,  freodly  de^ 

fending  signe: 
The  fifth  beares  bloudy  Man,  that  in  three  hun- 
dred dates. 
And  twise  eleuen  with  one  fuU  yere  bath  finisht^ 

all  those  waies.  [stxe* 

A  yere  doth  aske  the  fourth,  and  bowers  therto 
And  in  the  same  the  daies  eye  the  sune,  therein 

he  stickes.  [me. 

The  third  that  gonernd  is  by  that,  that  gonemf 
And  lone  for  loue,  and  for  no  loue  prouokes,  as  oft 

we  see,  [the  tother. 

In  like  space  doth  performe  that  course,  that  d*yd 
So  doth  the  next,  unto  the  same,  that  second  is 

in  order; 
But  ii  doth  beans  the  starre,  that  cald  is  Menmry; 
That  many  a  crafty  secret  steppe  doth  treade,  as 

Calcars  try.  -  [bath  gone 

That  sky  is  last,  and  fist  next  us  those  waies 
In  seuen  and  twenty  common  daies,  and  eke  the 

third  of  one; 
And  beareth  with  his  sway  the  diners  moone  about; 
Now  bright,  now  brown,  now  bent,  now  ful,  and 

now  her  light  is  out:  [these  seuen. 

Thus  have  they  of  their  ewn  two  mouinges  all 
One,  wherin  they  be  carried  still,  ecbe  in  his  seue- 

ral  heauen  z 
Another  of  tbemselues,  where  their  bodies  be  layd 
In  by  waies,  and  in  lesser  roundes,  as  I  afore  haue 

sayd;  [streight, 

Saue  of  them  all  the  sunne  doth  stray  lest  from  the 
The  starry  sky  hath  but  one  course,  that  we  have 

calde  the  eight.  [to  east. 

And  all  these  moouinges  eight  are  ment  from  west 
Although  Uiey  seme  to  clime  aloft,  I  kay  from 

east  to  west; 
But  that  is  but  by  force  of  theyr  first  moving  sky. 
In  twise  twelve  houres  from  east  to  east   that 

carieth  them  by  and  by :  [seuen. 

But  marke  me  well  also,  these  mouinges  ot  these 
Be  not  aboue  the  axeltree  of  the  fyrst  mouing 

heauen;  [the  tother,  &c. 

For  they  haue  their  two  poles  directly  tone  to 


OF  LOUE. 


LvKE  as  the  wynde  with  raginge  blaste 
I>)th  ca  wse  eche  tree  to  bo  we  and  bcnde: 
Even  so  do  I  spende  my  tyme  in  waste. 
My  lyflT  con^umynge  unto  an  ende. 

For  as  the  flame  by  force  doth  quench  tbe  fier^ 
And  runnynge  streroes  consume  the  rayne;         ' 
Even  so  do  I  my  self  desyer 
To  augment  my  grefl^,  and  deadly  payne. 
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Vhear  as  I  fyode  that  whot  is  whott. 
And  coMe  is  cdde  by  course  of  kynde. 
So  shall  1  koet  an  endles  knott: 
Soche  fniieie  in  love,  alas  I  I  fynde. 

When  I  forsaw  those  christall  stFeames, 
Whose  bewtie  dothe  cawse  my  mortall  wounde, 
I  lyttyl  thought  within  those  beames 
So  Bwete  a  venym  for  to  have  founde. 

I  fele  and  se  my  owne  decaye; 
As  on  that  bearethe  fleme  in  his  brest, 
Forgetfull  though  to  put  away 
The  thynge  that  breadethe  my  unrest. 

Like  as  the  flye  dothe  seke  the  flame, 
And  afterwarde  playeth  in  the  fyer, 
Who  iyndeth  her  woe,  and  seketh  her  game. 
Whose  greffe  doth  growe  of  her  owne  desyer. 

Lyke  as  the  spider  doth  drawe  her  lyne. 
As  labour  lost  so  is  my  sute ; 
The  gayne  is  hers  the  losse  is  myne : 
Of  eviU  sowne  seade  suche  is  the  frute. 


O  GOODLY  hande 

Whearin  doth  stancle 
My  harte  dystraught  in  payiie : 

Dere  hand,  alas ! 

In  lyttel  space 
My  lyf  thou  dost  restrayne, 

O  fyngers  slyght. 

Departed  ryght. 
So  long,  so  small,  so  roundel 

Goodly  begonne. 

And  yet  a  bone 
Most  cruell  in  my  wounde. 

With  lyllyes  whyght. 

And  roses  bryght 
Doth  strayne  tbie  color  fayer; 

Nature  did  lende 

Eche  fingers  cnde 
A  perie  for  to  repay  re. 

Consent  at  laste. 

Since  that  thou  hast 
My  hart  in  tbie  demayne. 

For  service  trcw 

On  me  to  rewe, 
And  reche  me  love  agayne. 

And  yf  not  soo 
Ther  with  more  woo 

Enforce  thi  self  to  strayne 
This  simple  hert. 
That  suflered  smert. 

And  ryd  yt  owte  of  pnyne. 


an  epitaph  of  sir  thomas 
graveneh^  knight. 

Under  this  stone  ther  lyeth  at  rest 
A  freiidlie  man,  a  worthie  knight; 
Whose  hert  and  mynde  was  ever  prc«t 
To  fa>-our  truth,  to  farther  ryght. 


The  poores  defence,  his  neighbors  ayde, 
Most  kynde  always  unto  his  kynne; 
That  stynt  all  stiyf,  that  might  be  stayed: 
Whose  gentell  grace  great  love  dyd  wynne. 

A  man,  that  was  full  emest  sett 
To  serve  his  prince  at  all  assa^es: 
No  sycknes  could  hym  from  yt  lett; 
Which  was  the  shortnynge  of  his  dayes. 

His  lyf  was  good,  he  dyed  full  well; 
The  bodie  here,  the  sowle  in  blys 
With  length  of  words  whie  shoulde  I  tell. 
Or  farther  shewe,  that  well  knowne  is : 
Sins  that  the  teares  of  more  and  less, 
Right  well  declare  his  worthynes, 
Vivit  post  funera  virtus. 
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Thus  lyeth  the  deade,  that  whilome  lived  here 
Emonge  the  deade  that  quicke  go  on  the  grounde: 
Thoughe  he  be  deade,  yet  doth  he  quicke  appere 
By  immortal  fame  that  death  can  not  confouude 
His  lyf  for  aye,  his  fame  in  trompe  shall  sounde* 

Though  he  be  deade,  yet  is  he  thus  alive; 

No  deathc  that  lyf  from  Wyat  cane  deprive. 
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CHOSEN  ODT  OF  THE  P84LTER  OF  D4VID  COM- 
MONLYB  CALLED  THEE  VII  PEHYTBWTIALL 
PSALMES,  DRAWEE  INTO  BNOLTSHE  METER  BT 
SIR  THOMAS  WYAT  RNYGHT,  WHEBBONTO  IS 
ADDED  A  PROLOGE  OF  THE  AUCTORB  BEFORB 
EVERY  PSALME,  VERY  PLEASANT  AND  PRO- 
FETTABLE  TO  THE  GODLY  READER. 

Dedication  by  the  Printer 
I  Tothe  right  honorable  andhis  singular  good  lord, 
William  marquessc  of  Northampton,  earle  of 
Essex,  barone  of  Kendal,  lord  Parre  and  knight 
of  the  most  noble  ordre  of  the  garter,  yonre  most 
bounden  orator  at  commaundment,  John  Harring- 
ton, wysheth  helth  and  prosperite  wyth  encreasa 
of  vertue  and  the  mercy  of  God  for  ever. 

Consydering  the  manyfoWe  dueties  and  abound- 
ant  service  that  I  owe  unto  your  good  lordeship 
(right  honorable  and  my  singuler    good  lord)  I 
cannot  but  see  infinite  causes,  why  I  chiefly  of  all 
Others  oughte  (wyth  all  cherefull  and  redy  endea^ 
voure)  to  gratify  your  good  lordshyp  by  all  meanes 
possyble,  and  to  applye  my  selfe  wholye  to  thee 
same,  as  one  that  wouldc  gladly,  but  can  by  ho 
meanes  be  able  to  do  accordinglye  as  hys  bonnden 
duetie  requireth:  I  cannot,  1  say,  but  se  and  ac- 
knowledge my  selfe  bounden,  and  not  able  to  doo 
soche  service  as  I  owe,  both  for  the  inestimable 
benefites  that  your  noble  progenitors,  and  also 
your  good  lordship  hath^sbewed  unto  my  parentis 
and  pVedyccssoTS;  and  also  ta  my  selfe,  as  to  one 
least  able  to  do  any  acceptable  service,  thoughe 
the  wil  be  at  all  tvmcs  most  ready.    In  token 
wherof,  your  loiilshyp  slial  at  all  tymes  pcrceave, 
by  simple  thinges  that  my  littel  wit  shall  be  able 
to  invent,  that  yf  myue  harte  could  do  you  any 
sarvycc,  no  labotir  or  travayle  shold  witbolde  mc 
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from  doynge  my  doetie,  and  that  yf  busy  labour 
and  the  hart  myght  be  able  to  paye  the  duetye 
that  love  ovveth,  your  lordshyp  &houIde  in  no  point 
fynde  nae  ingrate  or  unthazikfui.  And  to  declare 
this  my  ready  wyll,  I  have  dedicated  unto  y'our 
name  tbys  littyl  treaty se,  whyche  after  I  had 
perused  and  by  thadvice  of  others  (better  learned 
than  my  self)  determined  to  put  \t  in  printe, 
that  the  noble  fame  of  so  worthy  a  koighte,  as  was 
the  auctor  hereof,  sir  Thomas  Wyat,  should  not 
perish  but  remayue,  as  well  for  hys  syngular  learn- 
ing,  as  valiant  dedcs  in  mercyal  feates,  I  thought 
that  I  could  not  find  a  more  worthy  patron  for 
such  a  man*8  woike  than  your  lordship,  whom  1 
have  alwayes  knovren  to  be  of  so  godlye  a  zeale,  to 
thee  furtberaunce  of  God's  holy  and  a  sacred 
Gospel,  most  humbly  besechynge  your  good  lorde- 
shippe  herin  to  accepte  my  good  wyll,  and  too 
esteme  me  as  one  'that  wisbeth  unto  the  same  al 
honour,  helthe,  and  prosperous  successe. 

Amen 
Your  good  lordshyppes 
most  humble  at  commaundment 

John  Harnngton. 


THE  PROLOG E  OF  THE  AUCTOR. 

Love,  to  geve  lawe  unto  hys  subjectes  hartes, 
Stode  in  the  eyes  of  Batsabe  the  brighte; 
iind  in  a  looke  anonA>hym  selfe  convertes 
Cruelly  picasaunt  before  king  David*8  syght: 
Fyrst  da&ed  hys  eyes,  and  further  forth  he  startes 
With  venemed  biethe,  as  softly  as  he  mygbte 
Touches  his  senewes,  and  overrunnc  s  hys  bones 
With  crcpynge  fyre>  sparkeled  for  the  nones. 

And  when  he  sawe  that  kindeled  was  the  flame, 
The  noysome  poyson  in  his  harte  he  lauiiced. 
So  that  the  soule  dyd  tremble  wyth  the  same: 
And  in  this  brawle,  as  he  stode  entntunced, 
Yeldynge  unto  the  fygure  and  the  frame. 
That  those    fayre    eyes    had^e    in  his  prescns 

glaunced : 
The  forme,  that  Love  had  printed  in  hys  breste. 
He  honoreth  as  a  thing  of  thynges  beste. 

So  that,,  fo^gotte  the  wysdom  and  fbrecaste, 
Whyche  woe  to  realms,  when  that  the  kjmge  doth 
Forgettinge  eke  Goddes  maiestyc  as  faste,  [lacke; 
Yea  and  hys  own:  forth  wyth  he  dothe  to  make 
Urye  to  gao  into  the  felde  in  haste, 
Urye,  I  saye,  that  was  hys  jeweles  make. 
Under  pretence  of  certayne  victory. 
For  the  enemys  swordes,  a  ready  prey  to  be. 

Wliereby  he  may  enjoy  her  out  of  doubte, 
Wfaome  more  then  God  or  himself  he  myndeth: 
And  after  be  badde  broughte  thys  thynge  about. 
And  of  that  luste  possest  hymself,  he  fyndeth 
That  hath  and  dothe  reuerse  aud  dene  turne  out 
Kynges  from  kyngdomesand  cy  tyes  undermyndeth ; 
He  blynded  thynkes,  thys  trayne  so  blynde  and 

close. 
To  blynde  al  thynges,  that  nought  maye  it  disclose.' 

But  Nathan  hath  spied  out  this  trecherye 
With  ruful  chearej  and  settes  afore  hys  face 
The  irreate  offence  outrage  and  iiiiurye, 
That  be  hath  done  to  Gud,  as  in  thys  case, 
5y  murder  for  to  clooke  adulterye: 
He  shevetUe  eke  from  beaueo  the  tbreates,  aJas! 


So  sternly  sore  thys  prophete,  thys  Nathan, 
That  al  amased  was  thys  woful  man. 

Like  him  that  metes  wyth  horror  and  wyth# 
^  feare; 
The  heate  doth  strcyght  fersake  the  lymbes  colde 
The  colour  eke  droppeth  down  from  hys  chere; 
So  dothe  he  feele  hys  lyre  manyfolde 
Hys  heate,  hys  Ifistc,  his  pleasure  all  in-fere 
Consume  and  waste:  and  streyght  his  crowne  of 

gold, 
Hys  purple  panle,  hys  scepter  he  lettetb  fall, 
And  to  the  ground  be  throweth  him  self  wyth-alU 

Then  pompous  pryde  of  state,  and  dignite 
Forth-with  rebates  repentaunt  humblenes: 
Thinner  vyle  clothe  then  clotheth  pouertie 
Doth  scandlye  hydc  and  cladde  his  nakednes: 
Hys  fayre  hoore  bcarde  of  reverente  gravitie 
Wyth  ruifeled  hey  re,  knowyng  his  wickednes: 
More  lyke  was  he  the  self  same  repentanoce 
Then  statelye  prynce  of  woridelye  govemaunce 

Hys  harpe  he  taketbe  in  hand  to  be  his  guide, 
Wherwyth  he  ofTrtrth  playnts  his  soule  to  save. 
That  from  his  hearte  dystylleth  on  every  syde. 
Wy thedrawynge  hymselfe  into  a  dark  depe  cane 
Within  the  gi*ound,  wherein  he  might  hym  hyde, 
Plyinge  the  lyghte,  as  in  the  pryson  or  graue; 
In  which,  as  sone  as  Dauid  entred  had. 
The  darcke  horror  dyd  make  hys  soule  adrad. 

But  he,  wythout  prolongyng  or  delaye  [pease. 
Of  that,  whyche  myghte  hys  Lorde  hys  Qud  ap' 
Falleth  on  hys  knees,  and'with  hys  harpe,  I  saye. 
Afore  hys  breste,  yfraughted  wythe  dyscase 
Of  stormye  syghes,  depe  draughtes  of  hys  decaye. 
Dressed  vpryghte,  sekyng  to  conterpese 
His  songe  wytlie  syghes,  and  touchy  age  of  the 

stringes, 
Wyth  tender  harte,  loo,  thus  to  God  he  synges. 

DOMINB  NB  IN  FURORE.     PSALM  VI. 

O  Lord!  sins  in  my  mouthe  thy  myghtie  name 
SuffL'reth  it  selfe,  my  Lord,  to  name  and  call. 
Here  hath  my  harpe  betaken  by  the  same ; 
That  the  repeotaunce,  .whyche  i  haue  and  shall, 
Maye  at  thy  hande  seke  mercy,  as  the  thynge 
Of  onely  comfort  to  wreched  sinners  all: 
Whereby  I  dare  with  humble  bemonyn^e, 
By  thy  goodnes,  this  thynge  of  thee  requyre; 
Chastycc  me  not  for  my  deseruinge 
According  to  thy  iuste  conceaued  yre. 

0  Lord,  I  dreade :  and  that  1  did  not  dreade 

1  me  repente;  and  cuermore  desyre 

Thee,  thee  to  drede.    I  open  here,  and  sprcde 
My  faulte  to  thee:  But  thou,  for  thy  goodnes. 
Measure  it  not  in  largenes,  nor  hi  breade: 
Punishe  it  not,  as  asketh  the  ;roatnes 
Of  thy  furor,  prouoked  by  myne  offence. 
Temper,  O  Lord,  the  harme  of  my  excessc, 
Wyth  mendyng  wyll  that  I  for  recompence 
Prepare  agayne:  and  rather  pytye  me; 
For  I  am  weakc,  and  clenne  wythout  defence : 
More  is  the  uede  I  have  of  reoredye. 
For  of  the  whole  the  leche  taketh  no  cure :     [see. 
The  shepe,  that  straycth,  the  sheparde  seekes  to 
1,  Lord,  am  strayed:  and,  sick  without  recure, 
Fele  all  my  lymbs,  that  have  rebelled,  for  feare 
Shake  in  despayre,  unlesse  thou  toe  assure: 
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My  flethe  ts  troaUed,  my  harte  doth  feare  the 

speare: 
That  drede  of  deatlie,  of  deathe  that  ever  lastes, 
Theateth  of  right,  and  draweth  nere  and  ncare. 
Moch  more  my  soale  is  troubled  by  the  blastes 
Of  these  assaates,  that  come  as  thick  as  hayle. 
Of  worldly  vanities,  that  temptation  castes 
Agaynst  the  bulwerke  of  the  fleshe'frajie. 
Wberin  the  soule  in  greate  perplexitie 
Feeleth  the  sences  wy th  them  that  assayle 
Conspire,  comipte  by  pleasure  and  vanitie: 
Whereby  the  wretcbe  doth  to  the  shade  resorte 
Of  hope,  in  the,  in  thys  esctremytie. 
Dut  thou,  O  Lorde,  how  longe  after  thys  sorte 
Forberest  thou  to  see  my  myserye? 
Suffer  me  yet,  in  hope  of  some  comforte 
Feare,  and  not  feele  that  thou  fbrgettest  me. 
Returne,  O  Lord:  O  Lorde,  1  thee  beseche! 
Unto  thy  olde  wonted  benygnitye. 
Reduce,  reuive  my  soule:  be  thou  the  leche; 
And  feconcyle  the  greate  hatred,  and  stryfe, 
That  it  hatbetane  agaynste  the  fleshe :  the  wretcbe, 
That  styrred  bathe  thy  wrath  by  fylthy  lyfe. 
Se  howe  my  soule  doth  freate  it  to  the  bones: 
Inward  remorse  so  sbarpeth  it  lyke  a  knyfe, 
That  but  thou  hetpe  the  caitife,  that  bemones 
Hys  greate  offence,  it  tumeth  anon  to  dustc. 
Here  bathe  thy  mercye  matter  for  the  nones; 
For  yf  thy  righteouse  hande,  that  is  so  juste, 
Suffre  noo  synne,  or  stryke  wyth  dampnation. 
Thy  infynite  mercye  wante  nedes  it  muste 
Subiect  matter  for  hys  operatyon : 
For  that  in  deathe  there  is  no  memory e 
Amonge  the  dampned,  nor  yet  no  mencyon 
Of  thy  greate  name,  grounde  of  all  glory e. 
Then  yf  1  dye,  and  goo  where  as  I  feare 
To  thynke  ther  on,  howe  sliall  thy  great  mercye 
Sounde  in  my  mouthe  unto  the  worldes  eare? 
For  ther  is  none,  that  can  thee  laude  and  loue, 
For  that  thou  wilt  no  loue  among  them  there.  . 
Suffer  my  cryes  the  mercye  for  to  moue. 
That  wonted  is  a  hundred  yeares  offence 
In  a  moment  of  repentaunce  to  reinooe. 
Howe  ofte  have  I  called  up  with  dyligence 
Thys  slouthfull  fleshe  long  afore  the  daye 
For  to  confes  hyn  faulte,  and  negligence: 
That  to  the  denne,  for  oughte  that  1  coulde  saye, 
Hathe  styli  returned  to  shroude  hymselfe  from 

colde  ? 
Wherhy  it  suffreth  nowe  for  soche  delaye, 
By  myghtye  playntes  instede  of  pleasures  olde. 
I  wabhe  my  bedde  with  teares  continuall 
To  dull  my  syghte,  that  to  be  never  bolde 
To  stere  my  harte  agayne  to  soche  a  fall. 
Thus  drye  1  up,  among  my  foes,  in  woo» 
That  wythe  my  fall  doo  ryse,  and  growe  withall, 
And  me  besett  even  nowe  where  1  am,  so 
Wyth  secret  trappes,  to  trouble  my  penaunce. 
Some  do  presente  to  my  wepinge  eyes,  1o, 
7*he  chere,  the  manner,  bewtye,  or  countenance 
Of  ber,  whose  looke,  alas !  dyd  make  me  blyode: 
Some  other  offer  to  my  remembraunce 
Those  pleasaunt  wordes,now  bytter  to  my  mynde: 
And  some  shewe  me  the  power  of  my  armoure. 
Triumph,  and  conquest,  and  to  my  head  assynde 
Doohle  diademe:  Some  shew  the  favoure 
Of  people  frayle,  palace,  pompe  and  riches. 
To  these  meremaydes,  and  theyr  baytes  of  errour 
I  stoppc  my  earcs,  wyth  helpe  of  thy  goodnes. 
And  for  1  fele^  it  commeth  alone  of  tbM 


That  to  my  harte  tbete  foes  bane  none  accesce 
I  dare  them  bid,  Auoyde,  wretches,  and  flee; 
The  Lorde  bathe  hearde  the  voyce  of  my  com* 

playnte; 
Your  eng3mes  take  no  more  effect  in  me : 
The  Lord  hathe  heard,  I  saye,  and  sene  me  foynttt 
Under  your  hand,  and  p3rtyeth  my  dystresse. 
He  shall  too  make  my  senses,  by  con  stray  nte, 
Obeye  the  rule,  that  reason  shall  expresce: 
Where  the  disceyte  of  thatyoure  glosing  bayte 
Made  them  vsurpe  a  power  in  al  excesse. 
Shamed  be  they  all,  that  so  do  lye  in  wayte 
To  compasse  me,  by  myssynge  of  they  re  praye! 
Shame  and  rebuke  redownd  to  soche  dyseeytel 
Soden  confusion,  as  stroke  without  delaye. 
Shall  so  deface  theyr  craftye  suggestion, 
That  they  to  burte  my  helth  noo  more  assaye 
Sense  I,  O  Lorde,  remayne  in  thy  protection. 

THE  AC7CT0R. 

Who90  hathe  sene  the  sycke  in  his  fevour 
Af^er  tnice  taken  with  the  heate  or  colde, 
And  that  the  fytte  is  past  of  hys  fervour, 
Drawe  fayntinge  syghes:  let  hym,  I  saye,  beholde 
SorowfuU  Dauid,  after  hys  languor,  [rollde. 

That  wyth  his  tearcs,  that  from  his  eyn  down* 
Paused  his  playnte,  and  layd  adown  hys  harpe, 
Faytbfull  recorde  of  all  bys  sorowes  sharpe. 

Yt  semed  nowe  that  of  hys  faulte  the  horrour 
Dyd  make  afcrde  no  more  hys  hope  of  grace: 
The  threatesi  whereof  in  horrible  terrour 
Dyd  bolde  bys  harte  as  in  dospaire  a  space, 
Tyil  he  had  wyll  to  seke  for  hys  succoure: 
Hymselfe  accusyn;;e,  beknowynge  hys  ca^e, 
Thynkynge  so  beste  hys  Lorde  to  appease, 
Aud  not  yet  healed  he  feelethe  hys  dysease. 

Nowe  semeth  feareful  no  more  the  darke  caue^ 
That  erste  dyd  make  his  soule  for  to  tremble : 
A  place  deuoute  of  refuge  for  to  saue 
The  succurles  it  rather  dyd  resemble: 
For  who  had  sene  so  kneeling  within  the  graue 
The  chiefe  pa^toure  of  the  Hebreives  assemble, 
Wolde  judge  it  made  tay  teres  of  peny tence 
A  sacred  place  worthy  of  reuerence. 

Wythe  vapored  eyes  he  loketh  heareand  there. 
And  when  he  hath  a  whyle  himself  bcthoughtc, 
Gathci  ynge  his  spirites,  that  were  dismayde  foft 

fcare, 
His  harpe  agayne' into  fays  hand  he  ronght, 
Tunynge  accorde  by  judgment  of  bys  eare. 
His  harfes  botome  for  a  syghe  hesoughte: 
And  there  withati  upon  the  holowe  tree 
With  stray ned  voyce  againe  thus  cryeth  he. 
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Oil!   happy  are  they,  that  haue  forgiaeness 
Of  their  offence,  not  by  theyr  penytence     [gotte 
As  by  meritc,  which  recompcnceth  not: 
Althouglie  that  yet  pardon  hathe  not  offence 
Wythoutc  the  same;  but  by  the  goodnesse 
Of  hym  that  hathe  peifytte  intelligence 
Of  harte  contrite,  and  couerth  the  greatnesie 
Of  synne  wythin  a  mercyfuU  discharge. 
And  happye  are  they,  that  have  the  wylfulnesse 
Of  lust  restrayncd  afore  it  went  at  large, 
Prouoked  by  the  drede  of  Gods  furor: 
Whereby  they  baue  not  on  Uieir  backes  the  charf  e 
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Of  otben  fieiuUes  to  suffer  the  dolor: 

For  that  theyr  foulte  was  never  execute 

In  open  syghte,  example  of  error. 

And  happy  is  he  to  whome  God  doth  impute 

No  more  hys  faulte,  by  knowledgynge  hys  synne: 

But  clensed  nowe  the  I/>rde  dotbe  hym  repute : 

As  adder  freshe  newe  strypped  from  hys  skynoe: 

Nor  in  hys  Sprete  is  oughte  undiscouered. 

I,  for  bycause  1  hydde  it  styll  wythin, 

Thyncking  by  state  in  feult  to  be  preferred, 

Do  fvnde  by  hyding  of  my  fault  my  barme: 

(As  he,  that  fyndeth  his  heal  the  hyndered 

By  secrete  wounde  concealed  from  the  charme 

€)f  leches  cure,  that  else  had  had  redresse:) 

And  fele  my  bones  consume,  and  waxe  unferme 

By  daylye  rage,  rorynge  in  excesse. 

Thy  heauy  hand  on  me  was  so  encreaste 

Both  daye  and  nyght,and  held  my  harte  in  presse, 

Wyth  prickinge  tboughtes  byreuinge  me  my  reste; 

That  wythered  Is  mf  lustynes  awaye. 

As  somer  heates  that  bane  the  greyne  oppreste, 

Wherfore  I  dyd  another  waye  assaye, 

And  sought  forthwyth  to  open  in  thy  syght 

My  faulte,  my  feare,  my  fyltbines,  I  say, 

And  not  to  hyde  from  the  my  great  vnryghte. 

I  eh  all,  quoth  I,  agaynst  myselfe  confesse 

Unto  thee,  Loide,  all  my  synfull  plyghte : 

And  thou  forthwith  diddest  w^sh  the  wyckednesse 

Of  myne  offence.     Of  truthe  ryght  thus  it  is 

Wfaeifore  they  that  haue  tasted  thy  goodnessc, 

At  me  shell  take  example,  as  of  thys. 

And  praye,  and  seke  in  tyme  for  tyme  of  grace. 

Then  shall  the  stormes  and  fluddes  of  harme  hym 

mysse, 
And  hym  to  rechc  shall  nener  haue  the  space. 
Thou  art  my  refuge,  and  only  sauegarde 
From  the  troubles  that  compas  me  the  place. 
Such  joyes,  as  he  that  scapeth  his  enemyes  warde 
With  losed  bandcs,  hath  in  his  libertye; 
Suche  is  my  joye,  thou  haste  to  me  preparde. 
That,  as  the  see-man  in  his  jeopardye 
By  snden  lyght  pcrceaned  hath  the  porte. 
So  by  thy  great  mercyfiil  propertye 
AVithin  thy  boke  thus  reade  I  my  comforte: 
'*  I  shall  the  teache,  and  geve  understandynge 
And  point  to  thee  what  way  thou  shalte  resorte 
For  thy  addrcsse,  to  kepe  the  from  wanderynge : 
Myne  eyes  shall  Ukc  the  charge  to  be  thy  guyde: 
J  ask  therto  of  the  onlye  thys  thynge, 
Tip.  not  lyke  bori>e,  or  mule,  that  men  do  ryde. 
That  not  alone  doth  not  his  master  knowe. 
But  for  the  good  thou  dost  him  must  be  tide. 
And  bndeled  lest  hys  guydc  he  byte  or  throwe«" 
Oh !  diverse  are  the  chastesinges  of  sinne  [blowe, 
In  meate,  in  drinke,  in  brethe,  that  man  dtoh 
In  slepe,  and  watch,  in  fretynge  styl  within: 
That  neuer  suflfer  rest  unto  the  myude 
Fildc  wythe  otfeuce;  that  rewe  and  new  bogynne 
Wyth  thousand  feares  the  harte  to  stray ne  and 
But  for  al  thys,  he  that  in  God  doth  trusti  [byude: 
Wytlie  mercy  shall  hymselfe  defended  fynde 
,loye,  and  rcjoycc,  I  say,  you  that  be  iuste 
In  liym,  that  maketh  and  holdethe  you  so  styll : 
In  hym  youre  glorye  always  set  you  muste. 
All  you  tliat  be  of  upryght  hart  and  wylJ. 


THE  AUCTOR. 

Thys  songe  endyd,  Dauid  dyd  stynte  hys  voice ; 
Aiiil  in  that  whyle  he  about*  with  hys  eye 


Dyd  seke  the  darcke  caae;  with  whyche,  witb^ 

outen  noyce, 
Hys  sylence  semed  to  argue,  and  replye 
Uppon  hys  peace  thys  peece,  that  dyd  reioyoe 
The  soule  with  mercye,  that  mercye  so  dyd  call. 
And  founde  mercye  at  plentifiill  mercyes  handy 
Neuer  denied^  but  where  it  was  wythstande. 

As  the  seiuante  that  in  hys  mamters  face 
Fyndynge  pardon  of  hys  passed  offence, 
Consyderynge  his  greate  goodnes  and  hys  grace, 
Gladde  teares  dy  sty  lies,  as  gladsome  recompence: 
Rygbte  so  Dauid  semed  in  the  place 
A  marble  image  of  syngular  reuerence, 
'Carued  in  the  rocke,  with  eyes  and  hande  on  hygfae 
Made  as  by  craft  to  playne,  to  sobbe,  to  syghe. 

Thys  whyle  a  beame  that  bryght  sonne  forth 
sendeth,  [hyde. 

That. Sonne,  the  whyche  was  never  cloode  oonid 
Perceth  the  caue,  and  on  the  harpe  descendetbe: 
Whose  glaunstng  lyght  the  cords  dyd  oner  glyde. 
And  suche  luyster  upon  the  harpe  extendetlie. 
As  lyght  of  lampe  upon  the  gpolde  cleane  tryed 
The  lome  whereof  into  his  eyes  did  sterte, 
Supprysed  with  ioye  by  pennaunce  of  the  harte. 

He  then  en  flamed  with  iarre  more  bote  affecte 
Of  God,  then  he  was  erste  of  Batsabi, 
His  left  foot  dyd  on  the  earthe  erecte, 
And  juste  thereby  remaynethe  the  other  knee: 
To  the  lefte  syde  hys  wayght  he  doth  dyrect: 
For  hope  of  helthe  hys  harpe  agayne  taketh  be; 
Hys  hande,  hys  tuyne,  hys  roynde,  eke  soogtitc 

thys  laye, 
Whyche  to  the  Lord  with  sober  voyce  did  saye, 

OOMIME,  HE  IN  FURORE  TUO.     PSALM  XXXVIU. 

O  Lord,  as  I  have  the  both  prayed,  and  praye, 
(Although  in  the  be  no  alteracyon. 
But  that  v/e  men,  like  as  our  &eiks,  we  saye, 
Mesuryng  thy  justice  by  our  mutacyon) 
Chastice  me  not,  oh  Lord !  in  thy  furor. 
Nor  me  correct  in  wrathful  castygacion: 
For  that  thy  anowes  of  feare,  of  terror. 
Of  sword,  of  sycknes,  of  famine,  and  of  fyre 
Sticke  depe  in  me:  I,  loo,  from  myne  errour. 
Am  plonged  up;  as  horse  out  of  the  myre 
With  stroke  of  spurrej  such  is  thy  hande  on  me. 
That  in  my  fleshe,  for  terrour  of  thy  yre. 
Is  not  one  poynt  of  ferme  stabilytye; 
Nor  in  my  bones  ther  is  no  stedfajitnes : 
Suche  is  my  dreade  of  mutabylytye: 
For  that  I  kuQwe  my  fray  full  wyckednes. 
For  why  ?  my  synnes  aboue  my  head  are  bounde, 
Lyke  heuy  weighte,  that  doth  my  force  opprcsse: 
Under  the  whych  Istoupeand  bowe  to  the  grounde. 
As  wyllow  plante  haled  by  vyolence. 
And  of  my  fleshe  eche  not  well  cured  wounde. 
That  festered  is  by  folye  and  neclygcuce. 
By  secrete  Iuste  hath  rankled  under  skyune. 
Not  only  cured  by  my  penyteucc. 
Perceyuynge  thus  the  tyrannye  of  synne^ 
That  with  hys  weyght  hath  bumbled  and  deprest 
My  pryde:  by  gnawyngof  the  wonne  within. 
That  neuer  dyeth,  1  lyuc  withoutcn  re»t. 
So  are  inynr  entrayles  infect  with  feruent  sore, 
Fedyng^e  the  harme  that  hath  oiy  welth  oppreste. 
That  in  my  fleshe  is  lefte  no  helthe  thcrfore. 
So  wonderous  great  hath  ben  my  vexacyon. 
That  it  hath  for^te  my  harte  to  cry  and  rore« 
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0  Loide!  thoa  koowest  thinwarde  contemplacyon 
Of  my  desire:    thou   knowest  my  sighes  and 

plaintes: 
Thou  knowest  the  teares  of  my  lameniacyon 
Cannot  expresse  my  hartes  inwarde  restrayntes. 
My  harte  pantetbe,  my  force  I  feel  it  qoayle; 
My  sight,  my  eyes,  my  loke  decayes  and  fayntes. 
Aiut  when  myne  enemyes  dyd  me  most  assuyley 
My  freiides  most  sure,  wherein  I  set  most  trust> 
Myne  owne  vertues,  soonest  then  dyd  feyle 
And  stood  aparte;  reason  and  wytt  unjuste, 
As  kyn  unkynde,  were  fardeste  gone  at  nede: 
So  had  they  place  ther  venoroe  out  to  thruste, 
That  sought  my  death  by  naughty  worde  and  dede. 
Thertonges  reproche,  their  wit  dyd  frawde  applye, 
And  I,  lyke  deafe  anddom,  fbrthe  my  waye  ycde, 
Lyke  one  that  heres  not,  nor  hath  to  replye 
One  worde  agayne:   knowyng  that  from  thyne 

bande  [plye 

7*hese  thynges  procede,  and  thou.  Lord,  sbalte  snp- 
My  trust  iu  that,  wherein  I  stycke  and  stande. 
Yet  have  I  had  greate  cause  to  dreade  and  feare, 
That  thou  wouldeste  geve  my  foes  the  oner  hande; 
For  in  my  fill  they  shewed  suche  pleasaunte  chere. 
And  therewythal  I  alway  in  the  lashe 
Abyde  the  stroke;  and  with  me  every  where 

1  heare  my  iaulte,  that  greately  doth  abashe 
My  doleful  cheare;  for  I  my  faulte  coniesse, 
And  my  deserte  dothe  al  my  comforte  dasbe. 
In  the  mene  whyle  mine  enemies  still  increase; 
And  my  prouokers  hereby  doo  augmente, 
That  without  cause  to  hurt  me  do  not  cease: 
In  euell  for  good  agaynste  me  they  be  bente. 
And  bynder  shal  my  good  persuyte  of  grace. 
Loo !  notv,  my  God,  that  seest  my  whole  entente! 
My  Lord,  I  am,  thou  knowest,  in  what  case; 
Forsake  me  not,  be  not  iar  from  me  gone. 
Haste  to  my  helpe:  haste,  Lord,  and  haste  apace, 
O  Lord,  the  Lord  of  al  my  helth  alone. 


TBS  AUCTOR. 

Lyre  as  the  pylgrime,  that  in  a  longe  way 
Faintinge  for  heate,  prouoked  by  some  wynde. 
In  some  freshe  shade  lyeth  downeatmiddes  of  day: 
So  dothe  of  Dauid  the  wery  voyce  and  mynde 
Take  breathe  of  syghes,  when  he  had  songe  thys 

laye, 
Under  suche  shade  as  sorowe  hath  assynde : 
And  as  the  one  styll  myndes  bys  vyage  ende. 
So  dothe  the  other  to  mercy  etyll  pretende. 

On  sonour  cordes  hys  fingers  he  extendes. 
Without  bearyng  the  judgement  of  the  sounde: 
Downefrom  hys  eyes  a  streame  of  teares  discendes, 
Wytbout  felyiicrc  that  tryckell  on  the  grounde. 
As  he  that  bledes  in  vaytie  ryghte  so  intendes 
Tiialtretl  sencps  to  that  they  are  bounde. 
But  syghe  and  wepe  ha  can  none  other  thyiige, 
And  lokc  up  styll  vnto  the  heavens  kynge. 

But  who  had  ben  wythoute  the  caue  mouthe 
And  hearde  the  teares  and  sj'ghes  that  bym  dyd 

stvaync, , 
He  wold  have  swome  tb.ere  had  out  of  the  southe 
A  luke-warmc  wynde  brought  forth  a  smoky  rayne. 
But  that  BO  close  the  caue  was  and  unknowth 
That  none  but  God  was  record  of  hys  payne, 
Els  hadde  the  wynde  btowen  in  all  Israeli  eares 
Of  theyr  kynge  the  wofull  playnte  and  teares. 


Of  wbych  some  part  when  he  up  sapped  had, 
Lyke  as  he,  whome  bys  owne  thoughte  affrayes. 
He  tumes  hys  loke :  bym  semyth  that  the  shade 
Of  hys  offence  agayne  hys  force  assayes 
By  vyolente  dispayre  on  bym  to  lade; 
Stertynge  lyke  bym,  whom  sodaynfeare  dismayes. 
His  Toyoe  he  strajrnes,  and  from  bis  harte  oute 

bringes 
Thyssonge,  that  I  note  whetherhe  cryethor  synges« 

HlgBRSaB  MBI,  DEUg.     PgALM  U, 

Rub  on  me,  Lord,  for  thy  goodnes  and  grace. 
That  of  thy  nature  arte  so  bountiful!; 
For  that  goodness  that  in  the  worlde  dothe  brace 
Repugnant  natures  in  quiet  won^'^erfull; 
And  for  thy  mercyes  nomber  wif.onte  ende 
In  heaoen  and  earth  perceaued  vi  plentifull. 
That  euer  al  they  do  tbemselfe-s  ixtende, 
For  those  meroyes  moche  more  then  man  can  synne 
Do  away  my  synnes,  that  so  tUj  grace  ofiende 
Ofte  tymes  agayne.  Washe,  wa^he  me  well  wy thin, 
And  from  my  synne,  that  thus  makes  me  afrayde. 
Make  thou  me  deane,  as. aye  *hj  wonte  hath  betie. 
For  unto  thee  on  nombre  can  be  layde 
For  to  prescribe  remyssyons  of  offence 
In  hartes  retouroed,  as  thou  'hy  selfe  haste  sayde: 
And  I  beknowe  my  fault,  my  neglygence : 
And  in  my  syght  my  synne  is  fixed  faste, 
Therof  to  have  more  perfect  penytence. 
To  the  alone,  to  the  have  I  trespaste : 
For  none  can  measure  my  faulte  but  thou  alone: 
For  in  thy  syghte,  I  have  not  been  agaste 
For  to  offend:  judging  thy  sight  as  none, 
So  that  my  fanlte  were  hydde  from  syghte  of  man : 
Thy  maiestye  so  from  my  mynde  was  gone. 
This  knowe  I,  and  repent:  pardon  thou  than: 
Wherby  thou  shalte  kepe  sty  lie  thy  worde  stable. 
Thy  iustyce  pure  and  cleane,  because  that  whan 
1  pardoned  am,  that  forthwith  iustlye  able 
luste  I  am  judged  by  iustice  of  thy  grace. 
For  I  myselfe,  loo!  thynge  moste  vnstable. 
Formed  in  offence,  conceaued  in  lyke  case. 
Am  noughte  but  synne  from  my  natyuytie. 
Be  not  these  sayde  for  myne  excuse,  alas! 
But  of  thy  helpe  to  shewe  necessitie : 
For,  loo !  thou  louest  truthe  of  the  inwarde  harte, 
Whych  yet  dothe  lyue  in  my  fidelitie 
Thoughe  1  have  fallen  by  frayltie  ouerthwarte : 
For  wylfull  malyce  ledde  me  not  the  waye 
So  moche  as  hatlie  the  fleshe  drawen  me  aparte. 
Wherefore,  O  Lorde,  as  thou  hast^  done  alwaye. 
Teach  me  the  hydden  wysdom  of  thy  lore; 
Since  that  my  faythe  dothe  not  yet  decaye. 
And,  as  the  juyce  to  heale  the  lypper  sore, 
Wythe  isoppe  cleniie,  dense  me  and  I  am  clene. 
Thon  shalt    me  washe,  and  more   then  snowe 

therefore 
1  shal  be  whyte,  howe  fowle  my  faulte  hath  bene. 
Thou  of   my    health    shalt   gladsome  tydinges 

bringe, 
When  from  aboue  remission  shal  be  sene. 
Dcscende  on  earth:  then  shalle  fbrioye  npsprynge 
The  bones,  that  were  beftire  consumed  to  duste. 
Loke  not,  O  Lord!  vppon  myne  offcndynge. 
But  do  away  my  dedcs,  that  are  unjuste. 
Make  a  cleane  harte  iu  the  middcll  of  my  breste 
Wyth  spyryte  upryghte  voydedfrom  fylthye  lustc. 
From  tbync  eyes  cure  caste  me  not  in  vnrestc. 
Nor  take  from  me  thy  spyryte  of  holynesse. 
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Rimder  to  me  joye  of  thy  heipe  and  beste :  [nc«se : 

Mj  wytle  confyrme  wythe  the  spirite  of  stedtieist- 

And  by  thys  sbnil  these  god  lye  thynges  ensue, 

Synnein  I  shall  into  thy  wayes  addresse; 

They  shall  retame  to  the,  and  thy  grace  sue. 

My  tongue  shall  prayse  thy  justi6cation: 

My  mouthe  shall  spreadethy  glorious  pranes  true. 

But  of  thy  selfe,  O  God,  thys  operation 

It  must  procede;  by  purgynge  me  from  bloode, 

Amonge  the  iuste  that  1  maye  have  relatyon: 

And  of  thy  laudes  for  to  let  out  the  Boode, 

Thou  muste,  oh  Lorde/roy  lyppes  fyrste  unlose. 

Por  jf  thou  baddeste  estemed  pleasaunt  good 

The  outwarde  dedes,  that  outwarde  men  disclose, 

I  wold  have  offered  unto  thee  sacrifice: 

But  thou  del  y  test  not  in  socbe  glose 

Of  outewaixl  dedc,  as  men  dreame  and  deuyse. 

The  sacrifice  that  the  Lorde  lyketh  moste 

Is  spirite  contryte:  lowe  harle  in  humble  wyse 

Thou  doest  accept,  O  God,  fur  pleasaunt  hoete. 

Make  Syon,  Loi^e,  accordynge  to  thy  wyll 

Inward  Syon  the  Syon  of  the  ghoste*: 

Of  hartes  Jerusalem  strengthethe  walles  styll; 

Then  shalte  thou  take  for  good  the  outwarde  dedes, 

As  a  sacrifice  thy  pleasure  to  fulfyll. 

Of  tbee  alone  thus  all  our  good  precedes. 

THE  AUCTOR. 

Op  deape  secretes,  that  Dauid  then  dyd  synge. 
Of  mercye,  of  feyth,  of  frayltie,  of  grace; 
Of  Goddes  goodnesse,  and  of  justyfyinge 
The  greatnes  dyd  so  astony  hym  apace,  (^thynge? 
As  who  myghte  saye.  Who  hath  expressed  thys 
I  synner,  I,  what  have  I  saide?  alas! 
That  Gods  goodnesse  wold  in  my  songe  entreate, 
Let  me  agayne  cousyder  and  repeate. 
And  so  he  duth,  but  not  expressed  by  worde: 
But  in  hys  hartc  he  turiicth  oft  ami  prayseth 
Echc  wordj  that  erste  hys  lyppes  mygth  ferth 

aforde: 
He  pantbs,  he  pawseth,  he  wondrcth,  he  prayseth 
The  mercy,  that  bydethe  of  justycc  the  sworde: 
The  justyce,  that  so  hys  promyse  complysheth 
For  hys  wordes  sake  to  worthyles  dcsertc. 
That  gratis  hys  grace  to  men  doth  departe. 

Here  hath  he  comfort  when  he  doth  measure 
Measureles  mercye  to  measureles  faulte. 
To  prodygable  synners  infinyte  treasure. 
Treasure  celestyall,  that  never  shall  defaulte: 
Ye,  when  that  synne  shall  fayle,  and  may  not 
dure,  [assaute 

Mercy   shall  reigne,    gaynste  whome   shall    no 
Of  hell  preuayle:  by  whome,  loe!  at  thys  daye 
Of  heaven  gates  remyssyon  is  the  kaye. 

And  when  Dauid  bad  pondered  wel  and  tryed, 
Aud  seeth  hyms'elf  not  outterlydepiyued 
Fr.)m»Iygth  of  grace,  that  darke  of  synne  dyd  hyde, 
He  fyndcth  hys  hope  moch  therc'with  reuyued; 
He  dare  importune  the  Ix)rde  on  evory  syde, 
(For  he  knoweth  wel  that  to  mercy  is  ascribed 
Kcspet^teles  labor)  importune,  cry,  and  cnll; 
And  thus  begynneth  hys  song  there  wytbalL 

fiOMINE,  EXAUDI  ORATIONEM  MEAM.    PSALM  CII. 

Lord,  beare  my  praier,  and  let  my  crye  passe 
Unto  thee,  Lord,  without  impediment 
Do  not  from  me  touriie  thy  mercy fu I  face, 
Vui9  my*Klfe  Icauynge  my  guuernment. 


In  time  of  trouble  and  aduersytye 
Enclyne  unto  me  thyne  eare  and  tbyne  entente: 
And  when  I  call,  helpe  my  necessytye; 
Redely  grannte  theffecte  of  my  desyre: 
These  bold  demaundes  do  please  thy  majestye: 
And  eke  my  case  soch  haste  doth  well  requ3rre. 
For  lyke  as  smoke  my  dayes  are  past  awaye. 
My  bones  dryed  up,  as  fomace  with  the  fyre: 
My  harte,  my  mynde  is  wytbered  up  lyke  haye: 
Because  1  have  foi^ntt  to  take  my  breade. 
My  breade  of  lyfe,  the  worde  of  truth,  I  saye. 
And  for  my  playntful  syghes  and  for  my  dreade. 
My  bones,  uiy  strength,  my  very  force  of  mynde 
Cleucd  to  the  fleshe,  and  from  the  spirit  were  ficdde. 
As  desperate  thy  mercye  fur  to  fynde. 
So  made  I  me  the  solen  pellycane. 
And  lyke  the  owie,  that  fieyth  by  proper  kyndn 
Lygth  of  the  day,  and  hath  herself  betane 
To  mine  lyfe  oute  of  all  companye, 
Wyth  waker  care,  that  with  this  woo  beganne^ 
Lyke  the  sparrowe  was  I  solyterrye. 
That  syttps  alonf:  under  the  houses  eaves. 
This  whyle  my  foes  conspyred  contynually. 
And  dyd  prouoke  the  harmc  of  my  dysease. 
Wherefore  lyke  ashes  my  bread  dyd  me  savor; 
Of  thy  iust  word  the  tast  might  not  me  please: 
Wherefore  my  drynk  I  tempered  with  lycor 
Of  wepynTo  teares, thatfrommyne  eyesdyd rayne. 
Because  I  knowe  the  wrath  of  thy  furour, 
Prouoked  by  right,  had  of  my  pryde  dysclayne. 
For  thou  dydiiest  lyfte  me  up  to  throwe  me  downe: 
To  teach  me  howe  to  knowe  my  s<^lfe  agayne: 
Wherby  1  knewe  that  helpeles  I  shuld  drowne- 
My  dayfes  like  sbaddow  declyne,  and  I  doo  cry: 
And  the  for  ever  etemitie  dothe  crowne; 
Worlde  wythoutc  ende  doth  lust  thy  memory. 
Fot  thys  frayltie,  f'at  yoketh  all  mankyndc. 
Thou  shalt  awake,  and  rue  this  mysereye: 
Rue  on  Syon.     Syon  that  as  I  fynde 
Is  the  people  that  lyue  under  thie  la  we. 
For  now  is  tynie,  the  tyme  at  hande  assynde. 
The  tj'me  so  longe  that  thy  servantes  drawe 
In  great  desyre  to  se  that  pleasaunte  daye: 
Daye  of  redemynge  Syon  from  synnes  awe. 
For  they  have  rutbe  to  see  in  suche  decaye 
In  duste  and  stones  thys  wretched  Syon  lore. 
Then  the  Gentiles  shall  dreatle  thy  name  alwaye: 
All  earthly  kynges  thy  gloryc  shall  honour, 
Then  when  thy  grace  thy  Syon  thus  «rdemeth, 
Wheu  thus  thou  hast  declared  thy  mygbtie  power. 
The  Lorde  his  servauntes  wysbes  so  cstemetKv 
That  he  hym  tumethe  vnto  the  poores  request. 
To  our  dy scent  this  to  be  written  semeth. 
Of  all  compfbrts  as  consolacyon  beste: 
And  they,  that  then  shalbe  regenerate. 
Shall  prayse  the-  Lord  therfore  both  moste  and  leste. 
For  he  hath  lokte  from  the  height  of  hys  estate. 
The  Lorde  from  heaven  in  earth  hath  lookte  on  us. 
To  beare  the  mone  of  them  that  are  a*  gate 
In  fowie  bondage:  to  lose  and  to  di&cus 
The  sonnes  of  dcathe  oute  frome  they  re  deadly 
Too  gyve  thereby  occasion  gl«  rious    .        [bondc^ 
In  thys  Syon  hys  holye  name  to  stonde, 
And  in  Jerusalem  hys  laudes  iastynge  aye. 
When  in  one  churche  the  people  of  the  londe 
And  realmcs  her  gathered  to  nerve,  to  laude,  to 
The  Lorde  above  so  juste  and  m«rryful.         tp**5^y 
But  to  this  samble  runninge  in  the  waye, 
My  streiigthe  fayleth  to  reache  it  at  the  foil. 
He  hath  abreged  my  dayes,  they  may  uot  duiv 
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To  se  that  tenne,  that  terme  90  wonderrulli 
All  though  I  have  with  hartie  will,  and  cure. 
Prayed  to  the  Lord,  Take  me  not,  Lord,  awaye 
In  middes  of  my  yeares;  thoughe  thyne  ever  sure 
Remayoe  eteme,  whome  tyme  cau  iiot  decaye. 
Tboa  wroughtste  the  earth;  thy  bandesthe  beaaens 

dydmake: 
They  shall  peryshe,  and  thou  shalt  laste  alwaye: 
And  all  thinges  age  shall  were  and  ouertake, 
Lyke  clothe,  and  thou  shalt  chauoge  them  lyke 

apparell, 
Tonroe,  and  translate,  and  tboo  in  wroth  it  take; 
But  thou  thy  selfe  thy  self  remaynest  welt 
That  thou  wast  erste>  and  shalt  thy  yeares  extende. 
Then,  sens  to  thys  there  roaye  no  thynge  rebelle. 
The  greateste  compforte  that  I  can  pretende. 
Is  that  the  children  of  thy  semantes  deare, 
That  in  thie  word  are  gotte,  shall  wythout  eode 
Before  thy  face  be  stabiiste  all  in  fere. 


THE  AUCTOR. 

When  Dauid  badde  perceaued  in  hys  breste 
The  spyrite  of  God  retourae,  that  was  ncyled^ 
Because  he  knewe  he  hath  alone  expreste 
These  same  great  thynges,  that  greater  spyryte 

compyled : 
As  shawme  or  pipe  lettes  out  the  sonnde  impreste, 
By  musykes  arte  forged  to>fore  and  fyled : 
I  saye  when  Dauid  hadde  perceaued  this. 
The  spirite  of  compfort  in  hym  reuyued  is. 
For  thereupon  he  maketh  argumeote 
Of  reconsylyng  vnto  the  Lordes  grace: 
Al  thoughe  somtyme  to  prophecy  have  lente 
Bothe  brute  beastes,  and  wycked  hartes  a  place. 
But  oure  Dauid  iudgeth  in  hys  entente 
Hym  selfe  by  penaunce  cleaoe  oute  of  thys  case. 
Whereby  he  hathe  rcmyssyon  of  offence. 
And  gynneth  to  alowe  hys.payne  and  penitence. 

But  when  he  wayeth  the  fault,  and  recompence, 
He  dampneth  this  hys  dede  and  fyndeth  playne 
Atwene  them  two  no  whytt  equinalence: 
Whereby  he  takes  all  outwarde  dede  in  va3me 
To  beare  the  name  of  ryghtfuU  penitence: 
Whych  is  alone  the  harte  returned  agayne, 
And  sore  eontryte,  that  doth  hys  fault  bemone; 
And  outward  dede  the  sygne  or  frute  alone. 

Wyth  thys  he  dothe  defende  the  slye  assaulte 
Of  vayne  aloweance  of  hys  owne  deserte: 
And  all  the  glorye  of  hys  forgenen  faulte 
To  God  alone  he  dothe  it  hole  converte: 
Hys  owne  meryte  be  fyndethe  in  defaulte: 
And  whyles  he  pondreth  these  thinges  in  hys  harte, 
Hys  knee,  hys  arme,  bys  hande  susteyned  hys 

chinne. 
When  he  hys  songe  agayne  thus  dyd  begynne. 

DB  PROFVNDIS  CLAM  AVI  AD  TE,  DOMtNE. 
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From  depth  of  synne,  and  from  a  depe  dispayre. 
Prom  depth  of  deeth,from  depth  of  hartcssorrowe, 
From  this  depe  caue,  of  darknes  depe  repayre. 
Thee  have  I  calde,  O  Lonle,  to  be  my  borowc. 
Thou  in  my  voyce,  O  Lorde,  perceauc  and  heare 
My  harte,  my  hope,  my  playnte,  my  ooerthrowe, 
My  wyll  to  ryse:  And  let  by  graunte  appeare. 
That  to  my  voyce  tbyne  ears  do  well  attende : 
No  place  so  farre,  that  to  the  is  not  near; 
Kuo  depthe  so  depe,  that  thou  ne  mayste  extende 


Tbyne  earc  therto;  heare  then  my  woftill  pl:iyute: 
For,  Lord,  yf  tboa  observe  what  men  offende. 
And  putte  thy  uatyne  mercye  in  restreynte: 
Yf  juste  exactyon  demannde  recompence: 
Who  maye  endure,  O  Lonle  ?  Who  shall  not  fainte 
At  soche  accompte  ?  so  drede,  not  reuerence 
Should  raigne  at  large.    But  thon  sekest  rather 
For  in  thy  hande  is  mercyes  resydence:       [loue; 
By  hope  whereof  thon  docste  oure  hartes  eke  moue. 
I  in  the  Lorde  haue  sette  my.confydence: 
My  soule  soche  truste  doth  euermore  approne: 
Thy  holye  worde  of  eterne  excellence. 
Thy  mercyes  promyse,  that  is  atUwaye  iuste, 
Haue  ben  my  staye,  my  piiler,  and  defence. 
My  soule  in  God  hath  more  desyrous  truste. 
Then  hath  the  watchmen  loking  for  the  daye. 
For  bis  relief,  to  quenche  of  slepe  the  thurst. 
Lette  Israeli  truste  vnto  the  Loi^  alwaye; 
For  grace  and  fauor  are  hys  propertie: 
Plenteottse  ransome  shall  come  with  hym,  I  saye. 
And  shall  redeme  all  our  iniquitie. 


THE  AUCTOR. 

Thys  worde  Redeme,  that  in  his  moutbe  dyd 
Dyd  putte  Dauid,  it  scmeth  unto  me,      [sounde. 
As  in  a  traunce,  to  star  uppon  the  grounde. 
And  with  hysthonghte  the  hyghteof  hea^n  to  see: 
Where  be  beboldes  the  Worde  that  sholde  confoundc 
The  worde  of  death,  by  humility  to  be 
in  mortall  Mayde,  in  mortal  I  habite  made, 
Eternitye  in  mortal  vayle  to  shade. 

He  seyeth  that  worde,  when  ful  rype  tymie 
shulde  come, 
Doo  awaye  that  vayle  by  feniente  affection, . 
Tome  off  «7th  deathe,  for  deathe  shulde  have  her 
And  lepeth  lyghter  from  soche  corruption:  [dome. 
The  glute  of  lyghte,  that  in  the  ayre  dothe  loure^ 
Man  redeemetb,  death  hathe  her  destruction: 
That  mortall  vayle  hathe  immortalitie; 
To  Dauid  assuraunce  of  hys  iniquitie. 

Wherby  he  frames  thys  reason  in  bys  harte: 
That  goodnes,  il^hich  doth  not  forbeare  hys  sonne 
From  death  for  me,  and  can  therby  converte 
My  death  to  lyfe,  my  synne  to  salvation, 
Bothe  can  and  wyll  a  smaller  grace  departe 
To  hym,  that  sneth  by  humble  supplication : 
And  syns  I  haue  hys  largef  crrace  assayde. 
To  aske  thys  thinge  why  am  I  then  affrayde? 

He  graunteth  most  to  them  that  most  do  craue. 
And  he  delyghtes  in  suit  wythoute  respect. 
Alas!  my  sonne  pursues  me  to  the  graue,  * 

Suffered  by  God  my  synne  for  to  correcte. 
But  of  my  synne,  syns  1  may  paitlon  haue, 
My  sonoes  pursuytc  shall  shortelye  be  reiecte: 
Then  will  I  craue  wyth  sured  cunfydence.  - 
And  thus  begynneth  the  sute  of  hys  pretence. 

.  DOMINE,  EXAUDI  ORATIONEM  VEAM. 
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Heare  my  prayer,  O  Lord :  heare  my  requeste : 
Complyshe  my  boone:  answer  to  my  desyre. 
Not  by  desert,  but  fur  thyne  owne  behest: 
In  whose  firme  truth  thou  promist  royne  empyre 
To  stande  stable:  and  after  thy  iustyce, 
Performe,  O  Lorde»  that  thyncre  that  I  requyre. 
But  not  of  law  after  the  forme  and  guise 
To  enter  iudgment  wythe  thie  thrall-bonde  slaue, 
Tu  plede  hys  right;  for  in  soch  maner  wyse 
Before  thy  syghte  100  man  hys  ryghte  shall  satie. 
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Forofmy  felf;io!  Uiyi  my  lygbteoosnesM 
By  soorge,  aod  wfayppe,  and  prickynge  sporres,  I 
Scant  ryfeo  op,  neb  is  my  beasUines:         [haue 
For  that  myne  enemye  bathe  punned  my  lyfe. 
And  in  the  dufte  bathe  soyled  my  lustynet; 
To  forreyne  realmes,  to  flee  bys  rage  so  ryfe, 
He  bathe  me  forste:  as  deade  U>  byde  my  heade. 
And  for  bycanse,  within  my  self  at  strife,  [fledde. 
My  harte,  and  spirite,  arythe  all  my  force,  ware 
1  had  recourse  to  times  that  have  ben  paste. 
And  dyd  remember  thy  deades  in  al  my  drede. 
And  dyd  penise  thy  worckes  that  ener  last: 
Wberby  I  knew  above  these  wonders  al 
Thy  mercyeswere;  then  lyfte  I  up  in  hast 
Af  y  handes  to  thee;  my  soole  to  the  dyd  call, 
iyke  barren  soyle,  for  moyster  of  thy  grace. 
Haste  to  my  helpe,  O  Loid,  afore  I  fall: 
For  sure  I  fdl  my  spyrite  doth  fainte  apace. 
Tnme  not  thy  face  from  me  that  1  be  layde 
la  couot  of  them  that  headly og  downe  doo  ppsse 


Into  the  pyt:  Sbewe  me  betinet  tbyne  ayd^ 

For  on  thy  grace  I  wboBy  do  depende: 

And  in  thy  band  since  all  my  bc^th  is  stayed. 

Do  me  to  know  what  way,  tboa  wylte,  I  bende  : 

For  vnto  the  I  have  raiade  op  my  mjrnde, 

Rydde  me,  oh  ioide*  from  them  that  do  eatend* 

My  foes  to  be;  for  I  have  me  assigned 

Aiwaye  wythin  thy  secret  protectyon. 

Teache  me  thy  wyl,  that  I  by  the  may  lynde 

The  waye  to  worke  the  same  in  affectyon: 

For  thou,  my  God,  thy  blessed  spirite  npryght 

In  laude  of  tmthe  shall  be  my  dyiectyon. 

Thou,  for  thy  name.  Lord,  sbalte  lewne  my  sprjtt 

Wythin  the  ryghte,  that  I  receiue  by  the: 

Whereby  my  lyfe  of  dannger  sball  be  qayte. 

Thou  haste  fordone  the  great  iniquytye. 

That  Text  my  sonle:  tbou  sbalt  also  covfovnde 

My  foes,  oh  Loide,  for  thy  benigaitie; 

For  tbyne  am  I,  thy  serraunte  aye  most  bomidtfw 
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THE  COMPLAINT  OF  A  LOUER  WITH 
SUTE  TO  HIS  LOUE  FOR  PJTIE. 

If  euer  woefull  man  might  moue  yonr  hartes  to 
ruthe,  [shall  try  his  truth ; 

Good  ladies  heare  his  wofut  plaint,  whose  deth 
And  rightful  iudges  be  on  this  his  true  report, 
If  he  deserue  a  lover's  name  among  the  faithftaU 
sort.  [in  the  west; 

Fine  hundred  times  the  stmne  hath  lodgde  turn 
Since  in  my  hart  I  baihred  first  of  all  the  good- 
liest gest,  [faynt. 
Whose  worthiness  to  shew,  my  wittes  are  all  to 
And  I  lacke  cunning  of  the  scooles,  in  colours  her 
topaynt. 
But  this  I  briefly  say  in  wordes  of  egall  weight. 
So  voide  of  vice  was  neuer  none,  nor  with  such 
▼ertues  freight.                         [her  warres, 
And  for  her  beauties  prayse,  no  wigbt  that  with 
For  where  she  comes,  she  shews  her  self,  as  sun 
among  the  staries.                  [parfltenesse. 
But  Lord,  thou  wast  to  blame,  to  frame  such 
And  putte  no  pitie  iu  her  hart,  my  sorowes  to 
redresse.  [past, 
For  if  ye  knew  the  paines  andpanges  that  I  haue 
A  wonder  would  it  be  to  you,  how  that  my  life 
hath  last                                            [bowe 
When  all  the  gods  agreed,  that  Cupide  with  his 
Should  shote  his  arrowes  from  her  eies,  on  me  his 
might  to  show. 
I  knew  it  was  in  ratne  my  force  to  tnist  vpon, 
And  well  I  wist  it  was  no  shame  to  yield  to  such  a 
one:                                                  [mynde. 
Then  did  I  me  submit  with  humble  hart  and 
Ta  be  bcr  man  for  euermorc,  us  by  the  gods  assinde. 


And  since  that  day,  no  wo,  wherewith  lone 
might  torment. 
Could  moue  me  from  this  foithfoll  band,  or  makv 
me  once  repent: 
Yet  haue  I  felt  full  oft  the  hottest  of  his  fyr«,' 
The  bitter  teares,  the  scalding  sighs,  the  burning 
bote  desire;  [hartj 

And  with  a  sodain  sigh  the  tremhlyng  of  the 
And  how  the  blood  doth  come  aod  go,  to  succoar 
euery  part:  [&y^» 

When  that  a  pleasant  looke  hath  lyftme  in  the 
A  frowne  hath  made  me  fall  as  fast  into  a  depe 
despayer.  [hart. 

And  when  that  I  e*re  this,  my  tale  could  well  by 
And  that  my  tong  had  learned  it,  so  that  no  word 
might  start,  [s^yt 

The  sight  of  her  hath  set  my  wittes  in  such  a 
That  to  be  lord  of  all  the  worlds  one  word  I  could 
not  say.  [pinched  so. 

And  many  a  sodayn  crampe  my  hart    hath 
That  for  the  time  xny  seoces  all,  felt  neither  weale 
nor  wo. '  [content. 

Yet  saw  I  ncuer  thing  that  might  my  minde 
But  wisbt  it  hers,  and  at  her  will,  if  she  could  so 
consent:  [please. 

Nor  neuor  heard  of  wo  that  did  her  will  di>- 
Out  wisht  the  same  vnto  my  self,  so  it  migbt  do 
her  ease.  [fiice. 

Nor  neuer  thought  that  fayre,  nor  neuer  liked 
Unless  it  did  resemble  her,  or  some  part  of  her 
grace. 
No  distance  yet  of  place  could  us  so  farre  de- 
wide. 
But  that  my  hart,  and  my  good  will  did  still  with 
her  abide. 
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Kor  yet  it  neuer  lay  in  any  fortunes  powre^ 

To  pat  that  swete  out  of  my  thought  one  minnte 

of  an  howre.  [wynde : 

No  rage  of  drenching  sea,  nor  woodnesse  of  the 

Nor  cannons  with  their  thundring  cracks  could 

put  her  from  my  minde;  [set. 

For  when  both  sea  and  land  asunder  had  vs 

My  whole  delite  was  only  then^my  self  alone  to 

get  J  [gcsse. 

And  thitherward  to  looke,  as  nere  as  I  could 

Where  as  I  thought  that  she  was  then,  that  might 

my  wo  redresse.  fwinde. 

Fall  oft  it  did  me  good  that  waies  to  take  my 

So  pleasant  ayre  in  no  place  els  methought  I 

could  not  finde ; 

I  saying  to  myself  my  life  is  yonder  way ; 

And  by  the  winde  I  baue  her  sent  a  thousand 

sighes  aday;  [geven  thee. 

And  sayd  unto  the  sanne,  great  giftes  are 

For  thou  mayst  see  mine  earthly  blisse,  where- 

erer  that  she  be.  [thy  might 

Thou  seest  in  euery  place,  woulde  God  I  had 

And  I  the  ruler  of  my  self,  then  should  she  know 

no  night  [been  at  stryfe. 

And  thus  from  wish  to  wish,  my  wittej  have 

And  wanting  all  that  I  haue  wisht,  thus  haue  I  led 

my  life. 

But  long  it  cannot  last,  that  in  such  wo  remaines; 

No  force  for  that,  for  death  is  swete  to  him  that 

feles  such  paines:  [graue, 

Yet  most  of  all  me  greves,  when  I  am  in  my 

That  she  shall  purchase  by  my  death  a  cruel 

name  to  haue.  [it  see 

Wherefore  all  you  that  hear  this  plaint,  or  shall 

Wish  that  it  may  so  pcrce  her  hart  that  she  may 

pitieme;  [best 

For  and  it  were  her  will,  for  both  it  were  the 

To  saue  my  life,  to  kepe  her  name,  and  set  my 

hart  at  rest. 


OF  THE  VEATH  OF  MASTER  DEUOROX, 
THE  LORD  FEJtRES  SONNE. 

Wro  iustly  may  reioyce  in  ought  vnder  the  skye, 
As  life  or  lands,  as  fi«ndes,  or  fruites  which  only 

li?6  to  dye?  [are  Taioe, 

Or  who  doth  not  well  know  all  worldly  workes 
And  geveth  nought  but  to  thee  lendes  to  take  the 

same  again } 
For'thongh  it  lift  some  vp  as  we  long  vpward  all. 
Such  is  the  sort  of  slipper  welth,  all  tbinges  do  rise 

to  foil. 
Thuncertaintie  is  such,  experience  teacheth  so, 
That  what  thinges  men  do  couet  most  them  son- 

est  they  forgo.  [so  dere, 

Lo  Deuorox  where  he  lieth,  whose  life  men  held 
That  now  his  death  is  sorowed  so,  that  pitie  it  is 

to  heare.  [fome, 

His  birth  of  auntient  blood  his  parents  of  great 
And  yet  in  Tertue  farre  before  the  formost  of  the 

same.  [g^yae. 

His  king  and  countrye  bothe  he  serude  to  so  great 
That  with  the  Brutes  record  doth  rest,  and  euer 

shall  renmine. 
No  man  in  warre  so  mete  an  enterprise  to  take; 
No  man  in  peace  tbat  pleasurde  more  of  emnies 

frends  to  make. 


A  Cato  for  his  counseU,  his  hed  was  surely  such, 
Ne  Theseus  frendship  was  so  great,  but  Deuorox 

was  as  much.  [to  bring, 

A  graffe  of  so  small  grothe,  so  much  good  frute 
Is  seldome  hearde,  or  neuer  sene,  it  is  so  rare  a 

thing. 
A  man  sent  ts  firom  God,  bis  life  did  well  declare. 
And  now  sent  for  by  God  ^gain,  to  teach  ut 

what  we  are.  [that  liue. 

Death  and  the  graue,  that  shall  accompany  all 
Hath  brought  him  heuen,  though  somewhat  soo^, 

which  life  could  neuer  give, 
God  graunt  wel  all  that  shall  professe  as  he  profestj^ 
To  line  so  welly  to  dye  no  worse;  and  send  hit 

soule  good  rest. 


THEY  OF  THE  MEANS  ESTATE  ARE 
HAPPIEST. 

If  right  be  rackt  and  overrone. 
And  power  take  part  with  open  wrong: 
If  feare  by  force  do  yelde  to  soonei 
The  lack  is  like  to  last  to  long. 

If  God  for  goodes  shal  be  vnplaced. 
If  right  for  riches  lose  his  shape, 
If  worid  for  wisedome  be  embraced; 
The  gesse  is  great,  much  hurt  may  hapu 

Among  good  thinges  I  proue  and  finda 
The  quiet  life  doth  most  abound: 
And  sure  to  the  contented  minde 
There  is  no  riches  may  be  found. 

For  riches  hates  to  be  content; 
Rule  is  enmy  to  quietnesse. 
Power  is  most  part  impacient. 
And  seldom  likes  to  liue  in  peace. 

I  heard  a  herdman  once  compare. 
That  quiet  nights  he  had  mo  slept^ 
And  had  mo  mery  dales  to  spare. 
Then  he  which  ought  the  beastes  he  kept. 

I  would  not  haue  it  thought  hereby, 
The  dolphin  swimme  I  meaue  to  teacbe. 
Nor  yet  to  leame  the  faulcon  fly : 
I  row  not  so  forre  past  my  reache. 

Bnt  as  my  part  aboue  the  rest. 
Is  well  to  wish  and  well  to  will; 
So  tyll  my  breath  shall  foil  my  brest, 
1  will  not  cease  to  wish  you  still. 


COMPARISON  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

The  life  is  long,  that  lothsomly  doth  last, 
The  doleful!  dayrs  draw  slowly  to  their  dote ; 
Th  eprosent  paiiges  and  painfull  plagues  forepast 
Yelde  gnefe  aye  grcneto  stablish  this  estate. 
So  that  I  feele,  in  this  ^reat  storme  and  strife. 
The  death  is  swete  that  endeth  such  a  life. 

Yet  by  the  stroke  of  this  strange  ouerthrowe. 
At  which  conflict  in  thraldome  I  was  thrust. 
The  Lord  be  praised,  I  am  well  taught  to  know 
From  whence  man  came,  and  eke  whereto  he  must. 
And  by  the  way,  vpon  how  feble  force, 
His  terme  doth  stand,  tilldeath  doth  end  hisoonrsc. 
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The  pleasant  yeres  that  seme  so  sivift  that  runoe, 
The  Qiery  dayes  to  end  so  fast  that  fletc, 
The  ioyfiiU  nightes  of  which  day  daweth  so  soone. 
The  happy  howers  which  mo  do  miss  then  mete^ 
i)o  all  consume  as  snowe  against,  the  sunne, 
And  death  makes  end  of  all  that  life  begoune. 

•  Since  death  shall  dure,  till  all  the  world  be  wast, 
What  meanetb  man  to  dred  death  then  so  sore.^ 
As  man  might  make  that  life  should  alway  last, 
Without  regarde  the  Lord  hath  led  before 
The  daunce  of  death,  which  all  mustrnnne  on  row 
Though  how,  or  when  the  Lord  alone  doth  know. 

If  man  would  minde  what  burthens  life  doth 
bring 
What  greuous  crimes  to  God  he  doth  commit; 
l¥hat  plages,  what  panges,  what  periUes,  theiby 
With  no  sure  hower  in  all  hisdaies  to  sit:  [springe 
He\(rould  sure  think  as  with  great  cause  1  do, 
The  day  of  death  wer  better  of  the  two. 

Death  is  a  port  wherby  we  pass  to  ioy. 
Life  is  a  lake,  that  drowueth  all  in  payn, 
Death  is  so  dere  it  ceaseth  all  annoy. 
Life  i»  so  leude  that  all  it  yeldcs  is  vayn : 
And  as^y  life  to  bondage  man  is  brought, 
Even  so  likewise  by  death  was  fredom  wrought. 

Wherefore,  with  Paul, let  all  men  wish  and  pray 
To  be  dissotvde  of  this  foule  deshly  masse; 
Or  at  lelist  be  armde  against  the  day. 
That  they  be  fouud  good  souldiers  prest  to  passe 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  again. 
To  such  a  life,  as  ener  shall  remain. 


His  curious  eye  beheld  his  own  denised  woric. 

And  gasing  oft  thereon,  he  found  much  Tenomo 

there  to  lurk; 

For  all  the  featurde  shape  so  did  his  fancie  moue 

That  with  his  idoll  whom  he  made,  Pigmalion  fell 

in  loue;  [garlandes  swete 

To  whom  be  honour  gaue,  and  decked  with 

And  did  adourn  with  iewelts  rich,  as  is  fbr  louer* 

mete.  [would  cry^ 

Somtimes  on  it  he  fSiwn'd,   somtime  in  rage 

It  was  a  wonder  to  behold,  how  fansy  bleard  his  eye. 

Since  that  this  ymage  dumme  enflamcd  so  wise  a 

hian,  [than; 

My  dere,  alas,  since  I  you  loue,  what  wonder  is  it 

In  whom  hath  nature  set  the  glory  of  her  name 

And  brake  her  moulde  in  great  dispaire,  your  like 

she  coulde  not  frame. 


THE  TALE  OF  PYGMALION,  WITH  CON- 
CLUSION VPON  THE  BEAUTIE  OP  HIS 
LOUE, 

In  Grece  somtime  there  dwelt  a  man  of  worthy 

fame,  [his  name. 

To  gi'aue  iu  stone  his  cunning  was,  Pigmalion  was 

To  make  his  fame  endure,  when  death  had  him 

bereft,  .         [work  were  left. 

-He  thought  it  good  of  his  own  hand  some  filed. 

In  secrete  study  then  such  work  he  gan  devise 
As  might  his  cunning  best  commend,  and  please 
the  lookers  eyes. 
A  courser  faire  he  thought  to  graue,  barbed  for 
the  field  [spear  aqd  shield. 

And  on  his  back  a  semely  knight  well  arm*d  with 
Or  els  some  foule  or  fish  to  graue  he  did  deuise 
And  still  within  his  wandring  thoughtes  new  fancies 
did  arise. 
Thus  varied  he  in  minde  what  enterprise  to  take 
^ill  fancy  moued  his  learned  hand  a  woman  fay  re 
to  make.  [fourme  to  frame 

Whereon  he  st^iyde,  and  thought  such  perfite 
Whereby  be  might  amaze  all  Grecc,  and  winne 
immortal  name. 
Of  yvorie  white  he  made  so  faire  a  woman  than 
That  nature  scorn'd  her  perfitncss  so  taught  by 
craft  of  man.  [face, 

Wei  shaped  were  her  lims,  full  comly  was  her 
£che  little  vain  most  lively  coucht,  eche  part  had 
semely  grace.  [great  strife 

Twixt  nature  and  Pigmalion,  there  might appere 
So  semely  was  this  ymage  wrought, it  lackt  nothing 
but  life. 


THE  LOUER    8HEWETH    HIS    WOFULL 
STATE  AND  PRAIETH  PITTIE, 

Lyke  as  the  larke  within  the  Marlians  foote. 
With  piteous  tunes  doth  chirp  her  yelden  lays 
So  sing  I  now,  seyng  no  other  boote 
My  rendering  song  and  to  your  will  obey. 
Your  vertue  mouutes  aboue  my  force  so  bye. 
And  with  your  beautie  seased  I  am  so  sure. 
That  there  auailes  resistance  none  in  me. 
But  paciently  your  pleasure  to  endure* 
For  on  your  wiil  my  fansy  shall  attend. 
My  life,  my  death,  I  put  both  in  your  choyce^ 
And  rather  had  my  life  by  you  to  end. 
Then  line,  by  other  alvvayes  to  reioyce: 
And  if  your  crueltie  do  thirst  my  blood. 
Then  let  it  forth  if  it  may  do  you  good. 


VPON  CONSIDERATION  OF  THE  STATE 

OF  THIS  LIFE  HE  WISHETH  DEATH, 
The  lenger  life,  the  more  offence; 
The  more  offence,  the  greater  paine; 
The  greater  paine,  the  lesse  defence; 
The  lesse  defence,  the  lesser  gaine; 
The  losse  of  gaine  long  yll  doth  trye, 
Wherfore  come  death  and  let  me  dye. 

The  shorter  life,  less^  count  I  fiode^ 
The  lesse  account,  the  sooner  made; 
The  count  soon  made,  the  merier  mind^ 
The  mery  mynd  doth  thought  euade; 
Short  life  in  truth  this  thing  doth  trye, 
Wherfore  come  death,  and  let  me  dye. 

Come  gentle  death,  the  ebbe  of  care^ 
The  ebbe  of  care,  the  flood  of  lyfe. 
The  flood  of  life,  the  ioyful  fare, 
The  ioyful  fare,  the  end  of  strife: 
The  end  of  strife,  that  thing  wishe  L 
Wherefore  come  death,  and  let  me  dye. 


THE  LOUER  THAT  ONCE  DISDAINED 
LOUE,  IS  NOW  BECOME  SUBIECT 
BEISG  CAUGHT  IN  HIS  SNARE. 

To  this  songe  geve  eare  who  list 
And  miue  intent  iudge  as  ye  wyll,    . 
The  time  is  come  that  I  haue  mist 
The  thing  whcron  I  hoped  styll. 
And  from  the  toppe  of  all  my  trust. 
Mishap  hath  throwcn  me  in  the  dusC 
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The  time  hath  bene  ant)  that  of  late^ 
If  y  hart  and  I  might  leap  at  large* 
And  was  not  shut  within  the  gate 
Of  loue's  desire,  nor  toke  no  charge 
Of  any  thing  that  did  pertaine. 
As  touching  loue  in  any  payu. 

My  thought  was  free,  my  hart  was  lygbt, 
I  marked  not,  who  lost,  who  saugbt, 
I  playd  by  dny,  1  slupt  by  iiygbt, 
I  forced  not,  who  wept,  who  laught. 
My  thought  from  all  sucih  thingus  was  free. 
And  I  my  self  at  libertie. 

I  toke  no  hede  to  tauntes  nor  toys 
As  lecf  to  see  them  frowne  as  smyle. 
Where  fortune  laiight  I  scorode  their  ioyes 
I  found  their  fraudes  and  euery  wyle, 
And  to  my  selfe  oft  times  I  smilc!d, 
To  see  bow  loue  had  them  begiled. 

Tbos  in  the  net  of  my  conceit, 
I  masked  still  among  the  sort 
Of  such  as  fed  vpon  the  bayte, 
That  Cupide  laide  for  bis  disport; 
And  euer  as  I  saw  them  caught 
I  them  beheld  and  thereat  laught, 

Tyll  at  the  1en(;th  when  Cupide  spied 
My  scorneful  w'yil  and  spiteful!  vse. 
And  how  I  past  not  who  was  tyed 
So  that  my  self  myght  still  liue  lose. 
He  set  him  selfe  to  lye  in  waite 
And  in  my  way  he  tiirew  a  baite. 

Such  one  as  nature  neucr  made 
I  dare  well  say  saue  sl.e  alone ; 
Such  one  she  was  as  would  inuade 
A  hart  more  hanl  then  marble  stone; 
Such  one  she  is,  I  know  it  right. 
Her  nature  made  to  shew  her  might* 

Then  as  a  man  eucn  in  a  maze 
When  vse  of  reason  is  away, 
So  1  began  to  stare  and  gaze. 
And  sodeinly,  without  delay 
Or  euer  I  had  the  wit  to  loke 
1  swalowed  vp  both  bait  and  hoket 

Which  dayly  greues  me  more  and  more 
By  sundry  sortes  of  careful  wo; 
And  none  aliue  may  salue  the  sore 
But  onely  she  that  hurt  me  soe : 
In  whom  my  lyfe  dothe  now  consist 
To  saue  or  slay  mc  as  she  list. 

But  seing  now  that  I  am  caught, 
And  bounde  so  fast,  I  cannot  flee; 
Be  ye  by  mine  ensample  taught 
That  in  your  fansies  fele  you  free; 
pespise  not  theui  that  loners  are 
Lest  you  be  caught  within  his  snare. 


OF  FORTUNE  AND  FAME. 

The  plage  is  great,  where  Fortune  frownes, 
One  mischief  bringcs  a  thousand  woes, 
Where  trumpets  geue  their  warlike  sownes. 
The  weake  susteine  sharp  ovcrthrowei: 
No  better  life  they  tast  and  fele 
That  subiect  are  tq  Fortunes  whel^. 


Her  happy  chaunce  may  last  no  time; 
Her  pleasure  threatneth  paines  to  come. 
She  is  the  fall  of  those  that  clime; 
And  yet  her  whele  avanceth  some: 
No  force,  where  that  she  hates  or  loues. 
Her  fickle  minde  so  oft  remooes. 

She  geues  no  gift,  but  cranes  as  fast; 
She  soone  repentes  a  thankful  dede; 
She  t^meth  after  euery  blast; 
She  helpes  them  oft,  that  haue  no  nede; 
Where  power  dwelles,  and  riches  rest. 
False  Fortune  is  a  common  g«t. 

Yet  some  affirme  and  prone  by  skyll. 
Fortune  is  not  a  fleing  Fame, 
She  neither  can  do  good  nor  yll; 
She  hath  no  fourme,  yet  bcares  a  name. 
Then  we  but  striue  against  the  streames. 
To  frame  suche  ioyes  on  fansies  dreames. 

If  she  haue  shape  or  name  alone; 
If  she  do  rule  or  beare  no  sway ; 
If  she  haue  bodie,  life  or  none, 
Be  she  a  sprite  I  can  not  say : 
But  well  I  wot,  some  cause  there  is. 
That  causeth  wo,  and  sendeth  blisse. 

The  causes  of  thtnges  I  will  not  blame. 
Lest  I  oifeude  the  prince  of  peace: 
But  I  may  chide,  and  braule  with  Fame, 
To  make  her  crye  and  neuer  cease: 
To  bio  we  the  trumpe  within  her  eares^ 
That  may  apease  my  wofuU  teares. 


AGAINST  WICKED  TONGES. 

O  EC7IL  tonges,  which  clap  at  euery  wtnde, 
Ye  slea  the  quicke,  and  eke  the<lead  de&me, 
Those  that  liue  well,  some  faute  in  them  ye  fynde; 
Ye  take  no  thought  in  slanndring  their  good  name. 
Ye  put  iust  men  oft  times  to  open  shame: 
Ye  rynge  so  loude,  ye  sounde  vnto  the  skyes. 
And  yet  in  proofe,  ye  sow  nothing  but  lyes. 

Ye  make  great  warre,  where  peace  hath  been  of 
Ye  bring  rich  realmes  to  ruine  and  decay,  [long ; 
Ye  pluck  downe  right,  ye  do  enhaunce  the  wrouj^^ 
Ye  turue  swete  mirth  to  wo  and  well  away; 
Of  mischiefes  all  ye  are  the  grounc^s  I  say. 
Happy  is  he  that  lines  on  such  a  sort. 
That  needs  not  fear  such  tonges  of  folse  report*. 


HEIL  TORMENTETH  NOT  THE  DAMNED 
GHOSTES  SO  SORE  AS  VNKINDN£S§ 
THE  LOUER. 

The  rostlesse  rage  of  depe  devouring  hell; 
The  biasing  brandes,  that  neuer  doe  consume; 
The  roryng  route,  in  Plutoes  den  that  dwell, 
The  fiery  breath,  thatftom  those  ympeS  doth  fume. 
The  dropsy  drowth,  that  Tantale  in  the  flood 
£udureth  ay,  all  hopeless  of  reliefe. 
He  faongersteruen,  where  frufte  is  ready  foode^ 
So  wi-cichedly  his  soulc  doth  suffer  grief: 
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The  liuer  jrnawne  of  gyiefall  PrometbuSy 
Which  vultures  fell  with  strained  talant  tyrCf 
The  labour  lost  of  weried  Sisiphus, 
These  hellish  boundes  with  paines  of  quenchless 
Can  not  so  sore  the  silly  sooles  torment,         [fire 
As  her  Tntruth  my  hart  bath  all  to  rent* 


OF  TEE  MUTABIUTIE  OF  THE 
WORLDE. 

By  fortune  as  I  lay  in  bed,  my  fortune  was  to 

finde  [into  ray  mind, 

^ch  fansies,  as  my  careful  thought  had  brought 
And  when  eche  one  was  gone  to  rest  full  soft  in 

bed  to  lye  [stil  myno  eye: 

I  would  have  slept,  but  then  the  watch  did  follow 
And  sodeinly  I  saw  a  sea  of  woful  sorowes  prest 
Those  wicked  waies  of  sharp  repulse  bred  mine 

unquiet  rest.  [degree 

I  saw  this  world,  and  how  it  went,  eche  state  in  his 
And  that  from  wealth  ygranted  is,  both  life  and 

libertee.  [price, 

1  saw  how  Enoy  it  did  raine,  and  bear  the  greatest 
Ye  greater  poyson  is  not  founde  within  the  oocki^ 

trice ;  [woe 

1  saw  also^  how  that  Disdaine  oft  times  to  foige  my 
Oaue  me  the  cuppe  of  bitter  swete  to  pledge  my 

mortall  fo:  [finde, 

I  saw  also,  how  that  Desire,  to  rest  no  place  could 
But  still  constrainde  in  endlesse  paine  to  follow 

natures  kinde.  [forsake 

I  saw  also  most  strauo^  of  all,  how  Nature  dyd 
The  bloud,  that  in  her  wombe  was  wrought,  as 

doth  the  lothed  snake.  D^^ 

I  saw  how  Fansie  would  retayne  no  lenger  then  her 
And  as  the  wind  how  she  doth  chaunge,  as  is 

not  for  to  trust. 
I  saw  how  Sted&stoes  did  flee  with  winges  of 

often  change 
A  flyeing  bird,  but  seldome  sene,  ber  nature  is  so 

strange. 
I  saw  how  pleasant  times  did  passe,  as  flowres  do 

in  the  roede. 
To  daie  that  riseth  red  as  rose,  to  moruwe  foUeth 

ded.  [glasse, 

I  saw  my  time  how  it  dyd  runne,a8  sande  out  of  the 
£uen  as  eche  howre  appointed  is,  from  time  and 

tide  to  passe. 
1  saw  the  yeres  that  I  had  spent,  and  lossc  of  all 

my  gayne. 
And  how  the  sport  of  youthful  playes  my  foly  did 

retayne. 
I  saw  how  that  the  little  ant  in  somer  still  doth 

ronne 
To  seek  ber  foodc,  wheiby  to  live  in  wynter  for 

to  come.  [to  spinne 

1  saw  eke  Vertue  how  she  sate  the  threde  of  Ijrfe 
Which  sheweth  the  end  of  euery  worke  before  it 

doth  beginne.  [p^^y 

And  when  all  these  I  thus  beheld,  with  many  mo 
In  me,  me  thought,  eche  one  had  wrought  a  per- 

fite  propertie.  [be 

And  theu  1  sayde  unto  my  selfe  a  lesion  this  shall 
For  other,  that  shall  after  come,  for  to  beware  by 

me.  [might  constraiue 

Thus  all  the  night  I  did  deuise,  which  way  1 
To  forme  a  plot,  that  wit  might  worke  these 

branches  in  my  brain. 


I  HARPAWS  COMPLAIirr  OF  PHYUDAE8 
LOVE  BESTOWED  ON  CORtN,  WHO 
LOVED  HER  NOT,  AND  DENIED  HIM 
THAT  LOVED  HER. 


[This  beautiful  poem,  which  is  perhaps  the  first 
attempt  at  pastoral  writing  in  our  language,  is 
preserved  among  the  Songs  and  Sonnettes  of 
the  earl  of  Surrey,  5tc.  4to.  1574,  in  that  part 
of  the  collection  which  consists  of  pieces  by 
Uncertain  Auctours.  These  poems  were  first 
published  in  1557,  ten  years  after  that  accom- 
plished nobleman  fell  a  victim  to  the  tyranny 
of  Benry  VllI :  but  it  is  presumed  most  <^ 
them  were  composed  before  the  death  of  sir 
Thomas  Wyat  io  1541.  See  Surrey's  Poems, 
4to.  fbl.  19.  49. 

Though  written  perhaps  near  half  a  century  be- 
fore the  Shepherd's  Calendar',  this  will  be 
fbund  fax  superior  to  any  of  those  eclogues  in 
natural  unafiected  sentiments,  in  simplicity  of 
style,  in  easy  flow  of  versification,  and  all  the 
b^uties  of  pastoral  poetry.  Spenser  ought  to 
have  profited  more  by  so  excellent  a  modeL— 
Percy.] 


Philuda  was  a  &ire  maide. 

As  fresh,  as  any  flower; 
Whom  Harpalus  the  hcarl-man  praide 

To  be  his  paramoure. 

Harpalus,  and  eke  Conn, 

Were  herdmen  both  yfere: 
And  Phillida  would  twist  and  spinne. 

And  thereto  sing  ful  clere. 

But  Phillida  was  al  to  coye. 

For  Harpalus  to  winne: 
For  Conn  was  her  only  joye. 

Who  forst  her  not  a  pinne. 

How  often  woold  she  flowers  twine? 

How  often  gariants  make 
Of  couslips  and  of  culumbine? 

And  al  for  Conn's  sake. 

But  Conn,  he  had  hawkes  to  lure. 
And  forced  more  the  fielde: 

Of  lovers  law  he  tooke  no  core; 
For  once  he  was  beguikle. 

Harpalus  prevayled  nought. 

His  labour  all  was  lost ; 
For  he  was  farthest  from  her  thought. 

And  yet  he  loved  her  most. 

Therefore  wax  he  both  pale  and  leane, 
•    And  dry  as  clod  of  clay: 
His  fleshe  it  was  consumed  cleane; 
His  colour  gone  away. 

His  beard  it  bad  not  long  be  shave; 

His  heare  hong  al  unkempt: 
A  man  most  fit  even  for  the  grave, 

Whom  spiteful  love  had  shent. 

His  eyes  were  red,  and  all  forwacht; 

His  face  besprent  with  teares: 
It  seemed  unhap  had  him  long  hatcht» 

In  middes  of  his  dispaires. 

«  First  published  in  1579, 
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His  clothes  were  blacke»  and  alto  iNure; 

As  one  forlone  was  he; 
Upon  his  head  alwayes  he  ware 

A  wreathe  of  wyllow  tree. 

* 
His  beastes  he  kept  upon  the  hyll, 

And  he  sate  in  the  dale; 

And  thus  with  sighe*  and  sorrows  shril, 

He  gan  to  tell  his  tale. ' 

Oh  Harpalusl  thus  would  he  say; 

Unhappiest  under  sunne ! 
The  cause  of  thine  ▼nhappie  day. 

By  luue  was  first  begunne. 

For  thou  wentest  first  by  sate  to  seeke 

A  tygic  to  make  tame. 
That  settes  not  by  thy  loue  a  leeke; 

fiut  makes  thy  griefe  her  game. 

» 

As  easy  it  were  for  to  conyert 

The  frost  into  the  flame ; 
As  for  to  turne  a  firowarde  hert. 

Whom  thou  so  (aine  wouldst  frame. 

Corin  he  tiueth  carelesse: 
He  leapes  among  the  leaues: 

He  eates  the  frutes  of  thy  redresse : 
Thoa  reapee,  he  takes  the  sbeaiies. 

My  beastes  a  while  your  fbode  refraine, 
And  harke  your  herdmans  aounde: 

•Whom  spitcfuil  loue,  alas!  hath  slaine, 
Through  girt  with  many  a  wounde. 

0  happie  be  ye,  beastes  wilde, 
That  here  your  pasture  takes: 

1  se  that  ye  bis  not  begilde 

Of  these  your  fiiithfiU  makes. 

Tlie  hart  he  feedeth  by  the  hinde: 

The  bucke  hard  by  the  do: 
The  turtle  done  is  not  Tnkinde 

To  him  that  loues  her  so. 

The  ewe  she  hath  by  her  the  ramme: 
The  yong  cow  hath  the  bull : 

The  calfe  with  many  a  lusty  lambe 
Do  fede  their  hunger  fiiU. 

But,  wel-a-way !  that  nature  wrought 

Thee,  Phylida,  so  fiure: 
For  I  may  say  that  I  haue  bought 

Thy  beauty  all  td  deare. 

What  reason  is  that  crueltie 
With  beautie  should  have  part  ? 

Or  els  that  such  great  tiranny 
Should  dwell  in  womans  hart? 

I  se  therefore  to  shape  my  death 

She  cruelly  is  prest 
To  th*  end  that  1  may  want  my  breath: 

My  dayes  been  at  the  best. 

O  Cupide,  graunt  this  my  request. 
And  do  not  stt^pe  thine  eares; 

That  she  may  feele  within  her  breste 
The  paines  of  my  dispaires. 

Of  Corin  that  is  car^lesse, 
That  she  may  crave  her  feet 

As  I  have  done  in  great  ~ 
That  loued  her  faithftiUye. 

VOInU. 


But  since  that  I  shal  die  her  slane; 

Her  slaue,  and  eke  her  thrall: 
Write  you,  my  frendes,  upon  my  graoe 

This  chaunce  that  is  befall. 

'*  Here  lieth  unhappy  Harpalus 

By  cniell  loue  now  slaine : 
Whom  Phylida  vnjustiy  thus, 

Hath  murdred  with  disdaine.'* 


VPON  SYR  JAMES  fVYLFORDES  DEATH, 

Lo  here  the  ende  of  man!  the  rruell  sisters  three  . 
The  web  of  Wylfordes  lyfe  uneth  had  half  ysponne. 
When  rashe  upon  misdede  ihey  all  acoonled  be 
To  breake  vertues  course  ere  half  the  race  were 
ronne;  [c^uow* 

And  trip  him  on  his  way  that  els  had  wonne  the 
And  holden  highest  place  within  the  house  of  fame. 

But  yet  though  he  be  gone,  though  sence  with 
him  be  past  [nowne. 

Which  trode  the  euen  steppes  that  leaden  to  re- 
We  that  remaine  aiiue  ne  suffer  shall  to  waste 
The  fame  of  his  desertes,  so  shall  he  lose  but  sowne; 
The  thing  shall  aye  remaine,  aye  kept  as  fresh  in 
store  [before. 

As  if  his  eares  8hoi;ld  ring  of  that  he  wrought 

Waile  not  theifore  his  want,  sith  he  so  left  the 

stage  [hands. 

Of  care  and  wretched  lyfe,  with  ioy  and  clap  of 

Who  plaieth  lenger  partes,  may  wel  haue  greater 

age,  [sandes, 

But  jGe:w  so  well  may  passe  the  gulfe  of  tbrtunet 

So  triedly  did  be  trede,  ay  prest  at  vertues  beck. 

That  fortune  found  no  place  to  geue  him  once  a 

check. 

The  fistes  bane  rid  him  henoe,  who  shal  not 
after  go  ?    '  [his  fome. 

Though  earthed  be  his  corps,   yet  fiorish  shall 
A  gladsome  thing  it  is,  that  ere  he  stept  os  fro. 
Such  mirrours  he  us  left  our  lyfe  theiby  to  frame. 
Wherefore    his  praise  shall  last  aye  .freshe  in 
Britons  sight,  \  [his  light. 

Till  son  shall  cease  to  shine  and  lend  the  earth 


OF  THE  WRETCHEDNES  IN  THIS 
WORLD. 

Who  list  to  live  vpright,  and  hold  himself  content. 
Shall  se  such  wonders  in  this  worid,  as  neuer  erst 

was  sent,  [sower. 

Such  groping  for  the  swete,  such  tasting  of  the 
Such  wandering  here  for  worldly  welth  that  loste  it 

in  one  houre. 
And  as  the  good  or  badde  get  up  in  hie  degree. 
So  wades  the  world  in  right  or  wrong,  it  may  none 

other  be ;  [them  obey. 

And  loke  what  lawes  they  make,  echo  man  must 
And  yoke  himself  with  pacient  heart,  to  driue 

and  draw  that  way. 
Yet  such  as  long  ago,  gr^at  rulers  wer  assinde. 
Both  lines  and  lawes  are  now  foigot,  and  worne 

clene  out  of  minde. 
So  that  by  this  I  se  no  state  on  earth  may  last. 
But  as  their  tymes  i^pointed  be,  to  rise  and  foil 

as&st 
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The  goodes  that  gotten  be  by  good  and  tast  desart ; 
Yet  vse  theiu  so  that  neady  handcs  may  heipe  to 

spend  the  part:  [store, 

For  looke  what  heape  thou  hordest  of  rusty  {(old  in 
Thine  enemies  shall  waste  ihe  sanie^  that  ucuer 

snat  therfore. 


THE  REPEyT/l\T  SfSXFR  IN  DURANCE 
ASD  ADUERSITIE, 

Unto  the  lining  ix>rd  for  pardon  do  I  pray. 
From  whom  I  graunt,  cuen  from  the  shell,  I  have 

run  still  astray;  [dare) 

And  other  liutrs  there  none  (my  death  shall  well  de- 
On  whom  1  ought  to  grate  for  grace,  as  faulty 

fulk'S  do  fare: 
But  thee,  <^  Lord,  alone,  I  hane  offended  so, 
That  this  small  scouige  is  much  to  scant  for  mine 

offence  I  know.  [best, 

I  ranne  without  rt  tume  the  way  the  world  lykte 
And  what  I  ought  most  to  regard,  that  I  respected 

lest. 
The  throng  wherein  I  thrust,  bath  throwen  me  in 

such  case,  [grace. 

That  Lordmysoule  issore  beset  without  thy  greater 
My  giltes  are  growne  soe  great,  my  power  doth 

so  appaire,  [much  dispaire. 

That  with  great  force  they  argue  oft,  and  mercy 
But  then  with  faith  I  flee  to  thy  prepared  store. 
Where  there  lyeth  beipe  for  euery  hurt,  and  salve 

for  euery  8on% 
My  lost  time  to  lament,  my  vaine  wais  to  bewaile, 
Ko  day,  no  night,  no  place,  no  bower,  no  moment 

1  shall  faile, 
My  soule  shall  neuer  cease  witb  an  assured  faith. 
To  knocke,  to  craue,  to  call,  to  crye,  to  thee  for 

belpe,  which  sayth,  [it  is; 

Knocke  and  it  sfaal  he  heard,  but  aske,  and  ginen 
And  all  that  lyke  to  kepe  this  course,  of  mercy 

shall  not  misse: 
For  wben  I  call  to  minde  bow  the  one  wandring 

sbcpe  [flock  did  kepe : 

Bid  bring  more  joy  with  his  retume,  than  all  the 
It  yeldes  full  hope  and  trust,  my  strayed  and 

wandring  ghost  [were  neuer  lost. 

Shal  be  reoeiued  and  held  more  dere,  then  those 

0  Lord  my  hope  behold,  and  for  my  belpe  make 

haste  [post. 

To  pardon  the  forepasied  race  that  carelesse  Ibane 
And  but  the  day  draw  nearc  that  death  must  pay 

thedet 
For  loue  of  life  which  thou  hast  lent  and  time  of 

paiment  set,  [is  at  bande, 

Fromthissharpeshowreme8hie1de,whichthreatned 
IVherby  thou  shalt  great  power  declare,  and  I  the 

storme  withstand. 
Not  my  will  Lord  but  thine,  fulfilde  be  in  ecbe  case. 
To  whose  gret  will  and  mighty  power  all  powers 

shall  once  geue  place. 
My  faith,  my  hope,  my  trust,  my  God,  and  eke 

my  guyde  [the  body  bide: 

Stretch  forth  thy  hande  to  saue  the  soule,  what  so 
Refuse  not  to  receiue  that  thou  so  deare  bast 

bought,  [sought 

For  but  by  thee  alone  I  know  all  safetie  in  vain  is 

1  know  and  knowledge  eke,  albeit  very  late. 
That  thou  it  is  I  ought  to  loue  and  dreade  in  eche 

estate, 


And  with  repentant  hart,  to  laude  thee,'  Lorde  oa 

bye 
That  hast  so  gently  set  me  itraigbt,  that  ent 

walkte  so  awry. 
Now  graunt  me  grace  my  God,  to  stAnde  thine 

strong  in  sprete. 
And  let  the  world  then  worke  such  waieij  ••  to 

the  worid  semes  mete. 


THE  LOUER  HERE  TELLETH  OF  HiS 
DIVERS  JOIES,  AND  ADVERSITIES  IN 
LOVE,  AND  LASTLY  OF  HIS  LADIES 
DEATH. 

Syth  singing  gladdetb  oft  the  harts. 
Of  them  that  fele  the  panges  of  loue ; 
And  for  the  while  doth  ease  their  smarts. 
My  self  1  shall  the  same  way  proue. 

And  though  that  loue  bath  smit  the  stroke 
Wberby  is  lost  my  libeitye 
Which  by  noe  meanes  I  may  reooke. 
Yet  shall  I  sing,  how  pleasantly: 

Nye  twenty  years  of  youth  I  past. 
Which  al  in  libertie  1  spent; 
And  so  from  first  vnto  the  last. 
Ere  aught  I  knew  what  louing  ment. 

And  after  shall  I  sing  the  wo. 
The  paine.  the  grief,  the  deadly  smart; 
When  loue  this  life  did  ouertbrowe. 
That  hiden  lyet  within  my  hart. 

And  then,  the  joyet  that  I  did  fede. 
When  fortune  lifted  after  this; 
And  set  me  bye  vpon  her  whele, 
And  changde  my  wo  to  pleasant  blisse. 

And  so  the  sodein  foil  againe. 
From  al  the  joyes  that  I  was  in ; 
All  you  that  list  to  hear  of  paine, 
Geue  eai-e,  for  now  I  doe  beginne. 

Loe  first  of  all  when  loue  began 
With  bote  desires  my  heart  to  bume. 
Me  thought,  his  might  auailde  not  than. 
From  libertie  my  heart  to  tume. 

For  I  was  free,  and  did  not  know 
How  much  his  might  mans  heart  oiay  greue^ 
I  bad  profest  to  be  his  fo. 
His  law  I  thought  not  to  beleue. 

I  went  vntyed  in  lusty  leas; 
1  bad  my  wish  alwaies  at  will ; 
Ther  was  nu  wo,  might  me  displease, 
Of  pleasant  ioyes  I  bad  my  fill. 

No  painfol  thought  did  pass  my  hart, 
I  spilt  no  tea  re  to  wet  my  brest; 
1  knew  no  sorow,  sigh,  nor  smart. 
My  greatest  grief  was  quiet  rest. 

I  brake  no  slepe,  1  tossed  not. 
Nor  did  delite  to  sit  alone; 
1  felt  no  change  of  colde  and  bote. 
Nor  nought  a  nigbtes  could  make  me  moot. 
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For  al  was  joy  that  I  did  fele. 
And  of  Toyde  vmndring  I  was  free; 
1  had  no  dogge  tyde  at  my  hele. 
Thus  was  my  life  at  libertie. 

That  yet  me  thinks  it  is  a  blisse. 
To  think  vpon  that  pleasure  past; 
But  forth  withall  I  finde  the  misse. 
For  that  it  might  no  lenger  last. 

Those  dayes  I  spent  at  my  desire, 
Without  wo  or  aduersitie; 
Till  that  my  hart  was  set  a  fire. 
With  loue»  with  wrath,  and  ielousie. 

For  on  a  day  (alas  the  while) 
Lo,  heare  my  harme  how  it  began; 
The  blinded  Lord,  the  Ood  of  guile 
Had  list  to  end  my  fredome  than* 

And  through  mine  eye  into  my  hart, 
AU  sodeinly  I  felt  it  glide; 
He  shot  his  sharped  fiery  dart. 
So  hard,  that  yet  vnder  my  nde 

The  head  (alas)  doth  still  remaine; 
And  yet  since  could  I  neuer  know 
The  way  to  wring  it  out  againe; 
Yet  was  it  nie  thre  yere  ago. 

This  sodein  stroke  made  me  agast. 
And  it  began  to  vexe  me  sore ; 
But  yet  I  thought  it  would  haue  past. 
As  other  such  had  done  before. 

But  it  did  not,  that  (wo  is  me) 
So  depe  imprinted  in  my  thought 
The  stroke  abode,  that  yet  1  see 
MethiidLes  my  harme  how  it  was  wrought 

Ktode  taught  me  straight  that  this  was  loue 
And  I  perceiued  it  perfectly. 
Yet  thought  I  thus;  nought  shall  me  moue 
I  wil  not  thrall  my  libertie. 

And  dioeis  wayes  I  did  assay. 
By  flight,  by  force,  by  frend,  by  fo 
This  Aerie  thought  to  put  away; 
I  was  so  loth  for  to  forgo 

My  libertie,  that  me  was  leuer 
Then  bondage  was;  where  1  hard  say. 
Who  once  was  bound,  was  sure  neuer 
Without  great  peine  to  scape  away. 

But  what  for  that,  there  is  noe  choice 
For  my  mishap  was  shapen  so; 
That  those  my  dayes  that  did  rejoyoe. 
Should  tnme  my  bliss  to  bitter  wo. 

For  with  that  stroke  my  blisse  toke  ende, 
Instede  wherof  forthwith  I  caught 
Hotte  burning  sighes,  that  sins  haue  breud 
My  wretched  hart  almost  to  nought. 

And  sin  that  day,  O  Lord,  my  life. 
The  misery  that  it  hath  felt. 
That  nought  hath  bad,  but  wo  and  strife 
And  hotte  desires  my  hart  to  melt. 

O  Lord,  how  sodein  was  the  chaagey 
From  such  a  pleasant  liberty; 
The  very  thraldome  semed  strange, 
But  yet  there  was  no  remedy. 


But  must  yeld  and  geve  up  all. 
And  make  my  guide  my  chehpst  fo; 
And  in  this  wise  became  I  thrall, 
Lo  love  and  happe  would  haue  it  so. 

I  Buflred  wrong  and  held  my  peace, 
I  gaue  my  teares  good  leaue  to  ronne 
And  neuer  would  seke  for  redresse. 
But  hopte  to  liue  as  1  begoune. 

For  what  it  was  that  might  me  ease. 
He  liued  not  that  might  it  knowe; 
Thus  drank  1  all  myne  own  disease. 
And  all  along  bewaylde  my  wo. 

There  was  no  sight  that  might  me  please, 
I  fled  from  them  that  did  reioyce; 
And  oft  alune,  my  hart  to  ease, 
I  would  bewaile  with  woful  voyoe 

My  life,  my  state,  my  misery; 
And  curse  my  selfe  and  all  my  daies: 
Thus  wrought  1  with  my  iantasie. 
And  sought  my  help  none  other  waies. 

Saue  sometime  to  my  self  alone, 
When  farre  of  was  my  fadpe,  Qud  wot, 
Lowde  would  I  crie.  My  life  is  gone. 
My  dere,  if  that  ye  helpe  me  not. 

Then  wisht  I  streight  that  death  might  end 
These  bitter  panges,  and  al  this  grief; 
For  nought,  me  thought,  might  it  amend 
Thus  in  dispaire  to  haue  reliefe. 

I  lingred  forth,  till  I  was  brought 
With  pining  in  so  piteous  case. 
That  al,  that  saw  me,  sayd,  me  thought, 
Lo  death  is  painted  in  hys  face. 

I  went  no  where,  but  by  the  way 
I  saw  some  sight  before  mine  eyes 
That  made  me  sigh,  and  ofttimes  say. 
My  life,  alas,  I  thee  despite. 

Thys  lasted  well  a  yere,  and  moR^ 
Which  no  wight  knew,  but  onely  I; 
Soe  that  my  life  was  nere  foriore. 
And  I  dispaired  rtterly. 

Till,  on  a  day,  as  fortune  would, 
(For  that,  that  shall  be  nedes  must  fid) 
1  set  me  down,  as  though  I  should 
Haue  ended  them  my  life  and  al. 

And  as  I  sat  to  write  my  plaint. 
Meaning  to  shew  my  great  mrest. 
With  quaking  hand,  and  hart  fol  foint 
Amid  my  {dayntes  among  the  rest, 

1  wrote  with  ynk,  and  bitter  teares, 
I  am  not  mine,  I  am  not  mine; 
Behold  my  life,  away  that  weares. 
And  if  I  dye  the  losse  is  thine. 

Herewith  a  little  hope  I  caught 
That  for  a  while  my  life  did  stay; 
But  in  effect,  all  was  for  nought; 
Thus  liued  I  still,  til  on  a  day 

As  I  sat  staring  on  those  eyes^ 
Those  shining  eyes,  that  first  me  bound. 
My  inward  thought  tbo  cryed,  Arysc, 
Lo^  mercy,  where  it  may  be  found. 
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And  therewith  all  I  drew  me  nere. 
With  feble  hart,  and  at  a  braide 
(But  it  was  softely  in  her  eare) 
Mercy,  madame,  was  all  I  saide. 

But  woe  was  me,  when  it  was  told, 
Poi*  therwithall  &inted  my  breath. 
And  I  sate  still  for  to  bebolde 
And  hear  the  iugment  of  my  death. 

But  loue  nor  hap  would  not  consent 
To  end  me  then,  but  well  away 
There  gaue  me  blisse,  that  1  repent 
To  thinke  1  liue  to  see  this  day. 

For  after  this  I  plained  still. 
So  long,  and  io  so  piteous  wise. 
That  I  my  wish  had  at  my  will 
Gniunted,  as  I  would  it  deuise. 

But  Lord  whoeuer  hard  or  knew 
Of  half  the  joy  that  I  felt  than? 
Or  who  can  think  it  may  be  tme 
That  so  much  blisse  had  eoer  man  ? 

Lo,  fortune  thus  set  me  aloft; 
And  more  my  sorowes  to  relene. 
Of  pleasant  ioyes  I  tasted  oft 
As  much  as  lone  or  happe  might  gene. 

The  sorowes  old,  I  felt  before 
About  my  hart,  were  driuen  thence  9 
And  for  eche  grief,  I  left  afore, 
I  had  a  blisse  io  recompence. 

Then  thought  I  all  the  time  wel  spent 
That  I  in  plaint  had  spent  so  long; 
So  was  I  with  my  life  content 
That  to  my  selfe  I  sayd  among; 

Sins  thou  art  ridde  of  all  thine  ill. 
To  shew  thy  ioyes  set  forth  thy  voice. 
And  sins  thou  hast  thy  wish  at  wHl 
My  happy  hart,  reioyoe,  reioyce. 

Thus  felt  I  ioyes  a  great  deale  mo 
Then  by  my  song  may  well  be  tolde: 
And  thinking  on  my  passed  wo 
My  blisse  did  double  manifolde. 

And  thus  I  thoaght  with  maimes  Uood 
Such  blisse  might  not  be  bought  to  dears; 
In  such  estate  my  ioyes  then  stoode 
That  of  a  change  I  had  no  feare. 

But  why  sing  I  so  long  of  blisse? 
It  lasteth  not,  that  will  away; 
Let  me  therfore  bewayle  the  miise. 
And  sing  the  canse  of  my  decay. 

Yet  all  this  while  there  lined  none 
That  led  his  life  more  pleasantly. 
Nor  vnder  hap  there  was  ilot  one, 
Methought,  so  well  at  ease,  as  L 

But  O  blinde  ioy,  who  m;ay  thee  trust? 
For  noe  estate  thou  canst  assure: 
Thy  faithful  vowes  prove  a]  uniust, 
Thy  feir  behestes  be  full  vnsure. 

Good  proofe  by  me,  that  but  of  late 
Not  fttUy  twenty  dales  ago. 
Which  thought  my  life  was  in  soeh  state, 
That  nought  might  worke  ny  hart  this  wo. 


Yet  hath  the  enemy  of  Aioe  eaa^. 
Cruel  mishappe,  that  wretched  wight. 
Now  when  my  life  did  most  me  please 
Deuised  me  such  cruel  spi^t. 

That  from  the  hiest  place  of  all 
Ati  to  the  pleasing  of  my  thought, 
Downe  to  the  deepest  am  I  hi\. 
And  to  my  helpe  aoaileth  noughL 

Lo,  thus  are  al  my  joyes  quite  gone. 
And  I  am  brought  from  happinesse 
Continually  to  waile  and  mone; 
Lo,  such  is  fortunes  stablenesse. 

In  welth  I  thought  sweh  suertie 
That  pleasure  should  haue  ended  neuer. 
But  now  alasy  aduersitie 
Doth  make  my  siogmg  cease  for  tfuer. 

O!  brittle  ioye!  O!  welth  rnsUbte ! 
O  fraile  pleasure,  O  sliding  blisse 
Who  feles  the  most,  he  shall  not  nisse 
At  length  to  be  made  miserable. 


For  all  must  end  as  doth  my 
There  is  none  other  certeintte. 
And  at  the  end  the  wont  is  fays 
That  most  hath  known 


For  he  that  never  blisse  assayed 
May  wel  away  with  wretchednesse. 
But  he  shall  finde  that  hath  it  sayd 
A  pain  to  part  with  pleasantnesse; 

As  I  do  now;  for  ere  1  knew 
What  pleasure  was,  I  felt  no  grief 
Like  unto  this,  and  it  tis  treu 
That  blisse  hath  brought  me  al  this  miflchief. 

But  yet  I  bane  not  songen  how 
This  mischief  came,  but  I  intend 
With  wofnl  voice  to  sing  it  now. 
And  therewithal  I  make  an  end. 

But  Lord,  now  that  it  is  begon 
I  fele  my  sprites  are  vexed  sore; 
Oh !  geue  me  breth  till  this  be  doli. 
And  aifter  let  me  liue  no  more, 

Alas  the  enmy  of  this  life,' 
The  ender  of  al  pleasantnesse, 
Alas  he  bring eth  all  this  strife. 
And  causeth  all  this  wretcbednesw. 

For  in  the  middes  Cf  all  the  welth 
That  brought  my  hart  to  happinesse, 
Hiis  wicked  death  he  came  by  stelth 
And  robde  me  of  iny  ioyfblnesse. 

He  came,  when  thilt  I  little  tl]00ght 
Of  ought  that  might  me  vexe  so  sore. 
And  sodeinly  he  brought  to  nought 
My  pleasantnesse  for  euer  more. 

He  slew  my  ioy,  ahis  the  wretch! 
He  slew  my  ioy,  ere  I  was  ware ; 
And  now  alas,  no  might  may  stretch 
To  set  an  end  to  my  great  care. 

For  by  this  ctined  deadly  stroke 
My  blisse  is  lost,  and  I  forlore; 
And  no  help  may  the  losse  renoke. 
For  lost  it  is  for  eueimore. 


THE  LADYE  PRAYETH  THE  RETURNE  OP  HER  LODER.    405 


And  closed  yp  are  those  (aire  eyes 
That  gaue  me  first  the  signe  of  grace. 
My  iaire  swete  foes,  mine  enemies 
And  earth  doth  hide  her  pleasant  face. 

The  loke  which  did  my  life  yphold. 
And  all  my  torowea  did  confound. 
With  which  more  blisse  then  may  be  told, 
Alas,  now  lieth  it  vnder  ground. 

But  cease,  for  1  will  sing  no  more, 
Since  that  my  harm  hath  no  redresse;   . 
But  as  a  wretche  for  euermore 
My  life  will  waste  with  wretchednesse. 

And  ending  thys  my  wofoU  song, 
Now  that  it  ended  is  and  past, 
1  would  my  life  were  but  as  long 
And  that  this  word  might  be  my  last. 

For  lothsome  is  that  life  (men  say) 
That  liketh  not  the  liners  minde; 
Lo,  thus  1  seke  mine  owne  decay 
And  will,  tiU  that  1  may  it  finde. 


OF  HIS  LOUE  NAMED  WHITE. 

Poll  feire  and  white  she  is,  and  White  by  name. 
Whose  white  doth  striue  the  lilies  white  to  staine; 
Who  may  contemne  the  blast  of  black  defame, 
Who  in  darke  night  can  bring  day  bright  againe; 
The  ruddy  rose  impreaseth  with  clere  heew 
In  lips  and  chekes,  right  orient  to  behokl. 
That  the  nerer  gaser  may  that  be'A^y  reew. 
And  fele  disparst  in  limmes  the  chilling  cold. 
For  white,  all  white  his  bloodless  fece  will  be, 
The  a^hey  pale  so  alter  will  his  cheare. 
But  I  that  do  possesse  in  foil  degree 
The  harty  love  of  this  my  hart  so  deare. 
So  oft  to  me  as  she  presents  her  face 
For  ioy  do  fele  my  hart  spring  from  bys  place. 


OF  THE  LOUERS  VNStUIET  STATE. 

What  thing  is  that  which  1  both  haue  and  lacke. 

With  good  will  graunted,  yet  it  is  denied; 

How  may  1  be  receiued  and  put  a  backe; 

Alwaye  doing,  and  yet  vnoocupied : 

Most  slow  in  that  which  I  haue  most  aplied, 

Still  thus  to  seke,  and  lese  all  that  I  win 

And  that  was  doon  is  newest  to  begin. 

In  riches  finde  I  wilful  pouertis. 

In  great  pleasure.  Hue  I  in  heauinesse; 

In  much  fredome  I  lacke  my  libertie. 

Thus  am  I  both  in  ioy  and  in  distresse; 

And  in  few  wordes,  if  that  I  shall  be  plaint 

In  paradise  I  sufier  all  this  paine. 


A  perfect  leche  applieth  his  wittes 
To  gather  herbes  of  all  degrees, 
And  feuers  with  there  feruent  fittes 
Be  cured  with  their  contraries. 

New  wine  will  search  to  finde  a  vent) 
Although  the  cask  be  sett  so  strong; 
And  wit  wyll  waike  when  wyll  is  bent. 
Although  the  way  be  neuer  so  long. 

The  rabbetes  rnnne  under  the  rockes. 
The  snailes  doe  clime  the  highest  towers, 
Gunpouder  cleaues  the  sturdy  blockes ^ 
A  fervent  will  all  things  deuoures. 

When  Wyt  with  Will  and  Diligent 
Applie  themselves,  and  match  as  mates, 
There  can  no  want  of  resident 
From  force  defend  the  castell  gates. 

Forgetfolnesse  makes  little  haste. 
And  slouth  delightes  to  lye  full  soft; 
That  telleth  the  deaf,  his  tale  doth  wast. 
And  is  full  drye  that  craues  full  oft. 


FERSES  WRITTEN  ON  THE  PICTURE  OF 
SIR  lAMES  WILFORD,  KNT. 

Alas  that  euer  death  such  vertues  should  forlet. 
As  corapast  wa^i  within  his  corps,  whose  picture  i$ 

heve  set! 
Or  that  it  euer  lay  in  any  fortunes  might. 
Through  depe  disdaioe  to  end  his  life,  that  was  so 

worthy  a  wight! 
For  S3rthe  he  first  began  in  armour  to  be  clad* 
A  worthier  champion  than  he  was,  yet  England 

neuer  had. 
And  though  recore  be  past,  his  life  to  haUe  againe, 
Yet  would   I   wish    his  worthines  in  writing  to 

remaine,  [eitcell 

That  men  to  mind  might  call,  how  farre  he  did 
At  all  assaies  to  winne  the  feme,  which  were  to 

long  to  tell.  [runne 

And  eke  the  restiesse  race  that  he  foil  oft  hath 
In  painfol  plight  from  place  to  place,  where  seruice 

was  to  don.  [trouth. 

Then  should  men  well  perceiue,  my  tale  to  be  of 
And  he  to  be  the  worthiest  wight  that  euer  nature 

wrought. 


WHERE  GOOD  WYLL  /5,  SOME  PROFE 
WYLL  APPERE. 

It  is  no  fire  that  genes  no  heate 
Though  it  appere  neuer  so  hot; 
And  they  that  rnnne  and  cannot  sweate 
Asd  very  leaoe  and  dric;  God  wot* 


THE  LADYE   PRAYETH  THE  RETURNE 
OF  HER  LOUER  ABIDYNG  ON  THE  SEAS. 

Shall  1  thus  euer  long,  and  be  no  whit  the  ncre? 
And  shall  I  still  complaine  to  thee,  the  which  me 

will  not  here? 
Alas,  sale  nay,  sale  nay,  and  be  no  more  so  dome. 
But  open  thou  thy  maNly  mouth,  and  saie  that 
thou  wilt  come.  [a  liues  man  bee. 

That  thou  wilt  come,  thy  word  so  sware,  if  thou 
The  roaring  hugy  wanes,  they  threaten  my  pore 
ghost,  [be  lost. 

And  toss  thee  vp  and  downe  the  seas,  in  danger  to 
Shall  they  not  make  me  feare  that  they  haue 
swallowed  thee?  [to  me. 

But  as  thou  art  most  sure  aliue,  so  wilt  thou  come 
Wherby  1  shall  go  se  thy  shippe  ride  on  the  strand. 
And  think  and  say,  lo  where  be  comes,  and  wi^ 
here  wyll  he  land. 

I 
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And  then  I  shall  lift.vp  to  thee  my  lijtle  hand, 
And  tbon   wilt  thinke  thine   heart  in   ease,  hi 

belth  to  see  me  standi 
And  if  thou  come  indede  (as  Christ  thee  sende  to 

doe)  [brace  thee  to. 

Those  arms  whieh  misae  thee  yet,  shall  then  em- 
Eche  vain  to  enery  joint,  the  liuely  blood  shal 

spread,  [full  pale  and  dead. 

Which  now  for  want  of  thy  glad  sight,  doth  shew 
Bbt  if  thou  slip  thy  trouth,  and  do  not  come  at 

all  [I  shall; 

As  minutes  in  the  clock  do  strike,  so  call  for  death 
To  please  both  thy  false  hart,  and  rid  my  selfe 

from  wo,  [so. 

That  rather  had  to  dye  in  tiouth  then  line  forsaken 


THE  MEANE  estate  IS  BEST. 

The  doutfull  man  hath  feuers  strange, 
And  constant  hope  is  oft  diseasde; 
Dispaire  cannot  but  brede  a  change. 
Nor  fleiing  barter  cannot  be  pleasde; 
Of  all  these  bad,  the  best  I  think, 
Is  wel  to  hope,  though  fortune  shrink. 

Desired  thinges  are  not  ay  prest. 
Nor  thinges  denide  leftal  unsought; 
Nor  new  thinges  to  be  loued  best. 
Nor  all  offers  to  be  set  at  nought; 
Where  faithful  hart  hath  ben  refusde. 
The  chosers  wit  was  there  ahusde. 

The  wofiill  ship  of  careful  sprite, 
FIt'tiog  on  seas  of  wailingc  teares, 
With  sailes  of  wishes  broken  quite. 
Hanging  on  wanes  of  dolf^fiill  feares 
By  surge  of  sighes  at  wrck  nere  hand 
Ma>  fa.st  on  anker  boMe  on  land. 

What  helps  the  dial  to  the  bliude. 
Or  els  the  clocke  without  it  sound; 
Or  who  by  dreames  doth  hope  to  finde 
The  hidden  golde  within  the  grounde, 
Shal  be  as  free  firom  cares  and  feares 
As  he  that  holdes  a  wolfe  by  th'eares. 

And  how  muche  mad  is  he  that  thinks 
To  clime  to  beauen  by  the  beames  ? 
What  ioy  alas,  hath  he  that  winks 
At  Titan  or  his  golden  streamer  ? 
His  ioyes  not  subiect  to  reasons  lawes. 
That  ioyeth  more  than  he  hath  cause. 

For  as  the  phenix  that  climeth  bye 
The  sunne  lightly  in. ashes  bumeth; 
Againe,  the  faulcon  so  quick  of  eye, 
Sone  on  the  grounde  the  net  mashetb: 
Experience  therfure  the  meane  assurance 
Prefiers  before  the  doutfull  pleasance. 


THE  LOUER  Tm^KES  NO  PAINE  TO 
GREAT,  fVHERBY  HE  MAY  OBTAINS 
HIS  LAX>IE. 

SfTH  that  tbe  way  to  welth  is  wo. 
And  after  palne  is  pleasure  prest, 
'Why  should  I  than*  despaire  so. 
Ay  bewailing  mine  Ynrest, 


Or  let  to  lead  my  life  in  paine. 
So  worthy  a  lady  to  obtaine? 

The  fisherman  doth  count  no  care 
To  cast  his  nets  to  wracke  or  wast. 
And  in  reward  of  eche  mans  share, 
A  gogen  gift  is  much  imbrast: 
Should  I  then  grudge  in  griefe  or  gall. 
That  loke  at  length  to  whelme  a  whaU  ? 

The  pore  man  ploweth  his  ground  for  graine. 
And  soweth  his  seede  increase  to  craue. 
And  for  thexpence  of  all  his  paine. 
Oft  holdes  it  hap  his  sede  to  saue: 
These  pacient  paines  my  part  doth  show 
To  long  for  loue  ere  that  I  know 

And  take  no  scome'to  scape  from  skilly 
To  spend  my  sprites  to  spare  my  speche. 
To  win  for  welth  the  want  of  will, 
And  thus  for  rest  to  rage  I  reche,. 
Running  my  race  as  rect  vpright. 
Till  teares  of  truth  appease  my  plight. 

And  plant  my  plaint  within  her  bresC, 
Who  doutlesse  may  restore  againe 
My  harmes  to  belth,  my  ruth  to  rest. 
That  lased  is  within  her  chaine; 
For  earst  ne  are  the  griefes  so  great 
As  is  the  ioy  when  loue  is  met. 

For  who  couets  so  high  to  clime 
As  doth  the  bird  that  pitfoll  toke? 
Or  who  delightes  so  swift  to  swim, 
As  doth  the  fishe  that  scapes  the  hoke? 
If  these  had  neuer  entred  wo. 
How  moughtthey  have  reioised  lo^ 

But  yet,  alas,  ye  louers  all 
That  here  my  joyelesse  thus  rejoyce. 
Judge  not  amiss  what  so  befisll; 
In  me  there  lieth  no  power  of  choyse: 
It  is  but  hope  that  doth  me  moue^ 
Who  standerd  bearer  is  to  loue. 

On  whose  ensigne,  when  I  behold^ 
I  see  the  shadow  of  her  shape. 
Within  my  faith  so  fast  I  fold. 
Through  drede  I  die,  through  hope  1  scape: 
Thuse  ease  and  wo  full  oft  1  finde, 
What  will  you  more?  she  knoweth  my  minde. 


OF  A  NEW  MARIED  STUDIENT  THAT 
PLAIED  FAST  OR  LOSE. 

A  8TUDIBNT  at  his  boke  so  plast. 
That  welth  he  might  have  wonne ; 
From  boke  to  wife  did  flete  in  hast. 
From  welth  to  wo  to  runne. 
Now  who  hath  plaied  a  feater  cast 
Since  iogling  first  begonne  ? 
In  knitting  of  himselfe  so  &st, 
HimseUe  he  hath  vndoone. 


THE  MEANE  ESTATE  IS  TO  BE  AC- 
COMPTED  THE  BEST. 

(From  Horace.) 

W^o  crafUy  castes  to  stere  his  boate. 
And  safely  skoun  the  flattring  flood. 


THE  FEUCmE  OP  A  MINDE  IMBRACING  VERTUE. 
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He  catteth  not  the  greatest  wauea ; 

For  why,  that  way  were  nothing  good : 
Ne  Beteth  on  the  croked  shore, 

Lest  harme  himhappe  a  wayting  lest. 
But  windes  away  hetwene  them  both, 

As  who  woulde  say,  th«  meane  is  best? 
Who  waiteth  on  the  golden  meaiie. 

He  put  in  point  of  sickernes. 
Hides  not  his  head  in  sluttish  coates, 

Ne  shroodes  himselfe  in  filthines. 
Ne  sittes  aloft  in  high  estate, 

Where  hatefull  hartes  enuie  hys  chance. 
But  wisely  walkes  betwixt  them  twaine 

Ne  proudly  doth  himselfe  auance. 
The  highest  tree  in  all  the  wood. 

Is  rifest  rent  with  blustering  windes; 
The  higjier  hall  the  greater  fall. 

Such  chance  haue  proude  and  lofty  mindes. 
When  Jupiter  from  hye  doth  threat 

With  mortall  mace  and  dint  uf  thunder. 
The  hiest  hilles  bene  battred  eft, 

When  they  stand  still  that  stoden  viider. 
The  man  whose  bed  with  wit  is  fraught 

In  welth  will  feare  a  worser  tide ; 
When  fortune  failes  dispaireth  naught. 

But  constantly  doth  stil  abide. 
For  he  that  sendeth  grisely  storroes. 

With  whisking  windes  and  bitter  blastes. 
And  fowlth  with  haile  the  winters  lace. 

And  frotes  the  soile  with  hory  frostes; 
Euen  he  adawth  the  force  of  cold. 

The  sprin.^e  in  sendes  with  somer  bote: 
The  same  ftill  oft  to  stormy  hartes 

Is  cause  of  bale,  of  ioy  the  roote. 
Not  alwaies  ill  though  so  be  now. 

When  doudes  hen  driueo,  then  rides  the  racke; 
Phebus  the  freshe  ne  shooteth  still, 

Somtime  he  harpcs  his  muse  to  wake. 
Stand  stif  therefore,  pluck  Tp  thy  hart; 

Lose  not  thy  port  though  fortune  iaile; 
Againe  whi^n  winde  doth  senre  at  will. 

Take  hede  too  hie  to  hoyse  thy  saile. 


TffE  LOUER  REFUSED,  LAMENTETH  HIS 

ESTATE, 

I  LENT  my  loue  to  losse,  and  gaged  my  life  in 

Taine,  [gaine: 

If  hate  for  loue  and  death  for  life  of  loners  be  the 

A  curse  I  may  by  course  the  place  eke  tyme 

and  howre,  [creature. 

That  nature  fyrst  in  me  dyd  fourroe  to  be  a  lives 

Sith  that  I  must  absent  my  self  so  secretly. 
In  place  desert,  where  never  roan  my  secretes  shall 
discry:  [brute, 

In  doling  of  my  dayes  among  the  beastes  so 
Who  with  their  tonges  may  not  bewray  the  secrets 
of  my  sute.  [mynde. 

Nor  I  in  like  to  them  may  once  to  raoue  my 
But  gase  on  them*  and  they  on  me,  as  beasts  are 
wontofkinde. 
Thus  ranging  as  refusde,  to  reache  some  place  of 
rest. 
And  ruffe  of  heare,  my  nayles  unnocht,  as  to  such 
seemeth  best. 
That  wander  by  their  wittes^  deformed  so  to  be, 
That  men  may  say,  such  one  may  corse  the  time 
be  fyrst  gan  see 


The  beauty  of  her  face,  her  shape  in  such  de- 
gree, [mended  to  be* 
As  God  himselfe  may   not  discerne  one   place 
Nor  place  it  in  like  place,  my  fiinsy  for  to  plea^^e. 
Who  would  become  a  heardsmans  hyre,  one  howre 
to  haue  of  ease ;  [nes^ 
Whereby  I  might  restore  to  me  some  stedfast- 
That  have  mothoughtes  heapt  in  my  hed,  then  life 
may  long  disges :                                [colde. 
As  oft  to  throwe  me  downe  vpon  the  ^arth  so 
Wheras  with   teares  most  rufully,    my  sorowes 
do  vnfold: 
And  in  beholding  them  I  chiefly  call  to  minde. 
What  woman  could  finde  in  her  hart,  such  bond- 
age for  tp  biude.                                   [care. 
Then  rashly  forth  I  yede,  to  cast  me  from  that 
Lyke  as  the  birde  for  foode  doth  flye,  and  Hghteth 
in  the  snare.                                   [be  roon. 
From  whence  I  may  not  meue,  untill  my  race 
So  trained  is  my  truth  through  her  that  thinkea 
my  life  wel  woon. 
Thus  tosse  I  too  and  fro,  in  hope  to  haue  reliefe. 
But  in  the  fine  1  finde  not  so,  it  doubleth  but  my 
greife; 
Wherefore  I  will  my  want  a  warning  for  to  be 
Vnto  all  men,  wishiug  that  they  a  myrrour  make 
of  me. 


TffE  FEUCITIE  OF  A  MINDE  IM^RAC- 
ING  VERTUE,  THAT  BEHOLDETH 
TffE  WRETCffED  DESIRES  OF  TffE 
WORLDE. 

Whkn  dredful  swelling  seas,  through  boysterous 

windy  blastes. 
So  tosse  the  ships,  that  all  for  nought  serves  ancor, 
saile,  arid  mastea:  [rest. 

Who  takes  not  pleasure  then  safoly  on  shore  to 
And  see  with  drede  and  depe  dispayre,  how  ship- 
men  are  distrest?  [smart. 
Not  that  we  pleasure  take,  when  othen  folen 
Our  gladoes  groweth  to  see  their  harmes,  and  yet 
to  feele  no  part. 
Delight  we  take  also,  well  ranged  in  aray 
When  armies  meete,  to  see  the  fight,  yet  free  be 
horn  the  fray.  [this* 
But  yet  among  the  rest,  no  ioy  may  match  with 
T*aspyre  unto  the  temple  hye  where  wisdome 
throned  is. 
Defended  with  the  sawes  of  hory  heads  expert, 
Which  clere  it  keep  from  erroure  mist,  that  might 
the  truth  peruert.                     [under  foote. 
From  whence  thou  maist  loke  downe,  and  see  at 
Mans  wandring  will  and  doutful  life  from  whence 
they  take  their  roote.                         [ry>«. 
How  some  by  wit  contend,  by  prowes  some  to 
Riches  and  rule  to  gaine  and  holde,  is  all  that 
men  deuise. 
O  miserable  myndes,  O  hartes  in  folly  drent. 
Why  see  you  not  what  blindnesse  in  this  wretched 
life  is  spent? 
Body  deuoyde  of  griefe,  minde  free  from  care 
and  drede, 
Is  all  and  some  that  nature  cranes,  wherewith  our 
lyfe  to  fcede: 
So  that  for  natures  tume  fewe  thinges  may  well 
suffice,                                          [surprice. 
Dolour  and  grief  dene  to  expell,  and  some  delight 
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Yea  and  it  falletb  oft,  that  nature  more  content 
Is  with  the  lease,  then  when  the  more  to  cause  de- 
ti^fht  is  spent. 


ALL  WORLDLY  PLEASURES  VADE. 

(From  Horace.) 

Thb  winter  with  his  grtesly  stonnes  ne  Icnger 

dare  abide,  [bath  newly  dide. 

The  pleasant  grasse  with  lusty  grene,  the  earth 
The  trees  have  Woes,  the  bowes  don  spred,  new 

changed  Is  the  yere; 
The  water  brokes  are  clean  took  down,  the  plea- 
sant banks  apere; 
The  spring  is  come,  the  goodly  nimphcs  now 

daunce  in  euery  place. 
Thus   hath  the  yere   most    pleasantly  of  late 

ychaungde  his  face. 
Hope  for  no  immortalitie,  for  welth  will  weare 

away,  [euery  day. 

As  we  may  learn  by  euery  yere,  yea  bowers  of 
For  Zephirus  doth  mollify  the  cold  and  blustering 

windes,  [of  our  mindes. 

The  somers  drought  doth  take  away  the  spring  out 
And  yet  the  somer  cannot  last,  but  once  must  step 

aside. 
Then  autumn  thinkes  to  kepe  his  piece,  but  au- 
tumn cannot  bide; 
For  when  he  hath  brought  forth  his  fruits,  and 

stuft  the  bames  with  com. 
Then  winter  eates  and  empties  all,  and  thus  in 

autumn  worn. 
Then  bory  frostes  possesse  the  place»  then  tem- 

pestes  work  much  harm. 
Then  rage  of  stonnes  done  make  al  cold,  which 

somer  had  made  so  warm. 
Wherfore  let  no  man  put  his  trust  in  that,  that 

will  decay,  [weare  away. 

For  slipper  wealth  will  not  continue,  pleasure  will 
For  when  that  we  haue  lost  our  lyfe,  and  lye  under 

a  stone,  [pleasure  gone. 

What  are  we  then ;  we  are  but  earth,  then  is  oar 
No  man  can  tell  what  God  almight  of  every  wight 

doth  cast,  [shall  last. 

Mo  man  can  say,  to  day  I  live,  till  mome  my  life 
For  when  thou  shalt  before  thy  judge  staud  to  re- 

ceiue  thy  dome,  [of  thee  become. 

What  sentence  Minos  doth  pronounce  that  must 
Then  shall  not  noble  stocke  and  blond  redeme  thee 

from  his  handes,  [from  hisbandes: 

Nor  sngred  taike  with  eloquence  shall  loose  thee 
Nor  yet  thy  life  vprightlye  led  can  heipe  there 

out  of  hell. 
For  who  desendetfa  downe  so  depe,  must  there 

abide  and  dwell. 
Diana  could  not  thence  deliner  chast  Hypolitos, 
Nor  Theseus  could  not  call  to  Xjft  his   frend 

Ferithous. 


A  COMPLAINT  OF  TffE  LOSSE  OP  UBER^ 
TIE  BY  LDUE. 

Ik  seking  rest,  vnrest  1  finde, 
I  fynde  that  welth  is  cause  of  wo. 
Wo  worth  the  time  that  1  inclinde 
To  fixe  in  minde  her  beauty  to* 


That  day  be  darkiied  as  the  night; 
Let  furious  rage  it  cleaae  deaoor; 
Ne  suone  nor  moone  therin  giue  light. 
But  it  consume  with  streame  and  showre. 

Let  no  small  birds  strayne  forth  tbeif  voyce. 
With  pleasant  tunes,  ne  yet  no  beaai 
Fmde  cause  whereat  he  may  reioyce 
That  day  when  chaunoed  mine  vnrest. 

Wherin  alas;  from  me  was  raught 
M3me  owne  free  choyce  and  quiet  minde. 
My  lyfe,  my  death  in  balance  braught. 
And  reason  rasde  through  barke  and  rinde^ 

And  I  as  yet  in  flower  of  age. 
Both  wit  and  will  did  still  aduannce. 
Ay  to  resist  that  burning  rage : 
But  when  I  darte  then  did  I  glaunce. 

Nothing  to  me  did  seme  so  bye. 
In  minde  I  could  it  strait  attaine; 
Fansy  perswaded  me  therby, 
Loue  to  esteme  a  thing  most  vaine. 

But  aa  the  bird  upon  the  bryer 
Doth  pricke  and  proyne  her  without  care. 
Not  knowing  alas  (poQre  Ibole)  hoyif  nere 
She  is  unto  the  fowlers  snare: 

So  I  amid  deceitful!  trust 
Did  not  mistrust  soch  wofiil  happe  j 
Till  cruel  loue,  ere  that  I  wist. 
Had  caught  me  in  his  carefull  tnppe. 

Then  did  1  fele  and  partly  know 
How  little  force  in  me  did  raigne. 
So  soon  to  yelde  to  ouerthrowe. 
So  frayle  to  flit  from  ioy  to  paine. 

From  when  in  welth  will  did  me  leade. 
Of  Itbertie  to  hoyse  my  saile, 
To  hale  at  shete,  and  cast  my  leader 
I  thought  free  choyce  would  still  preoaile. 

In  whose  calme  streames  I  sailde  so  fisrre, 
N6  raging  storme  had  in  respect, 
Untill  I  raiade  a  goodly  starre, 
Wherto  my  course  I  did  direct. 

lu  whose  prospect  in  doolfull  wise. 
My  tacle  failde,  my  cumpasse  brake 
Through  bote  desires  such  stormes  did  rise, 
That  stern  and  top  went  all  to  wrake. 

Oh  cruell  hap,  oh  &tall  channce, 
O  fortune  why  wert  thou  vnkiode, 
Without  regard  thus  in  a  traunce. 

To  reue  from  me  my  ioyful  minde? 
* 
Where  i  was  free  now  must  I  seme. 
Where  I  was  lose  now  am  I  bound; 
In  death  my  life  I  do  preserue, 
As  one  through  girt  with  many  a  wound* 


A  PRAISE  OF  HIS  LADYS. 

G^BUB  place  yoQ  ladies  and  be  gone^ 
Boast  not  your  selues  at  all. 
For  here  at  hande  approcheth  one. 
Whose  face  will  staine  you  alL 
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The  vertue  of  her  Iloely  lokes 
Excels  the  precious  stone, 
I  wishe  to  haue  none  other  bokes 
To  reade  or  loke  vpon. 

In  ecbe  of  her  two  christall  eyes, 
Smileth  a  naked  boye; 
It  would  you  all  in  hart  suffice 
To  see  that  lampe  of  joye. 

I  think  nature  hath  loKt  the  monlde. 
Where  she  her  shape  did  take; 
Or  els  I  doubt  if  nature  could 
So  faire  a  creature  make. 

She  may  be  well  comparde 
Voto  the  phenix  kinde. 
Whose  like  was  neuer  sene  nor  hard^ 

That  any  man  can  finde. 

• 

In  life  she  is  Diana  chast 
In  trouth  Penelopey, 
In  word  and  eke  in  dede  stedfast; 
What  will  you  more  we  sey  ? 

If  all  the  world  were  sought  so  fiirre>  % 
Who  could  finde  suche  a  wight? 
Her  beuty  twinkleth  like  a  starre 
Within  the  frosty  night. 

Her  fosiall  colour  comes  and  goes 
With  such  a  comly  grace. 
More  ruddier  too,  then  doth  the  rose. 
Within  her  liuely  &ce. 

At  Bacchus  feast  none  shall  her  mete, 
Ne  at  no  wanton  play, 
Nor  gasing  in  an  open  strete. 
Nor  gadding  as  astray. 

The  modest  myrth  that  slie  doth  Tte> 
Is  mixt  with  shamefiistnesse, 
All  vyce  the  doth  wholy  refuse^ 
And  hateth  ydlenes^e. 

O  lovd  it  is  a  world  to  see. 
How  vertue  can  repaire, 
And  decke  in  her  such  bonettie. 
Whom  nature  made  so  laire. 

Truely  she  doth  as  farre  excede. 
Our  women  now  adayes, 
As  doth  the  ielifloure,  a  wede. 
And  more  a  thousand  wayes. 

How  might  I  do  to  get  a  gra^ 
Of  this  Tnspotted  tree  ? 
For  all  the  rest  are  plaine  but  chaffe 
Which  seme  good  come  to  bee. 

This  gyft  alone  I  shall  her  geue. 
When  dtBth  doth  what  he  can. 
Her  honest  fame  shall  ever  liue 
Within  the  mouth  of  man . 


THE  PORE   ESTATE    TO  BE    HOLDEN 

FOR  BEST. 

ExFERiKKCB  now  doth  shew  what  God  vs  taught 

before. 
Desired  pompe  ia  Tune,  and  teldome  doth  it  last: 


Who  climbes  to  raigne  with  kinges,  may  me  bis 

,  fate  fiill  sore ; 
Alass  the  wofull  end  that  comes  with  care  full  fast; 
Reiect  him  doth  renoune,  his  pompe  full  low  is 

cast, 
Deceioed  is  the  byrd  by  swetenesse  of  the  call, 
Expell  that  pleasant  taste,  wherin  is  bitter  gall. 

Such  as  with  oten  cakes  in  poor  estate  abides. 
Of  care  haue  they  no  care,  the  crab  with  myrth 

they  roet; 
More  ease  fele  they  then  those,  that  from  (heir 

height  down  slides, 
Excesse  doth  brede  their  wo,  they  saile  in  Scilias 

cost, 
Remayning  in  the  stormes  tyll  shyp  and  all  be  lost. 
Seme  God  therefore  thou  pore,  for  lo,  thou  liuest 

m  rest,  ^ 

Eschue  the  golden  hall,  thy  thatched  house  is  best 


THE  COMPLAINT  OF  THESTIU8  AMID 
THE  DESERT  WOOD. 

Thsstilis  a  sely  man,  when  loue  did  him  forsake^ 
In  mourning  wise,  amid  the  wods  thus  gan  be 

plaint  to  make: 
Ah  woful  man  (quod  he)  fallen  is  thy  lot  to  mone. 
And  pine  away  with  careful  thoughtes,  vnto  thy 

loue  vnknowen. 
Thy  lady  thee  forsakes  whom  thou  didst  honor  so. 
That  ay  to  her  thou  weit  a  frend,  and  to  thy  self 

a  fo.  [choyse. 

Ye  loners  that  have  lost  your  heortes  desired 
Lament  with  me  my  croel  bappe,  and  help  my 

trembling  voice. 
Was  neuer  man  tlmt  stoode  so  great  in  fortune's 

grace,  [plM«» 

Kor  with  his  swete,  alas,  to  deare,  possest  so  high  a 
As  1  whose  simple  hart  aye  tkought  himself  full 

sure.  [endure. 

But  now  I  see  bye  springing  tides  they  may  not  ay 
She  knowes  my  giltlesse  heart,  and  yet  she  lets  it 

pine. 
Of  her  vntme  professed  loue,  so  feble  is  the  twinew 
What  woonder  is  it  than,  if  I  berent  my  heares. 
And  cnuing  death  coutinually  do  bathe  myself  in 

tears?  [bandes^ 

When  Cresus  king  of  Lide   was  cast  in  cniel 

bandes,  [handet. 

And  y elded  goodes  and  life  also  into  his  enmies 
What  tongue  could  tell  his  wo?  yet  was  bis  grief 

much  lesse 
Then  mine,  for  I  have  lost  my  loue,  which  might 

my  wo  redresse. 
Ye  woodcs  that  shroude  my  lims,  giue  now  your 

hollow  sound,  [me  confound. 

That  ye  may  help  me  to  bewaile  the  cares  that 
Ye  rioers  rest  a  while  and  stay  the  streames  that 

runne,  [the  sunne, 

Rew,  Thestilis,  most  woful  man,  that  lives  under 
Transport  my  sighs,  ye  wyndes,  unto  my  pleasant 

foe,  [cruell  woe. 

My  trickling  tears  shal  wituesse  beare  of  this  my 
O  happy  man  wer  I,  if  al  the  goddes  agreed. 
That  now  the  sisters  three  should  cut  in  twaine 

my  fatall  threde.  D^y* 

Till  life  withe  loue  shall  cnde,  I  here  retigne  al 
Thy  pleasant  swete  1  now  lament,  whose  lackt 

bredes  mine  annoy; 
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Farewell,  my  dearc  therfbre,  fiarewcll  to  me  wel 

knowne. 
If  that  I  die  it  shal  be  taid  that  thou  hast  daine 

thine  owne. 


POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


Ay  ANSWERE  OF  COMFORT. 

Thestilis,  thou  sely  man,  why  dost  thou  so  com- 

playue? 
If  nedes  thy  loue  will  thee  forsake,  thy  mouroing 

h  in  rayne.  [course  to  runne, 

For  none  can  force  the  streames  against  their 
Nor  yet  unwilling  loue  with  tears  or  waiting  can 

be  wonne.  [sorowes  ease, 

Cease  thou  therefore  thy  plaintes,  let  hope  thy 
The  sbipmen  though  their  sails  be  rent,  yet  hope 

to  scape  the  seas. 
Though  strange  she  seme  a  while,  yet  thiuke  she 

will  not  change. 
Good  causes  drive  a  ladies  loue,  sometime  to  seme 

ftill  strange.  [happe, 

No  loner  that  hath  wit,  but  can  foresee  such 
That  no  wight  can  at  wish  or  will  sicpe  in  his 

ladies  lappe. 
Achilles  for  a  time  faire  Brises  did  forgo. 
Yet  did  they  mete  with  ioy  ajaine;  then  think 

thou  maist  do  so.  [do  finde, 

Thooeh  he,  and  louers  al,  in  loue  sharpe  stormes 
Dispair  not  thou,  pore  Thestilis,  though  thy  loue 

seme  unkind, 
Ah  think  her  graffed  loue  cannot  so  sone  decay. 
Hie  springes  may  cease  from  swelling  still,  but 

nerer  drye  away.  [ <?nc  rease 

Oft  stormes  of  louers  yre,  do  more  their  loue 
Asshyning  Sonne  refteshe  the  frutcs,  when  raining 

gins  to  cease.  [Bowe  again, 

When  springes  are  waxen  lowe,  then  must  they 
So  shall  thy  hart  aduanced  be,  to  pleasure  out  of 

paine.  [p<^**«» 

When  lacke  of  thy  deliglit  most  bitter  grief  ap, 
Thinke  on    Etrascus  worthy  loue,   that  lasted 

thirty  yeres,  [«yred  choyce. 

Which  could  not  long  atcheue,  his  hartes  de- 
Yet  at  the  cnde  he  found  rewarde,  that  made  him 

to  reioyce.  [maine. 

Since  he  so  long  in  hope  with  pacience  did  rc- 
Cannot  thy  foment  loue  forbeare  thy  loue  a  month 

ortwaine?  [forgo, 

Admit  she  minde  to  chaunge,  and  nedes  will  thee 
Is  there  no  mo  may  thee  delight,  but  she  that 

paynesthee  so?  [done, 

Thestilis  draw  to  the  towne,  and  lone  as  thou  hast 
In  tyme  thou  knowest  by  fiiithfull  loue,  as  good  as 

she  is  wonne.  [alone, 

And   leaue  the  desert  woodes  and  wayling  thus 
And  seke  to  salue  thy  sore  elsewhere,  if  all  her 

loue  be  gone. 


THE  LOUER  PRAIETH  PITY,  SHOWIXG 
THAT  NATURE  HATH  TAUGHT  HIS 
DOG,  AS  IT  WERE,  TO  SUE  FOR  THE 
SAME  BY  KISSING  HIS  LADIES 
HANDES. 

Nature  that  taught  my  sely  dog,  God  wat 
Euen  for  my  sake  to  licke  where  I  do  loue,  • 


Inforoed  him,  wheras  my  lady  sat. 
With  humble  sute  before  her  falling  flat. 
As  in  his  sorte  he  might  her  pray  and  mone 
To  rue  vpon  his  lord  and  not  forget 
The  stedfost  foith  he  beareth  her,  and  loue 
Kissing  her  hand:  whome  she  coulde  not  remooe. 
Away,  that  would,  for  frowning  nor  for  threte» 
As  though  he  would  haue  sayd  in  my  behone. 
Pity  my  lord  your  slave  that  doth  remaine. 
Lest  by  his  death,  you  giltlesse  slay  us  twaine- 


OF  HIS  RING  SENT  TO  HIS  LADIE. 

StKCE  thou,  my  ring,  maist  go,  where  I  ne  may. 
Since  thou  maist  speake  where  I  must  holde  my 

peace, 
Say  vnto  her  that  is  my  lives  stay, 
Granen  within  which  I  do  here  expresse; 
That  soner  shall  the  sunne  not  shine  by  day. 
And  with  the  rainc  the  floodes  shall  waxen  lesse* 
Sooner  the  tree  the  hunter  shall  bewray. 
Then  I  for  change,  or  choice  of  other  loue. 
Do  euer  seke  my  fonsy  to  remoae. 


THE  CHANGEABLE  STATE  OFLOUERS. 

For  that  a  restlesse  bed  must  somwhat  haue  in 

vre,  .  P«»«- 

Wherwith  it  may  acquainted  be,  as  falcon  is  with 
Fansy  doth  me  awake  out  of  my  drowsy  slepe. 
In  seing  how  the  little  mouse,  at  night  begins  to 

crepe. 
So  the  desirous  man,  that  longes  to  calch  his  pray. 
In  spying  how  to  watche  his  time,  lyeth  lurking 

sty  II  by  day. 
In  hoping  for  to  haue,  and  fearing  for  to  finde 
The  salue  that  shoulde  recure  bis  sore,  and  sor- 

roweth  but  the  minde. 
Such  is  the  guise  of  loue,  and  the  vncertayn  state. 
That  some  should  haue  their  hoped  hap,  and  other 

hard  estate.  [bad. 

That  some  should  seme  to  ioy  in  that  they  nener 
And  some  again  shall  frowneasfast,  where  cause- 

lesse  they  be  sad.  [large, 

Suche  trades  do  louers  use,  when  they  be  most  at 
That  goyd  the  stere  when  they  themselves  lye 

fettred  in  the  barge. 
The  grenesse  of  my  3rooth  cannot  thcrof  expresse 
The  processe,  for  by  profe  vnknowen,  all  this  is 

but  by  gcsse.  [peace. 

Wherefore  1  hold  it  best,  in  time  to  holde  my 
But  wanton  will  it  cannot  holde,  or  make  my  pen 

to  cease. 
A  pen  of  no  auayle,  a  fraitles  labour  eke. 
My  troubled  hed  with  faosies  fraught,  doth  paine 

it  selfe  to  seke: 
And  if  perhaps  my  wordes  of  none  auailedo  pricke 
Such  as  do  fele  the  bidden  harmes,  I  would  not 

they  should  kicke,  [no  banne, 

As'causelesse  me  to  blame  which  tbinketh  them 
Although  1  seme  by  others  fire,   sometime  my 

self  to  wamie. 
Which  clerely    I    deny,    as    gilUcssc   of  that 

crime, 
And  though  wrong  demde  I  be  therin,  truth  it 

wyll  trie  in  time. 


THE  PICTURE  OF  A  LOUER. 
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A  PRATSE  OF  AUDLEY. 

Whbv  Aodley  had  ma  out  his  race,  and  ended  ver 

his  dayes,  [some  worthy  praise. 

His  lame  stept  forth  and  bad  me  write  of  him 
AVhat  lyfe  he  lad,  what  actes  he  did,  his  vertiies 

and  good  name,  [uime. 

Wherto   I  calde  for  true  report,  aS  witness  of  the 
Wei  borne  he  was,  wel  bent  by  kind,  whose  mind 

did  never  swarue  [same. 

A  skilfull  head,  a  valiant  hart,  a  ready  hand  to 
Brought  up  and  trainde  in  feates  of  warre  long 

time  beyond  the  seas, 
Calde  home  againe  to  seme  his  prince,  whom  still 

he  sought  to  please. 
What  tomay  was  there  he  refiisde,  what  semice 

did  he  shoon?  [exploit  was  doon? 

Where   he  was  not  nor  his  aduice,  what  great 
In  town  a  lambe,  in  field  full  fierce,  a  lyon  at 

the  nede. 
In  sobre  wit  a  Solomon,  yet  one  of  Hector's  sede. 
Then  shame  it  were  that  any  tong  should  now  de- 
lame  his  dedes,  [succedes. 
That  in  bis  life  a  mirrour  was  to  all  that  him 
No  poore  estate  nor  hye  renowne  his  nature  could 

peruart,  '  [bis  constant  hart ; 

Ko  hand  mischance  that  him  befell  could  moue 
Thus  long  he  lined,  loued  of  all,  as  one  mislykte 

of  none,  [paragon? 

And  where  he  went,  who  cald  him  not  the  gentle 
But  course  of  kinde  doth  cause  eche  frute  to  fall 

when  it  is  ripe,  [greuous  gripe. 

And  spiteliiU  death  will  suffer  none  to  scape  his 
Yet  though  the  grounde  receined  haue  his  corps 

into  her  wombe,  [his  tombe, 

This  epitaphe  ygrave  in  brasse,  sbal  stand  upon 
Lo!    here  he  lies  that  hated  vice,  and  vertuous 

life  imbrast,  [be  well  plast 

His  name  in  earth,  his  sprite  aboue,  deseraes  to 


TYAfE  TRYETH  TRUETH. 
£cH£  thing  I  see  hath  tyme,  which  tyme  must 

trye  my  tronth. 
Which  trath  deseraes  a  special  trust,  on  tmst 

gret  Irend ship  groweth ;  [found ; 

And  frendship  may  not  fiule  where  faithfulnesse  is 
And  faithfulnesse  is  full  of  fraite,  and  fratful  thinges 

be  sounde.  [of  prayse. 

And  sound  is  good  at  proofe,  and  proofe  is  prince 
And  precious  praise  is  such  a  pearie,  as  seldome 

oere  decayes.  [must  abide. 

All  these  thinges  time  tries  fourth,  which  time  I 
How  should  I  boldly  credite  crane  till  time  my 

truth  haue  tride; 
For  as  I  found  a  time  to  fall  in  fansies  fnme. 
So  I  do  wishe  a  lucky  time  for  to  declare  the  same. 
If  hap  may  aunswere  hope,  and  hope  may  bane 

his  hire. 
Then  shall  my  hart  possesse  in  peace,  the  time 

that  1  desire. 


THE  LOUER   REFUSED    OF  HIS  JjOUE, 
EMBRACETH  DEATH, 

Mt  youthful  1  yeres  are  past. 
My  ioyfnll  dayes  are  gone. 
My  lyfe  it  may  not  last. 
My  graue  and  I  am  one. 


My  mirth  and  ioyes  «re  fled. 
And  I  a  man  In  wo ; 
I>esirous  to  be  ded. 
My  mischief  to  forgo. 

I  burae  and  am  a  colde, 
I  freze  amids  the  fire, 
1  se  she  doth  withold 
That  is  my  most  desire. 

I  see  my  helpe  at  hande, 
I  see  my  life  also, 
I  see  where  she  doth  stande 
That  is  my  deadly  fo. 

I  see  how  she  doth  see. 
And  yet  she  wyll  be  blinde, 
I  see  in  helping  me. 
She  sekes  and  wyll  not  finde. 

I  se  how  she  doth  wry,    - 
When  I  begin  to  mone, 
I  see  when  I  come  nye. 
How  faine  she  would  be  gone. 

I  see,  what  wyll  ye  more? 
She  wyll  me  gladly  kyll ; 
And  you  shall  see  therfore 
That  she  shall  have  her  wyll. 

I  cannot  line  with  stones. 
It  is  to  hard  a  food, 
1  will  be  dead  at  ones 
To  do  my  lady  good. 


THE  PICTURE  OF  A  LOUER. 

Bbhold  my  picture  here  wel  portrayed  for  the 

nones,  [^evy  bones. 

With  hart  consumed  and  falling  flesh,  heboid  the 
Whose  crael  chauuce  alas,  and  desteny  is  such, 
Onely  because  I  put  my  trust  in  some  folke  all 

to  much. 
For  since  the  time  that  1  did  enter  into  this  pine, 
I  neuer  saw  the  rising  sunne  but  with  my  weping 

eyen; 
Nor  yet  I  neuer  heard  so  swete  a  voice  or  sound. 
But  that  to  me  it  did  encrease  the  dolour  of  my 

wounde. 
Nor  in  so  soft  a  bedde,  alas  I  neuer  lay. 
But  that  it  semed  hard  to  me  or  euer  it  was  day. 
Yet  in  this  body  bare,  that  nought  but  life  re- 

taines,  [yet  still  remaines. 

The  strength  whereof  dene  past  away,  the  care 
Like  as  the  cole  in  flame  doth  spend  it  self  you 

se,  [sumed  be. 

To  vaine  and  wretched  cinder  dust  till  it  con- 
So  doth   this  hope  of  mine  enforce  my  foment 

sute,  [eate  the  frute; 

To  make  me  for  to  gape  in  vayne,  whilst  other 
And  ^hall  do  tyll  that  death  doth  geue  me  such  a 

grace,  [case. 

To  rid  this  sely  wofull  sprite  out  of  this  doulfiill 
And  then  would  God  were  writ  in  stone  or  els  in 

leade,  [dead. 

This  epitaph  vpon  my  graue,  to  shew  why  I  am 
Here  lyeth  the  loner  lo,  who  for  the  loue  he  aught, 
Aliue  vnto  his  ladie  dere,  his  death  thereby  he 

caught. 
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And  in  a  shield  of  bkcke,  lo  here  his  armes  ap- 
pears, [all  with  teares. 
With  weping  eyes  as  you  may  see,  well  poudred 
Lo  here  you  may  beholde,  aloft  vpon  his  brest 
A  womans  hand  straining  the  hart  of  him  that 

loaed  her  best. 
Wherefore  all  you  that  see  this  corps,  for  lone 

that  starues, 
Example  make  vnto  you  all,  that  thaoklesselbuers 
sarues. 


OF  THE  DEATH  OF  PHILLIPS. 

BiiWAiLE  with  me  ^1  ye  that  haue  prufest 
Of  musicke  tharte,  by  touch  of  oorde  or  wiude ; 
Lay  downe  your  lutes  aud  let  your  gitternes  rest, 
Phillips  is  dead,  whose  like  you  cannot  fiude, 
Of  musicke  much  evceding  all  the  rest ; 
Muses,  tberfore  of  force  now  must  you  wrest 
Your  pleasant  notes  into  another  sounde : 
l*he  string  is  broke,  the  lute  is  dispossest. 
The  hand  is  colde,  the  body  in  the  grounde. 
The  lowring  lute  lamenteth  now  therfore, 
Phillips  her  frend,  that  c^n  her  toucbe  no  more. 


THAT  AL  THINGS  80M  TIME  FIKDE 
EASE  OF  THEIR  PAINE,  SAVE  ONLY 
THE  LOUER, 

I  SEE  there  is  no  sort 
Of  thinges  that  Hue  in  griefe. 
Which  at  sometime  may  not  resort 
Wheras  they  haue  reliefe. 

The  striken  dere  by  kynde 
Of  death  that  standes  in  awe, 
For  his  recure  an  herbe  can  finde. 
The  arrow  to  witbdimw. 

The  chased  dere  hath  soile. 
To  coole  him  in  his  beate ; 
The  asse  after  his  wery  toile, 
lu  stable  is  vp  set. 

The  cony  hath  its  canoi 
The  liUle  bird  his  nest. 
From  heate  and  colde  themselues  to  saucj 
At  all  times  as  they  list. 

The  owie  with  foble  sight. 
Lyes  lurking  in  the  leanes. 
The  sparrow  in  the  frosty  night 
May  shroude  her  in  the  eaues. 

But  wo  to  me,  alas. 
Id  sunne  nor  yet  in  shade, 
I  cannot  find  a  resting  place. 
My  burden  to  unlade. 

But  day  by  day  still  beares 
The  burden  on  my  backe, 
With  wepiag  eyen  and  watry  teares 
To  holde  my  hope  abacke. 

All  things  I  se  have  place 
Wherein  they  bow  or  bende, 
Saue  this,  alas,  my  woful  case. 
Which  no  where  fiadeth  ende. 


THASSAULT  OF  CUPIDE  UPON  THE 
FORT  WHERE  THE  LOVERS  HART  LAY 
WOUNDED,  AND  HOW  HE  WAS  TAKEN. 

When  Cupide  scaled  first  the  fort 
Wherin  my  hart  lay  wounded  sore. 
The  batry  was  of  such  a  sort 
That  1  must  yelde  or  die  therfore. 

There  saw  I  loue  upon  the  wall. 
How  he  his  banner  did  display: 
Alarme,  alanne,  he  gan  to  call. 
And  bade  his  souUiuurs  kepe  aray. 

The  armes  the  which  that  Cupide  bare,- 
Were  pearced  hartes  with  teares  besprent. 
In  stluer  and  sable  to  declare 
The  stedfast  loue  he  alwayes  ment. 

There  might  jrou  se  his  band  all  drest. 
In  colours,  like  to  white  and  blacke: 
With  powder  and  with  pelletes  prest. 
To  bring  the  fort  to  spoyle  and  sacke. 

Good  Will  the  maister  of  the  shot, 
Stode  in  the  rampire  braue  and  proude. 
For  spence  of  pouder  he  spared  not. 
Assault,  assault,  to  crye  aloude. 

There  might  you  heare  the  cannons  rore, 
Eche  pece  discharged  a  loners  loke. 
Which  had  the  power  to  rent,  and  tore 
In  any  place  whems  they  toke. 

And  euen  with  the  trumpetts  sowne. 
The  scaling  ladders  were  vp  set. 
And  Beauty  walked  vp  pnd  downe. 
With  bow  in  hand  and  arrowes  whet. 

Then  first  Dessrre  began  to  scale 
And  shrou'ded  him  vnder  his  targe. 
As  one  the  worthiest  of  them  all. 
And  aptest  for  to  geue  the  charge. 

Then  pushed  souldiers  with  their  (itkes. 
And  holbarders  with  handy  strokes, 
The  hargabushe  in  flesbe  it  lightes, 
And  duns  the  ayre  with  misty  smokes. 

And  as  it  is  souldiers  vse. 
When  shot  and  powder  gins  to  want, 
1  hanged  up  my  flag  of  truce, 
.   And  pleaded  for  my  liues  graunt. 

When  Pansy  thus  had  made  her  brechc. 
And  Beauty  entred  with  her  band. 
With  bag  and  baggage  sely  wretch, 
1  yelded  into  Beauties  hand. 

Then  Beauty  bad  to  blowe  retiete. 
And  euery  souldier  to  retire. 
And  Mercy  wylld  with  spede  to  set 
Me  captine  bound  as  prisoner. 

Madame  (quod  I,)  sith  that  this  day 
Hath  serued  you  at  all  assayes, 
I  yeld  to  you  without  delay, 
Here  of  the  fortresse  all  the  kayes. 

And  sith  that  1  haue  ben  the  marke^ 
At  whom  you  shot  at  with  your  ejre, 
Nedes  must  you  with  your  handy  wgL^e, 
Or  salue  my  sore,  or  let  me  dye. 
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ms  AGED  LOUEH  BENOUNCETH  WUE. 

[The  grare-digger*!  song  in  Hamlit,  A.  5.  is 
taken  from  three'Stansas  of  the  following  poem, 
though  somewhat  altered  and  disgai^ed,  pro* 
bably  as  the  same  were  conropted  by  the  ballad- 
singers  of  Shakspeare*8  time.  The  original  is 
preserved  among  Surrey's  Poemt,  1539»  and  is 
attributed  to  lord  Vavx,  by  Geo,  Gascoigne, 
who  tells  us,  it  **  was  thought  by  some  to  be 
made  upon  his  death-bed:"  a  popular  error 
which  he  laughed  at.  (See  his  Epist  to  Yong 
Gent,  prefixed  to  his  Testes  1575.  4to.)  Lord 
Vaux  was  remarkable  for  his  skill  in  drawing 
feigned  manners,  &c.  for  so  I  understand  an 
ancient  writer.  **  The  lord  Vaux  his  com- 
mendation lyeth  chiefly  in  the  facilitie  of  his 
meetre,  and  the  aptnesse  of  his  descriptions 
auch  as  he  taketh  upon  him  to  make,  namely 
in  sundry  of  his  Songs,  wherein  he  showeth  the 
coonterfait  action  very  lively  and  pleasantly.'' 
Arte  of  Eng.  Poesie,  1589.  p.  51 .  See  also  yol. 
9.  p.  45.— -Pbrct.] 

I  lOTRB  that  I  did  love. 

In  youth  that  1  thought  swete: 
As  tyme  requires  for  my  behove, 

Me  thinkes  they  are  not  mete. 

• 

My  histes  they  do  me  leave. 

My  fancies  all  be  fled. 
And  tract  of  time  begins  to  weave 

Gray  heares  upon  my  bed.  * 

For  age  with  stealing  steps, 

Hath  clawed  me  with  his  crowch« 

And  lusty  life  away  she  leapes. 
As  there  had  ben  none  such. 

My  muse  doth  not  delight 

Me  as  she  did  before. 
My  hand  and  pen  are  not  in  plight. 

As  they  have  ben  of  yore.  • 

For  reason  me  denyes. 

This  youthly  ydle  rime 
And  day  by  day  to  me  she  crj'es. 

Leave  off  these  toyes  in  tyme. 

The  wrinkles  in  my  brow. 

The  furrowes  in  my  fkce 
Say,  limping  age  will  lodge  him  now. 

Where  youth  must  geve  him  place. 

The  harbinger  of  death, 

To  me  I  see  bira  ride, 
The  cough,  the  coldc,  the  gasping  breath. 

Doth  bid  me  to  provyde 

A  pikeax  and  a  spade. 

And  eke  a  shrowdiag  shete, 
A  bowse  of  clay  for  to  be  made. 

For  such  a  gneal  most  mete. 

Me  thiukes  I  heare  the  clarke, 
That  knowles  the  carefall  knell,    * 

And  bids  me  leave  my  wofol  warise, 
Bre  BBtnre  me  oompel]. 

My  kepers  knit  the  knot. 
That  youth  did  laugh  to  skorae. 

Of  me  that  dene  ahol  be  foigoty 
As  I  bad  Mot  beoa  bone. 


Thus  must  I  youth  geve  np. 
Whose  badge  1  long  did  weare. 

To  them  I  yield  the  wanton  cup 
That  better  may  it  beate. 

Lo  here  the  bar-bed  skull. 
By  whose  balde  signe  I  know. 

That  stouping  age  away  shall  pull. 
Which  youthiU  yeres  did  sow. 

Fori>eauty  with  her  band. 

These  croked  cares  hath  wrought. 
And  shipped  me  into  the  lande. 

From  whence  1  first  was  brought. 

And  ye  that  byde  bebinde. 
Have  ye  none  other  trust: 

As  ye  of  clay  wer  cast  by  kinde. 
So  shall  ye  wast  to  dost. 


OF  THE  LADY  WEmWOltTirs  DEATH. 

To  line  to  dye,  and  dye  to  liue  againe, 
With  good  renowne  of  fome  well  led  before. 
Here  lyeth  she  that  learned  had  the  lore  $ 
Whom  if  the  parfect  vertues  wolden  daine. 
To  be  set  forth  with  foyle  of  worldly  grace. 
Was  noble  borne,  and  motcfat  in  noble  race. 
Lord  Wentworthes  wife,  nor  wanted  to  attaine 
In  natures  giftes,  her  praise  among  the  rest: 
But  that  that  gaue  her  praise  aboue  the  best. 
Not  fame,  her  wedlockes  chastnes  durst  distain 
Wherin  with  child,  deliuering  of  her  wombe 
Thuntimely  birth   hath   brought   them  both 

tombe; 
So  left  she  life  by  death  to  liue  againe. 


ra 


THE  LOUER  ACCUSING  HIS  LOUE  FOR 
HER  VNFAITHFULNESSE  PURPOSETH 
TO  LIUE  IN  LIBERTIE. 

The  smoky  sighes,  the  bitter  teares. 
That  I  in  vaine  haue  wasted. 
The  broken  slepes,  the  wo  and  feares. 
That  long  in  me  haue  lasted; 
Hie  loue  and  al  I  owe  to  thee. 
Here  I  renownce,  and  make  roe  free. 

Which  fredome  I  have  by  thy  guiU, 
And  not  by  my  desemiog. 
Since  so  vnconstantly  thoo  wilt 
Not  loue,  but  still  be  sweming. 
To  leaue  me  of,  which  was  thyne  owne. 
Without  cause  why,  as  shal  be  knoi 


The  fruites  were  iaire«  the  which  did  grow 
Within  thy  garden  planted. 
The  leaues  were  grene  of  euery  bough, 
And  moysture  nothing  wanted; 
Yet  or  the  blosoms  gan  to  fall. 
The  caterpillar  wasted  all. 


Thy  body  was  the  garden  place. 
And  sngred  woidea  it  beareth; 
The  UoBsomes  all  tby  faith  it  was, 
Which  aa  the  canker  wereth. 
The  catarpiUer  is  the  same. 
That  hath  wout  tbee  and  lost  thy  nilDe. 
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I  mean  the  loacr  looed  now 
By  thy  preteoced  folye. 
Which  will  proue  like,  thou  shalt  find  how, 
Unto  a  tree  of  holly, 
That  barke  and  bery  bears  alwaies. 
The  one,  birdcs  fede«,  the  other  slayes. 

And  right  wel  migbtcst  thou  baue  thy  wiih. 
Of  thy  loue  new  acquainted. 
For  thou  art  like  Tnto  the  dish. 
That  Adrianus  painted, 
Wherin  were  grapet  portraid  so  fiiyre. 
That  fowles  for  foode  did  there  lepaire. 

Bat  I  am  like  the  beaten  fowle. 
That  from  the  net  escaped, 
And  thou  art  like  the  raoening  owle. 
That  al  the  night  hath  waked. 
For  none  intent  but  to  betray 
The  sleptng  fbule  before  the  day. 

Thus  hath  thy  loue  been  Tnto  me, 
As  pleasant  and  commodious. 
As  was  the  fire  made  on  the  sea 
By  Naulus  hate  so  odious, 
Therwith  to  train  the  Grekish  host 
From  Troyes  return,  where  they  were  lost. 


THE  LOUER  FOR  WANT  OF  HIS  DESIRE, 
SHEWETH  HIS  DEATH  AT  HAND. 

As  c]rpres  tree  that  rent  is  by  the  roote. 
As  branche  or  slippe  better  from  whence  it  growes, 
As  well  sowen  sede  for  drought  that  cannot  sprout 
As  gaping  ground  that  rainles  cannot  close, 
As  moules  that  want  the  earth  to  do  them  bote. 
As  fishe  on  land  to  whom  no  waters  flowes. 
As  chameleon  that  lackes  the  ayre  so  sote, 
As  flowers  do  fode  when  Phebus  rarest  showes. 

As  salamandra  repulsed  from  the  fire ; 

So  wanting  my  wish  I  die  for  my  desire. 


A    HAPPY  END   EXCEDETH  ALL   PLE- 
SURES  AND  RICHES  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Tbb  shining  season  here  to  some. 
The  glory  in  the  worldes  sight, 
Renowmced  fame  though  fortune  wonne 
The  glittering  golde  the  eyes  delight. 
The  sensual  life  that  semes  so  swete. 
The  heart  with  ioyfull  dayes  replete, 

The  thing  whereto  ech  wight  is  thral 

The  happy  ende  excedetb  all. 


AGAINST  AN  VNSTEDFAST  WOMAN. 

O  TBMXROCJS  tauntresse  that  delights  in  toyes. 
Tumbling  cockboat  totring  too  and  fro. 
Jangling  iestrfs,  depravresse  of  swete  ioyes. 
Ground  of  the  grafffi  whence  all  my  grief  doth  grow 
Sullen  serpent,  enoironed  with  despite. 
That  ill  for  good  at  all  times  doeit  requite. 


A  PRAISE  OFPETRARKE  AND  OF  LAURA 

HIS  LA  DIE. 

O  Petraukb,  hed  and  prince  of  poets  al. 
Whose  liuely  gift  of  flowing  eloquence 
Wel  may  we  seke,  but  find  not  how  or  whence. 
So  rare  a. gift  with  thee  did  rise  and  fal; 
Peace  to  thy  bones,  and  glory  immortal 
Be  to  thy  name ;  and  to  her  excellence. 
Whose  beauty  lighted  in  thy  time  and  sence. 
So  to  be  set  forth  as  none  other  shall. 
Why  hath  not  our  pens  rimes  so  parfit  wrought ! 
Ne  why  our  time  furth  bringetb  beauty  such? 
To  trye  our  wittes  as  gold  is  by  the  touch. 
If  to  the  style  the  matter  ayded  ought? 
But  there  was  neuer  Laura  more  then  one. 
And  her  had  Petiarke  for  his  paragonc. 


THAT  PETRARK  CANNOT  BE  PASSED 
BUT  NOTWITHSTANDING  THAT,  LAU- 
RA IS  FARRE  SURPASSED. 

With  Petrarke  to  compare  tber  may  do  wight. 
Nor  yet  attain  vnto  so  high  a  stile: 
But  yet,  I  wot,  full  well  where  is  a  file. 
To  frame  a  learned  man  to  praise  aright: 
Of  stature  meane,  of  semely  forme  and  shape, 
Eche  line  of  iust  proporcion  to  her  height. 
Her  colour  fresh,  and  mingled  with  such  sleight. 
As  though  the  rose  sat  in  the  lilies  lap; 
In  wit  and  tong  to  shew  what  may  be  sed. 
To  euery  dede  she  ioynes  a  parfit  grace; 
If  Laura  liude,  she  would  her  cleane  deface: 
For  I  dare  say,  and  lay  my  life  to  wed. 
That  Momus  could  not,  if  he  downe  disoended. 
Once  iustly  say,  Lo !  this  may  be  amended. 


AGAINST  A  CRUELL  WOMAN. 

Cruel  vnkinde,  whom  mercy  cannot  moue, 
Heibour   of  vnhappe  where  rigours  rage  doth 

raigne. 
Ground  of  any  grief  where  pitie  cannot  proue: 
Trikle  to  trast,  of  all  vntmth  the  traine. 
Thou  rigorous  rocke  that  truth  cannot  remoue; 
Daungerous  delph,  depe  dungeon  of  di«daine, 
Sacke  of  self-will^  the  chest  of  craft  and  change. 
What  causeth  thee  thus  causeleste  for  to  change  ? 

Ah!   pitieles  plaint  whom  plaint  cannot  pco> 
uoke. 
Den  of  disceit,  that  right  doth  still  refuse; 
Causeles  unkinde,  that  cariest  vnder  dokc 
Cruelty  and  craft,  me  onely  to  abuse: 
Stately  and  stubberne  withstanding  Cupides  stroke. 
Thou  marueiloos  mase  that  makest  men  to  muse; 
Swollen  by  self-will,  most  stony  stifiie  and  strange. 
What  causeth  thee  thus  causelesse  for  to  changed 

Slipper  and  secret  where  suretie  cannot  sow; 
Net  of  neweltie,  neest  of  newfanglehesse. 
Spring  of  al  spite,  from  whence  whole  fluddes  doe 
Thou  caue  and  cage  of  care  and  craflinesse,  [flow, 
Wauering  willow  that  euery  blast  doth  blow, 
Grafie  without  groth  and  cause  of  carefulnesse; 
Heape  of  mishap  of  all  my  greif  the  gntunge. 
What  causeth  thee  thug  ctuieleMe  for  to  change? 


THE  LADIE  FORSAKEN  OF  HER  LOUER. 
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Hast  thou  forgot  that  I  was  thyoe  infeft 
By  force  of  loue,  haJst  thou  no  hart  at  all? 
Sawest  thou  not  other  for  thy  luue  were  left? 
Knowest  thou ,  unktnde,  that  nothing mought  befall 
From  oat  of  my  hart  that  could  hauc  tbee  bereft  ? 
What  meanest  tbou  then,  at  ryot  thus  to  range; 
And  leanest  thine  owne  that  neuer  thought  to 
change  ? 


THE  LOUER  SffEfVETH  WHAT  HE 
fVOULDE  HAVE,  IF  IT  WERE 
GRAUNTED  HIM  TO  HAVE  WHAT  HE 
WOULD  H^ISHE. 

If  it  were  so  that  God  would  graunt  me  my  re- 
quest, [liked  best; 
And  that  I  might  of  earthly  thinges  haue  that  I 
I  would  not  wish  to  clime  to  princely  hye  estate, 
Which  slipper  is  and  slides  so  oft,  and  hath  so 

fickle  fate:  [hand, 

Nor  yet  to  conquer  realmes  with  cruel  sworde  in 
And  so  to  shed  the  giltless  blood  of  such  as  would 

withstand: 
Nor  would  I  not  desire  in  worldly  rule  to  raigne, 
Whose  frute  is  al  vnquietnesse,  and  breaking  of 

the  braine. 
Nor  richesse  in  excesse  of  vertue  so  abhorde, 
I  would  not  craue  which  bredeth'  care,  and  causeth 

all  discorde.  [folde, 

But  my  request  should  be  more  worth  a  thousand 
That  I  might  haue  and  her  enioy  that  hath  my 

heart  in  holde.  [ever. 

Oh  God,  what  lusty  life  should  we  liuc  then  for 
In  pleasant  ioy,  and  perfect  blissc,  to  length  our 

lines  together.  [ly  loue, 

With  ^prdes  of  frendly  cheie^  and  lokes  of  liue- 
To  utter  all  our  bote  desyres,  which  neuer  should 

remoue.  [the  ground, 

But  grosse  and  gredy  wittes,  which  grope  but  on 
To  gather  muck  of  worldly  goodes  which  oft  do 

them  confound, 
Cannot  attajne  to  knowe  the  misteries  deuine, 
Of  parfit  loue  whereto  hye  wittes  of  knowledge  do 

encline. 
A  nigard  of  his  golde  such  ioy  can  neuer  haue. 
Which  gettes  with  tdyle  and  kepes  with  care  and 

is  his  moneys  slaue, 
As  they  enioy  alwaies,  that  tast  loue  in  his  kinde, 
For  they  do  holde  continually  a  heauen  in  their 

minde,  [an  ease, 

No  worldly  goodes  could  bring  my  heart  so  great 
As  for  to  fiode  or  do  the  thing  that  might  my 

lady  please.  [joy. 

For  by  her  onely  loue  my  hart  should  haue  all 
And  with  the  same  put  care  away,  and  all  that 
could  annoy.  fsadde 

As  if  that  any  thing  should  chance  to  make  me 
The  touching  of  her  coral!  lippes  would  straight 

waies  make  me  gladde: 
An^  when  that  in  my  hart  1  Me  that  did  me  greue. 
Which  one  imbracing  of  her  armes  she  might  me 

sone  releue. 
And  as  the  angels  al,  which  sit  in  heauen  hie. 
With  presence  and  the  sight  of  God,  haue  their 
fclicitic,  [blisse. 

So  likewise  1  on  earth,  should  haue  all  earthly 
With  presence  of  that  parajfon,  my  god  in  earth 
that  is. 


THE  LADIE  FORSAKEN  OF  HER  LOUER 
PRAIETH  HIS  RETURNE,  OR  THE 
END  OF  HER  OWN  UFE. 

To  loue,  alas,  who  would  not  feare, 

That  seetb  my  wofiil  state, 

For  he  to  whom  my  heart  I  beare. 

Doth  me  extremely  hate : 

And  why  therfore  I  cannot  tell, 

He  will  no  lenger  with  me  dwell. 

Did  you  not  sue  and  long  me  seme, 
Ere  1  you  graunted  grace  ? 
And  will  you  thus  now  from  me  swarue^ 
That  neuer  did  trespace? 
Alas,  pore  woman !  then  alas! 
A  wery  life  here  must  I  passe; 

And  shall  my  faith  haue  such  refuse 
Indede  and  shall  it  so? 
Is  there  no  choyse  for  me  to  chuse 
But  must  I  leue  you  so? 
Alas,  pore  woman!  then  alas! 
A  wery  life  hence  must  I  passe. 

And  is  there  now  no  remedy 
But  that  you  will  forget  her? 
There  was  a  time  when  that  perdy 
You  would  haue  heard  her  better: 
But  now  that  time  is  gone  aud  past. 
And  all  your  loue  is  but  a  blast,  ' 

And  can  you  thus  breake  your  behest 
Indede  and  can  you  so  ? 
Did  you  not  sweare  you  loued  me  best. 
And  can  yon  now  say  no  ? 
Remember  me  pore  wight  in  paine. 
And  for  my  sake  tume  once  againe. 

Alas,  poore  Dido,  now  I  fde 
Thy  present  painfull  state. 
When  false  Eneas  did  him  stele 
From  thee  at  Carthage  gate: 
^nd  left  thee  sleping  in  thy  bed. 
Regarding  not  what  he  had  sed. 

Was  neuer  woman  thus  betraied. 
Nor  man  so  false  forswome: 
His  faith  and  troth  so  strongly  tied, 
Vntruth  hath  al  to  tome. 
And  I  haue  leaue  for  my  good  will. 
To  waile  and  wepe  alone  my  filL 

But  since  it  will  not  better  be 
My  teares  shall  neuer  blin. 
To  moyst  the  earth  in  such  degree. 
That  1  may  drowne  therein. 
That  by  my  death  al  men  may  say,  '  ' 

Lo!  women  are  as  true  as  they.  * 

By  me  al  women  may  beware. 
That  se  my  wofuU  smart: 
To  seke  true  loue  let  them  not  spare, 
Before  they  set  their  hart, 
Or  els  they  may  become  as  I, 
Which  for  my  truth  am  like  to  dyew 
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THE  LOVER  YELDEN  INTO  HIS  LADIES 
HANDESy  PRAIETH  MERCY, 

In  fredome  was  my  fantasie, 
Abhorring  bondage  of  the  minde, 
But  now  I  yelde  my  libertie. 
And  willingly  my  selfe  I  btnde 
Truely  to  serue  with  al  my  hart. 
Whiles  lyfe  doth  last  not  to  reaert 

Her  beutie  bonnde  me  first  of  all. 
And  forst  my  will  for  to  consent; 
And  I  agree  to  be  her  thrall. 
For  as  she  list  I  am  content: 
My  will  is  hers  in  that  1  may. 
And  where  she  biddes  I  will  obay. 

It  lyeth  in  her  my  woe  or  welth^ 
She  may  do  that  she  Itketh  best  j 
If  that  she  list  1  bane  my  belth. 
If  she  list  not,  in  wo  I  rest: 
Sins  I  am  fiut  within  her  bandes 
My  woe  and  welth  lye  in  her  handes. 

She  can  no  lesse  then  pitie  me 
Sith  that  my  faith  to  her  is  knowne: 
It  were  to  much  extremitie 
With  craeltie  to  use  her  owne: 
Alas,  a  sinful  enterprise 
To  slay  that  yeldes  at  her  deaise. 

But  I  thynke  not  her  hart  so  hard, 
Nor  that  she  hath  such  cruel  lust: 
I  doubt  nothing  of  her  reward 
FoK  my  desert,  but  well  I  trust 
As  she  hath  beauty  to  allure 
So  hath  she  a  hart  that  will  recnre. 


The  moone,  which  may  be  cald  the  lanteme  of 

the  night,  [her.  light. 

Is  balfe  a  guide  tolraueling  men,  such  vertne  hath 
The  starresnot  vertuelesse  are  beauty  to  the  eyes 
A  ledes  man  to  the  mariner,  a  signe  of  calmed 

skyes. 
The  flowers  and  fruitful  trees,  to  man  do  tribute 

pay,  [they  fade  away; 

And  when  they  have  their  duety  done,  by  coofse 
Ech  beast,  both  fishe  and  fowie,  doth  ofier  life 

and  all  [at  his  call. 

To  nourish  man  and  do  him  ease,  yea  serue  him 
The  serpents  venomous  whose  nsrly  shapes  we 

hate,  [in  their  state. 

Are  soneraigne  salues  for  sundry  sores,  and  needful 
Sith  nature   shewes  her  power,  in    eche  thing 

thus  at  lai^e,  [natures  charge? 

Why  shoulde  not  man  submit  himselfe  to  be  in 
Who  thinkes  to  flee  her  force,  at  length  becomes 

her  thrall ;  [gouems  alL 

The  wisest  cannot  slippe  her  snare,  for  nature 
Lo,  nature  gaue  rs  shape,  lo,  nature  ledes  our 

Hues,  [her  force  that  striues. 

Then  they  are  worse  then  mad,  I  think,  against 
Though  some  do  vse  to  say,  which  can  do  nought 

but  fatne,  [to  paine. 

Women  war  made  for  this  entent,  to  put  vs  men 
Yet   sure  I    think  they  are  a   pleasure  to  the 

minde,  [assinde, 

A  joy  which  man  can  neuer  want,  as  nature  hath 


THE  NATURE  WHICH  WORKETH  ALL 
THINGES  FOR  OUR  BEHOFE,  HATH 
MADE  WOMEN  ALSO  FOR  OUR  COM- 
FORT AND  DEUGHT, 

Among  dame  natures  workes  such  perfite  law  is 

wrought,  [as  they  ought; 

That  thinges  be  rulde  by  course  of  kind  in  order 
And  semeth  in  their  state,  in  such  iust  frame  and 

sort,  [thereof  report. 

That  slender  wits  may  iudge  the  same,  and  make 
Behold  what  secret  force  the  wynde  doth  easily 

show,  [bellowes  blowt?, 

Which  guides  the  shippes  amid  the  seas,  if  he  his 
The  waters  waxen  wilde  where  blustering  blastes 

do  rise,  •  [that  deuise : 

Yet  seldome  do  they  passe  their  boandes,  for  nature 
The  fire  which  boiles  the  leade,  and  tryeth  out 

the  gold,  [force  vnfolde, 

Hath  in  his  power  both  helpe  and  hurt,  if  he  his 
The  frost  which  kils  the  firuite,   doth  knit  the 

brused  bones, 
And  is  medlcin  of  kinde,  prepared  for  the  nones. 
The  earth  in  whose  entrails   the  fbode  of  man 

doth  Hue,  [doth  shegiue? 

At  euery  springe  and  fall  of  leafe,  what  pleasure 
The  ayre  which  life  desires,  and  is  to  helth  so 

swete,  [fortes  euery  sprete. 

Of  nature  yeldes  such  liuely  smelles,  that  com- 
The  suune  through    natures    might,  doth  draw 

away  the  dew,  [princely  face  to  shew. 

And  spredes  the  floirers  where  he  is  wont,  his 


WHEN  ADUERSITIE  IS  ONCE  FALLEN 
IT  IS  TO  LATE  TO  BEWARE. 

To  my  mishap,  alas,  I  finde 

That  happy  hap  is  dangerous 

And  fortune  worketh  but  her  kinde. 

To  make  the  iosrful  dolorus; 

But  all  to  late  it  comes  to  mindc. 

To  waile  the  want  that  makes  me  blinde. 

Amid  my  myrth  and  pleasantnesse. 
Such  chaunce  is  chaunced  sodainly,  - 
That  in  despaire  without  redresse 
I  find  my  cheifest  remedy; 
No  new  kinde  of  vnhappinesse. 
Should  thus  have  left  me  comfoitli 


Who  would  bane  thought  that  my  request 
Should  bring  me  furth  such  bitter  frute? 
But  now  is  hapt  that  I  feard  least. 
And  al  thys  harme  comes  by  my  snte. 
For  when  I  thought  me  happiest 
Euen  then  hapt  all  my  chief  vnrest 

In  better  case  was  neuer  none. 
And  yet  vnwares  thus  am  I  trapt. 
My  chief  desire  doth  cause  me  mone, 
Aud  to  my  harme  my  welth  is  hapt: 
There  is  no  man  but  I  alone, 
That  hath  such  cause  to  sigh  and  mone. 

llius  am  I  taught  for  to  beware. 
And  trust  no  more  such  pleasant  chance; 
My  happy  hap  breu  me  thys  care. 
And  brought  my  mirth  to  great  mischance; 
There  is  no  man  whom  help  wil  spare. 
But  when  she  list  his  welth  is  bare. 


OF  THE  TOKEN  WHICH  HIS  LOUE  SENT  HIM. 


417 


OF  A  LOUER  THAT  MADE  HIS  ONLY 

GOD  OF  HIS  LOUE, 
All  yoa  that  fraodship  do  professe, 
And  <^  «  irend  present  the  place, 
Oeue  eare  to  me -that  did  possesse. 
At  lirendiy  fnites  as  ye  imbrace: 
And  to  declare  the  circumstaace. 
There  "were  themselnes  that  did-adoanoe. 
To  teach  me  truly  how  to  take, 
A  faithful  frende  for  vertues  sake. 

But  I  as  one  of  little  skill 
To  know  what  good  might  grow  therhy, 
Unto  my  welth  I  had  no  wyN, 
Nor  to  my  nede  I  had  none  eye: 
But  as  the  chylde  doth  leame  to  go. 
So  I  in  time  did  leame  to  knowe^ 
Of  all  good  frutes  the  world  brought  forth, 
A  faithftil  frend  is  thing  most  worth. 

Then  with  all  care  I  sought  to  finde 
One  worthy  to  receiue  such  trust. 
One  onely  that  was  ricbe  in  minde 
One  secret,  sober,  wise  and  iust. 
Whom  riches  could  not  raise  at  all, 
Nor  pouertie  procure  to  &11 : 
And  to  be  short  in  few  wordes  plaine, 
One  such  a  frend  I  did  attaine. 

And  when  I  did  enjoy  this  weltfa. 
Who  liued,  lord,  in  such  a  case? 
For  to  my  frendes  is  was  great  belth. 
And  to  my  foes  a  fowie  defoce, 
.And  to  my  selfe  a  thing  so  riche, 
As  seke  the  worlde  and  finde  none  such; 
Thus  by  this  frend  I  set  such  store, 
As  by  my  selfe  I  set  no  more. 

This  frende  so  much  was  my  delight. 
When  care  had  dene  orecome  my  hart. 
One  thought  of  her  rid  care  as  quite, 
As  neuer  care  had  causde  my  smart. 
Thus  ioyed  I  in  my  frend  so  dere, 
Was  neuer  frende  sat  man  so  nere: 
I  carde  for  her  so  much  alone. 
That  other  God  I  carde  for  none. 

But  as  it  doth  to  them  befell, 
7*hat  to  themselues  respect  haue  none ; 
So  my  swete  graffe  is  growen  to  gall ; 
Where  I  sow^  mirth  I  reaped  mone: 
This  ydoll  that  1  honorde  so, 
Is  now  transformed  to  my  fo; 
That  me  most  pleased,  me  most  paihes 
And  in  dispaire  my  heart  remaines. 

And  for  iust  scourge  of  suche  desart, 
Thre  plages  I  may  my  selfe  assure, 
First  of  my  frende  to  lose  my  part. 
And  next  my  life  may  not  endure. 
And  last  of  all  the  more  to  blame. 
My  soule  shall  suffer  for  the  same : 
Wherfore  ye  frendes  1  wame  you  all. 
Sit  fast  for  feare  of  such  a  fall. 


VPON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  ANTONY 

DENNY. 

Dkath  and  the  king'i  did  at  it  were  contend. 
Which  of  them  two  bare  Denny  greatest  loue; 
The  king  to  shew  his  lone  gan  ferre  eztende. 
Did  him  aduance  his  betters  ferre  aboue^ 


Nere  place,  tnnch  welth,  great  honor  eke  him 

gaue,* 
To  make  it  known  what  powre  gret  princes  haue. 

But  when  death  came  with  his  triumphant  gift. 
From  worldly  carke  he  quit  his  weried  ghost. 
Free  from  the  corps,  and  straight  to  heauen  it  lift. 
Now  deme^that  can,  who  did  for  Denny  most. 
The  kinge  gaue  welth  but  fading  and  Yusure, 
Death  brought  him  blisse  that  euer  shall  endure. 


A  COMPARISON  OF  THE  LOVERS 
PAINES. 

LvKB  as  the  brake  within  the  riders  hande. 
Doth  straine  the  horse,  nye  woode  with  grief  of 

paine. 
Not  vsed  before  to  come  in  such  a  band, 
Striueth  for  griefe,  although  God  wot  in  Tain, 
To  be  as  erst  he  was  at  libertie. 
But  force  of  force  doth  straine  the  contrarie. 

Euen  so  since  band  doth  cause  my  deadly  grief. 
That  made  me  so  my  wofoll  chaunce  lament. 
Like  thing  hath  brought  me  into  paine  and  mis* 
Saue  willingly  to  it  I  did  assent  [chiefe 

To  bind  the  thing  in  fredome  which  was  fre. 
That  now  full  sore,  alas,  vepenteth  me. 


OF  A  ROSEMARY  BRANCHE  SENT. 

Such  grene  to  me  as  you  haue  sent. 
Such  grene  to  you  I  send  againe  j 
A  flowing  hart  that  will  not  feint. 
For  dreda  of  hope  or  losse  of  gaioe: 
I  stedfest  thought  all  wholy  bent. 
So  that  he  may  your  grace  obtaine. 
As  you  by  proofe  haue  alwayes  sene. 
To  Hue  your  owne  and  alwayes  grene. 


TO  HIS  LOUE,  OF  HIS  CONSTANT 
HEART. 

As  I  haue  bene,  so  will  I  euer  be 
Unto  my  death,  and  lenger  if  I  might: 
Haue  I  of  loue  the  firendly  loking  eye  ? 
Haue  I  of  fortune  feuour  or  despjrte? 
I  am  of  rock  by  profe  as  you  may  see 
Not  made  of  waxe,  nor  of  no  mettal  light: 
As  leefe  to  dye,  by  change  as  to  deceaue. 
Or  breake  the  promise  made,  and  so  1  leaue. 


>  Edwaid  VI.    C 


VOL.  U. 


OF  THE  TOKEN  WHICH  HIS  LOUE  SENT 

HIM. 

Thb  golden  apple  that  the  Troyan  boy 
Gaue  to  Venus  the  fayrest  of  the  thre. 
Which  was  the  cause  of  all  the  wrack  of  Troy, 
Was  not  receiued  with  a  greater  ioy. 
Then  was  the  same  (my  loue)  thou  sent  to  me : 
It  healed  my  sore,  it  made  my  sorows  free. 
It  gaue  me  hope,  it  banisht  mine  annofy: 
Thy  happy  hand  foil  oft  of  me  was  bliit. 
That  can  geue  such  a  salue  when  that  thou  list. 

■  8 
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POEMS  OF  VMCEBTAlNE  AUCTOIIS. 


MANBODE  AUAILBTH  NOT  WITHOUT 
GOOD  FORTUNE, 

The  cowerd  oft,  whom  deinty  viandes  fed. 
That  bost«*d  mache  his  ladies  eares  to  pleaM, 
By  help  of  them  whom  voder  him  he  l^d, 
Hatb  reapt  the  palme  that  raliancc  cold  not  seize. 
The  anexpert  that  shores  unknowen  nere  sougKt, 
Whom  Neptune  yet  apaled  not  with  fcare. 
In  wandering  shippe  on  trusties  seas  hath  tought. 
The  skill  to  fele  that  time  to  long  doth  Icare. 
The  sporting  knight  that  skometh  Cupides  kinde. 
With  filmed  chere  the  pained  cause  to  brcde. 
In  game  uonides  the  leden  sparkes  of  minde. 
And  gaines  the  gole,  where  g'.owing  flames  should 
spede. 
Thuji  I  se  proofe  the  trouth  and  manlie  hart 
May  not  aoayle,  if  fortune  channce  to  start. 


tHAT  CONSTANCY  OF  AL  VERTUES  IS 
MOST  WORTHY. 

Though  in  the  waxe  a  peifect  picture  madCf 
Doth  shew  as  foire  as  in  the  maiMe  stone ; 
Yet  do  we  see  it  is  estemed  of  none. 
Because  that  fire  or  force  the  forme  doth  fode, 
Whereas  the  marble  holden  is  full  dere. 
Since  that  endures  the  date  of  lenger  dayef : 
Of  diamoiules  it  is  the  greatest  praise, 
So  long  to  last  and  always  one  tappefe. 
Then  if  we  do  esteme  that  thing  for  best 
Which  in  perfection  lengebt  time  do  last. 
And  that  most  vaine  that  tumes  with  euery  blast. 
What  iewek  then  with  tong  can  be  exptest 

Like  to  that  hert  where  love  bath  framde  such 
feath. 

That  cannot  fade  bnt  by  the  force  of  death. 


THE  VNCERTAYNE  STATE  OF  A  LOUER. 

Like  as  the  rage  of  raine 
Filles  riuers  with  excesse. 
And  as  the  drought  againe. 
Doth  draw  them  lesse  and  lessct 
So  I  both  fall  and  clime. 
With  no  and  yea  sometime. 

As  they  swell  hye  and  hie. 
So  doth  encrease  my  state; 
As  they  fall  drye  and  drye, 
^       So  doth  my  welth  abate. 
As  yea  is  mtxt  with  no, 
So  mirth  is  mixt  with  wo. 

As  hothing  can  endure. 
That  tines  and  lackes  reiiefe; 
So  nothing  can  stande  sure, 
Where  change  doth  raigne  as  chiefe* 
Wheribre  1  must  inteude 
To  bowe  when  others  bende. 

And  when  they  laugh  to  smile, 
.   And  when  they  wcpe  to  waile. 
And  when  they  craft,  begile. 
And  when  they  fight,  assaile. 
And  thinke  there  is  no  change 
Cm  Bake  them  leme  to  strange* 


Oh,  most  vnhappy  slane! 
What  man  may  leade  this  coursed 
To  lacke  he  would  fisynest  banc. 
Or  els  to  do  much  worse. 
These  be  rewards  for  such. 
As  Hoe  and  loue  to  much. 


THE  LOUER  IN  ijBERTY  SMtLETTT  AT 
THY.M  IN  TffRALDOME,  THAT  SOME* 
TIME  SCORNED  HIS  BONDAOB. 

At  libertie  I  sit  and  see 
Them  that  haue  earst  laugbt  me  to  scome, 
Whipt  with  the  whip  that  scouiiged  noe* 
And  now  they  banne  that  they  were  borne, 

I  see  them  sit  full  sobrelye 
And  think  their  eainest  lokes  to  hide: 
Now  in  themselaes  they  cannot  spye. 
That  they  or  thii  in  me  haue  spide. 

I  see  them  sitting  al  alone. 
Marking  the  steppes,  ech  worde  and  loke. 
And  now  they  treade  where  I  bane  gone 
The  painful  pathe  that  1  forsoke. 

Now  I  see  well,  I  saw  no  whit 
When  they  saw  well  that  now  are  btinde; 
But  happy  hap  hath  made  me  qnit. 
And  ittst  iudgment  hath  them  asind& 

I  see  them  wander  al  alone. 
And  treade  full  fast  in  drediull  dout. 
The  lielfe  same  path  that  I  haue  gone: 
Blessed  be  hap  that  brought  me  oot« 

At  libertie  all  this  I  see. 
And  say  no  word  but  earst  among, 
Smiling  at  them  that  laught  at  me, 
Lo  such  is  hap,  marke  well  my  song. 


A  COMPARISON  OF  HIS  WUE  WITH  THE 
FAITHFUL  AND  PAINFUL  LOUE  OF 
TROYLUS  TO  CRESIDE. 

I  REDB  how  Troylus  serued  in  Troy 
A  la<|y  long  and  many  a  day, 
And  how  he  bode  so  great  anoy. 
For  her  as  all  the  stories  say. 
That  halfe  the  paine  had  neuer  man, 
Which  had  this  wofUll  Trojan  than. 

His  youth,  his  sport,  his  pleasant  chete, 
His  courtly  state  and  company. 
In  him  so  strangely  altred  were, 
With  such  a  face  of  contrary. 
That  euery  ioy  became  a  wo. 
This  poyson  new  had  tnrade  him  so. 

And  what  men  thought  might  most  him 
And  most  that  for  bis  comfort  stode. 
The  same  did  most  his  miud  displease. 
And  set  him  most  in  furious  mode. 
For  all  his  pleasure  cner  Ia|r, 
.  To  thinke  on  her  that  was  away. 

His  chamber  was  his  common  iralke. 
Wherein  he  kept  him  secretly. 
He  made  his  bed  the  place  of  talk^ 
To  heare  his  great  eittremityi 
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In  nothing  eli  bad  he  delight. 
But  «uen  to  be  a  martir  right. 

And  DOW  to  call  her  by  her  name. 
And  ttraight  thervith  to  sigh  and  throbbe: 
And  when  hit  faosies  might  not  frame. 
Then  into  teares  and  so  to  sobbe; 
All  in  extremei;  and  thus  he  lyes. 
Making  two  fonacain^  of  his  eyes. 

As  agues  have  sharpe  shiftes  of  fits 
Of  col&^and  heat  successiuely; 
So  had  bis  head  likp  change  of  wits. 
His  pacience  wrought  so  diuersly: 
Now  up,  now  down,  now  here,  now  there, 
like  one  that  was  he  wist  not  where. 

And  thus  though  he  were  Pryams  sonne. 
And  comen  of  the  kings  hye  bloode. 
This  care  be  had  ere  he  hc-r  wonne, 
Till  she  that  was  his  maistresse  good. 
And  lothe  to  se  her  seruant  so, 
Became  physicion  to  bis  wo. 

And  toke  him  to  her  handes  and  grace. 
And  said  she  would  her  minde  apply. 
To  heipe  him  in  his  wofull  case. 
If  she  might  be  his  remedy ; 
And  thus  they  say,  to  ease  his  smart. 
She  made  him  owner  of  her  hart. 

And  truth  it  is  (except  they  lye) 
From  that  day  forth  her  study  went 
To  shew  to  loue  him  faithfully. 
And  his  whole  mynde  full  to  content: 
So  happy  a  man  at  last  was  he. 
And  eke  so  worthy  a  woman  she. 

Lo,  lady,  then  iudge  you  by  this, 
Mine  ease,  and  how  my  case  doth  fell; 
For  sure  betwene  my  life  and  his. 
No  difference  there  is  at  all : 
His  care  was  trreat,  so  was  his  paine, 
And  mine  is  not  the  lest  of  twaine* 

For  what  he  felt  in  sernice  true, 
For  her  whome  that  he  loned  so. 
The  same  1  fele  as  large  for  you, 
To  whom  1  doe  my  seruice  owe; 
Ther  was  that  time  in  him  no  paine. 
But  the  now  same  in  me  doth  raigne. 

Which  if  you  can  compare  and  waigh. 
And  how  I  stand  in  euery  plight. 
Then  this  fur  you  I  dare  well  say, 
Your  heart  must  nodes  remorce  of  right. 
To  graunt  me  grace  and  so  to  do, 
As  Croiide  then  did  Troylus  to. 

For  well  I  wot  you  are  as  good, 
And  euen  as  faire  as  euer  was  she. 
And  comen  of  as  worthey  blood, 
And  haue  in  you  as  large  pitie. 
To  tender  me  your  owue  true  man. 
As  she  did  him  her  seruant  than. 

Which  gift  I  pray  Qod,  for  my  sake, 
Pun  sone  and  shortly  you  me  send. 
So  shall  yon  make  my  sorowes  slake. 
So  shall  you  bring  my  wo  to  ende 
And  aet  me  in  as  happy  case 
Am  Troylai  with  hit  My  wm. 


TO  LEADE  A  VIRTUOUS  AND  HONEST 

LYFEK 

Fles  firom  the  prease  and  dw«ll  with  sothfast" 

nens, 
Suffise  to  thee  thy  good  though  it  be  small; 
For  horde  hath  hate,  and  clyminv  ticklenes. 
Praise  hath  enuy,  and  weall  is  biinde  in  all: 
Fanour  no  more  then  thee  behoue  shall, 
Bede  well  thy  self,  thai  others  well  canst  rede. 
And  trouth  shall  thee  deliaer,  it  is  no  drade. 

Paine  thee  not  eche  croked  to  redresse, 
In  hope  of  her  that  turneth  as  a  ball ; 
Great  rest  standeth  in  litle  buHinesse, 
Beware  also  to  spurne  against  a  ualL 
Strive  not  as  doth  a  crock  against  a  wall, 
Deme  first  thy  selfe,  that  demest  others  dede; 
And  truth  shall  thee  delin^r,  it  is  no  drede. 

That  thee  is  sent  reoeine  in  buzomneaie. 
The  wrestling  of  this  world  asketh  a  fal; 
Here  is  no  home,  here  is  bdt  wildernesse. 
Forth  pilgrime,  forth,  beast  out  of  thy  sUll. 
Louke  vp  on  hye,  geve  thanks  to  Ood  of  all, 
Weane  well  thy  lust,  and  honest  life  aye  leade, 
So  trouth  shall  thee  deliuer,  it  is  no  dreade. 


THE  WOUNDED  LOUER  DETERMINETH 
TO  MAKE  SUTE  TO  HIS  LADY  FOR 
HIS  RECUIfE. 

Sim  Mars  first  moued  wane,  or  stirred  men  to 

strife,  [scape  with  lyfe: 

Was  neuer  sene  so  fearce  a  fight,  I  scarse  could 
Resist  so  long  I  did,  till  death  approach'd  so  nye. 
To  saue  my  self  I  thought  it  best  with  spede  away 

to  flye. 
In  danger  still  I  fled,  by  flight  I  thought  to  *8cape 
From  my  deare  foe;  it  vayled  not;  alas  it  was  to 

late. 
For  Venus  from  her  campe  brought  Cupide  with 

his  bronde  [thee  in  every  londe 

Who  sayd,  now  yietde,  or  els  desyre  shall  chase 
Yet  would  I  not  streight  yelde,  'till  fiwsy  fierce- 
ly stroke,  [me  with  this  yoke. 
Who  from  my  will  did  cut  the  raines  and  charged 
Then  all  the  dayes  and  nigbtes  mine  eare  might 

here  the  sound  [it  self  so  bound. 

What  carefull  sighs  my  hart  wolde  steale  to  feele 
For  thoagh  within  my  brest,  thy  care  I  worke  (be 

sayd)  [eye  displi^e? 

Why  for  good  will  didst  thou  beholde  her  persing 
Alas !  the  fish  is  caught  through  baite  that  hides 

the  hooke,  [her  looke. 

Euen  so  her  eye  me  trained  hath,  and  tangled  with 
But,  or  that  it  be  long,  my  hart  thou  shalt  be 

fayne  [when  I  complain: 

To  stay  my  life,  pray  her  forth  throw  sweet  loket 
When  that  she  shall  deny  to  do  me  that  good 

turne,  {P^y  bume. 

Then  shall  she  see  to  axhes-gray  by  flames  my 
Desert  of  blame  to  her,  no  wight  may  yet  impute. 
For  fear  of  nay  I  neuer  sought  the  way  to  fitmie 

my  sute. 
Yet  hap  that  what  hap  shi^ll,  delay  I  may  to  long; 
Assay  1  shall,  for  I  heare  say,  the  stil  man  oft 

bath  wrong. 

I  Among  Chaucer's  Poems.    C 
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I*OEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AtJCTORS. 


THE  LOUER  SHEWING  OP  THE  CONTI- 
NUAL PRUNES  THAT  ABIDE  WITHIN 
HIS  BHEST,  DZTERMINETH  TO  DYE 
BECAUSE  HE  CANNOT  HAUE  RE- 
DRESSM, 

The  doleful  bell  that  still  doth  riug 
The  wofbll  knell  of  all  my  ioyes. 
The  wretched  hart  doth  perce  and  wringe 
And  fiUes  myae  eare  with  deadly  noyea. 

The  bongry  viper  in  my  brest 
That  on  my  hart  doth  lye  and  gnawy 
Doth  daily  brede  tne  new  vnrest, 
And  deper  sigbes  doth  cause  me  draw. 

And  though  I  force  both  hande  and  eye 
On  pleasant  matter  to  attend. 
My  sorowes  to  deceiue  therby. 
And  wretched  life,  for  to  amoid  ^ 

Yet  goeth  the  mill  within  my  har^. 
Which  grindeth  nought  but  paine  and  wo. 
And  turneth  «ll  my  idy  to  smart. 
The  euil  come  it  yeldeth  so. 

Though  Venus  smile  with  yelding  eyes, 
And  swete  musike  doth  play  and  sing. 
Yet  doth  my  spretes  feele  none  of  these. 
The  clacke  doth  at  mine  eare  »o  ring. 

As  smallest  sparks  uncared  for. 
To  greatest  flames  do  8one»t  grow ; 
Euen  so  did  this  mine  inward  sore. 
Begin  in  game,  and  end  in  woe. 

And  now  by  vie  so  swift  it  goeth. 
That  nothing  can  mine  eares  so  fill; 
But  that  the  clacke  it  ouergoeth. 
And  plucketh  me  backe  into  the  mill. 

But  sinee  the  mill  will  nedes  about. 
The  pinne  whereon  the  wheele  doth  go 
1  will  assay  to  strike  it  out. 
And  so  the  mill  to  buerthrow. 


THE  POWER  OF  LOUB  OUER  GODS 
THEMSELUES. 

For  loue  Apollo  (hys  godhed  set  aside) 
Was  seruant  to  the  king  of  Thessaly, 
Whose,  daughter  was  so  pleasant  in  bis  eye, 
That  both  his  harp  and  sawtrey  he  defide. 
And  bagpi|>e,  solace  of  the  rurall  bride. 
Did  puffe  and  blow,  and  on  the  holtes  bye 
His  cattell  kept  with  that  rude  melody. 
And  oft  eke  him,  that  duth  the  heauens  gide. 
Hath  loue  transformed  to  shapes  for  him  to  base: 
transmuted  thus,  sometime  a  swan  is  he, 
Leda  to  coy ;  and  eft  Europe  to  please. 
A  milde  white  bull,  unwriuckled  front  and  &ce 
Suifreth  her  play  till  on  his  back  Tepes  she; 
Whom  in  great  care  he  ferieth  through  the  seas. 


THE  PROMISE  OP  A  CONSTANT  LOUEJt, 

At  lawrell  leaues  that  cease  not  to  be  grene 
From  parching   sunne,    nor    yet 

threte; 
As  hardened  oke  that  feareth  no  swerde  so  kene; 
As  flint  for  ioole  in  twaine  that  will  not  freate: 
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As  fast  as  rocke,  or  piller  snerly  set: 
So  £ut  am  1  to  you,  and  ay  haue  bene. 
Assuredly  whoroe  1  cannot  forget ; 
For  joy,  for  payne,  for  torment  nor  for  tene;     ' 
For  losse,  for  gahae,  for  frowning,  nor  for  thret; 
But  ever  one,  yea  both  in  calme,  and  blast. 
Your  faithfiiU  frcnde,  and  will  be  to  my  last. 


AGAINST  HIM  THAT  HAD  SLAUNDERED 
A  GENTLEWOMAN  WITH  HIMSELPE. 

False  may  be,  and  by  the  powers  aboue, 

Neuer  haue  he  good  spede  or  luck  in  lone 

That  so  can  lie,  or  spot  the  worthy  fome 

Of  her,  lirom  whom  thou  R.  art  to  blame. 

For  chast  Diane  that  hunted  still  the  chace. 

And  all  her  maids  that  sue  her  in  the  race. 

With  fiiir  bowes  bent,  and  arrowes  by  their  tide^ 

Can  say  that  thon  in  this  hast  falsly  lide: 

For  neuer  bong  the  bow  vpon  the  wall 

Of  Dianes  temple,  no  nor  neuer  shall, 

Of  broken  chaste  the  sacred  vow  to  spot 

Of  her  whom  thou  dost  charge  so  large  I  woL 

But  if  ought  be  wherof  her  blame  may  rise. 

It  is  in  that  she  did  not  well  aduise 

To  marke  thee  right,  as  now  she  doth  thee  know 

False  of  thy  dede,  folse  of  thy  talke  also; 

Lurker  of  kind,  like  serpent  layd  to  bite. 

As  poyson  hid  vnder  the  suger  white. 

What  danger  such?  so  was  the  house  defilde 

Of  Collatine;  so  was  the  wife  beguiled. 

So  smarted  she,  and  by  a  trayterous  force; 

The  Cartage  queue,  so  she  fordid  her  corse. 

So  strangled  was  the  Rhodopeian  mayde. 

Fye  tiaytour  fye,  to  thy  shame  be  it  saide  : 

Thou  dounghil  crow,  that  crockest  against  the  rain^ 

Home  to  thy  hole,  brag  not  with  I^hebe  again; 

Carrion  for  thee,  and  lothsome  be  thy  voyce. 

Thy  song  is  fowie,  I  weary  of  thy  noyse : 

Thy  blacke  fethers,  which  are  thy  wearing  wede 

Wet  them  with  teares  and  sorow  for  thy  dede : 

And  in  dark  canes,  where  irkesome  wormes  do 

pTppe, 
Lurke  thou  all  day,  and  flye  when  thon  shonklst 

slepe. 
And  nener  light  where  liuing  thing  hath  life. 
But  eat  and  drink,  where  stinche  and  filth  is  rife. 
For  she  that  is  a  fowl  of  fethei-s  bright. 
Admit  she  toke  some  pleasure  in  thy  sight. 
As  fonle  of  state  some  times  delight  to  take 
Foule  of  mean  sort,  their  flight  with  them  to  make^ 
For  i^ay  of  wing,  or  solace  of  their  kinde 
But  not  in  sort  as  thou  dost  break  thy  minde; 
Not  for  to  treade  with  such  foule  fowIe  as  thou. 
No,  no,  I  swear,  and  dare  it  here  arow. 
Thou  neuer  setst  thy  foot  within  her  nest: 
Boast  not  so  broade  then  to  thine  own  mrest; 
But  blushe  for  shame,  for  in  thy  foce  it  standes. 
And  thou  canst  not  unspot  it  with  thy  handes : 
For  all  the  heauens  against  thee  recorde  beare. 
And  all  in  earth  against  thee  eke  will  sweare. 
That  thou  in  this  art  euen  none  other  man 
But  as  the  judges  were  to  Susan  than; 
Forgers  of  that  wheito  their  lust  them  prickt 
Bashe,  blaser  then,  the  truth  hath  thee  cunuict: 
And  she  a  woman  of  her  worthy  fome 
Vnspotted  stands,  and  thou  hast  caught  the  shame  t 
And  there  I  pray  to  God  that  it  may  rest, 
False  as  thou  art,  as  false  as i«the  best 
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*rhat  80  canst  wrong  the  noble  kinde  of  man, 
to  whom  all  troutli  first  flourishM  and  began. 
And  SO  hath  stand,  till  now  thy  wret<^hed  part 
Hath  spotted  us ;  of  whose  kinde  one  thou  art. 
That  all  the  shame  that  euer  rose  or  may 
Of  shameful  dede,  on  thee  may  light  I  say. 
And  on  thy  kinde,  and  this  I  wish  thee  rather 
That  all  thy  seede  may  like  be  to  their  lather: 
Vntrae  as  thou,  and  forgers  as  thou  art, 
So  as  al  we  be  blameless  of  tby  part. 
And  uf  thy  dede.  And  thus  I  do  thee  leane 
Still  to  be  fiilse,  and  folsely  to  deceaue. 


A  PRAISE  OF  MI8TRE8  R. 


I  HEARD  when  feme  with  thundring  voice  did  sum- 
mon to  appere  [placed  here. 
The  chief  of  nature's  children,  all  that  kind  hath 
To  view  what  brute  by  virtue  got  their  Hues  could 
justly  erane;            [worthy  were  to  haue: 
And  bad  them  shew  what  praise  by  truth  they 
Wherwith  T  saw  how  Venus  came  and  put  her  self 
in  place,                            [plead  their  case: 
And  gaue  her  ladies  leaue  at  large  to  stand  and 
Ech  one  was  called  by  name  a  row,  in  that  as- 
semblie  there,                    [or  other  where : 
That  bence  are  gone  or  here  remaines,  in  court 
A  solemn  silence  was  proclaimd,  the  judges  sat 
pind  herd                [who  should  be  preferd : 
What  truth  could  tell,  or  craft  could  fain,  and 
Then  beatfty  stept  before  the  barre,  whose  brestand 
neck  was  bane,                      [gold  she  ware. 
With  heare  trust  up,  aud  on  her  head  a  caul  of 
Thus  Cupids  thralles  began  to  flock,  whose  houn- 
gry  eyes  did  say,                [were  that  day. 
That  she  had  stained  ail  the  dames  that  present 
For  ere  she  spake,'with  whispering  words,  the  prease 
was  fild  throughout,  [a  shout. 
And  fsncy  forced  common  voice,  thereat  to  glue 
Which  cried  to  fame,  take  forth  thy  trump,  a  i  d 

sound  her  praise  on  bye 
That  glads  the  hart  of  eiiery  wight,  that  her  be^ 

holdes  with  eye. 
What  stirre  and  rule  (quod  order  than)  do  these 
rude  people  mike }  [vertnes  sake. 

We  hold  her  best  that  shall  deserue  a  praise.for 
This  sentence   was  no  soner  said,  but  beauty 
•   therewith  blosht  [thing  was  busht. 

The  noise  did  eease,  the  hal  was  still  and  enery 
Then  fineness  thought  by  training  talk  to  win  that 
beauty  lost,  [for  no  cost; 

And  whet  her  tongue  with  toly  words,  and  spared 
Yet  wantonesse  could  not  abide,  but  brake  her 
tale.io  hast,  [nodes  be  hiest  plast. 

And  peuish    pride  for  peCocks    plumes    would 
And  tberwithall  came  curiousnesse  and  carped 
out  of  frame,  [beheld  the  same. 

The  audience  laughit  to  hear  the  strife,  as  they 
Yet  reason  sone  apesde  the  brute,  her  reverence 
made  and  doon.  [tale  begoon. 

<She  purchased  fauoor  for  to  speak,  and  thus  her 
Sins  bounty  shall  the  garlond  wear,  and  croun^ 
be  l^  fame,  [same. 

O  happy  iudges  call  for  her,  for  she  de<>erue8  the 
Wher  temperance  gonems  beauties  flowers,  and 

glory  is  not  sought. 
And  shamfoced  mekenesse  mastretb  pride,  and 
▼ertue  dwels  in  thoagh^ 


Bid  her  come  forth,  and  shew  her  face.  Or  els  as« 

sent  ecbe  one,  [marble  stone 

That  true  report  shall  graue  her  name  in  gold  or 
For  all  the  world  to  read  at  will  what  worthines 

doth  rest,  [here  possest. 

In  perfect  pure  vnspotted  life,  which  she  hath 
Then  Skil  rose  Tp  and  sought  the  prease,  to  find 

if  that  he  might,  [praise  of  right : 

A  person  of  such  hunest  name,  that  men  should 
This  one  i  saw  foil  sadly  sit,  and  shrink  her  self 

a  side,  [grace  did  hide. 

Whose  sober  lokes  did  shew  what  gifts  her  wifely 
Lo  here  (quoth  Skill,  good  people  all)  is  Lncrece 

left  alioe,  [praise  did  striue* 

And  she  shall  most  accepted  be,  that  least  for 
No  longer  Fame  could  hold  her  peace,  but  blew  ft 

blaste  so  highe,  [through  the  skie  9 


That  made  an  eccho  in  the  ayre,  and  sownmg 
Thy  voice  was  loud,  and  thus  it  said,  come  R. 

with  happy  dayes,  [thee  with  praise. 

Thy  honest  life  hath  won  thee  fame,  and  crowned 
And  when  1  heard  my  maistres  name,  I  thrust 

amids  the  throng,  [might  prosper  long. 
And  clapt  my  hands  and  wisht  of  God,  that  §h» 


OF  ONE  VNJVSTLY  DEFAMED. 

I  N B  can  close  in  short  and  cunning  verse 
Thy  worthy  praise  of  bountie  by  desart. 
The  hatefiill  spite  and  sclaunder  to  reberse 
Of  them  that  see,  but  know  not  what  thou  art. 
For  kinde  by  craft  hatb  wrought  thee  so  to  eye. 
That  no  wight  may  thy  wit  and  virtue  spye; 
But  he  haue  other  fele  than  outward  sight; 
The  lacke  wherof  doth  hate  and  spiiite  to  trye: 
Thus  kinde  by  craft  is  let  of  yertues  light. 
She  how  the  outwani  show  the  wittes  may  dull 
Not  of  the  wise,  but  as  the  most  intend, 
Minerua  yet  might  neucr  perce  their  bcuII, 
That  Circes  cup  and  Cupidcs  brand  hath  blend, 
Whose  fond  affects  now  stirred  haue  the  brain} 
So  doth  thy  hap  thy  hue  with  colour  staine. 
Beauty  thy  foe  thy  sh^pe  doublcth  thy  sore 
To  hyde  thy  wit,  and  shew  thy  vertue  vain; 
Pell  were  thy  fhte,  if  wisdome  were  not  more. 
I  mean  by  thee  euen  G  by  name, 
Whom  stormy  wyndes  of  emiy  and  disdaine 
Do  tosse  with  boistrous  blastes  of  wicked  fome; 
Where  stedfisstnesse  as  cfaiefe  in  thee  doth  raigne. 
Pacience  tby  setled  mind  doth  guide  and  ^ere; 
Silence  and  shame  with  many  resteth  tficre. 
Tyll  tyme  thy  mother,  list  them  forth  to  call, 
Happy  is  he  that  may  enioy  them  all. 
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Yet  once  agaioe,  my  Muse,  I  pardon  pr^y, 

Thine  intermitted  song  If  I  rcpeate, 
Not  in  such  wise,  as  when  loue  was  my  pay; 

My  ioly  wo,  with  ioyfull  verse  to  treate. 
But  now  (unthank  to  our  desert  be  geren, 

Which  merit  not  a  heauens  gift  to  kepe) 
Thou  must  with  me  bewaile  that  fate  bath  reyen, 

From  earth  a  iewel  laidein  earth  to  8lepe> 
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A  jewel,  yea  a  genme  of  womanlied, 

WboM  perfect  Tertues  linked  «« ia  chame. 
So  did  adoime  that  humble  winely  bed. 

As  is  not  rife  to  fiode  tbe  like  againe. 
Jor  wit  and  learning  framed  to  <ihey. 

Her  husbanded  wyll  that  wylled  her  to  nae. 
The  loue  be  bare  her  chiefly  as  a  stay 

For  ail  her  (rends  that  woold  ber  fartheraooe 
cbttse. 
Wei  said  therlbn  a  heuiens  ifift  she  w^s 

Because  the  best  are  sooest  hence  bcMft; 
And  though  berselfe  to  beauen  hence  did  paase 

Her  spoile  to  earth  from  whence  it  came  she  left; 
And  to  Ts  teaves  ber  absence  to  lament. 

And  eke  his  chaunce,  that  was  her  make  by  law; 
Wliose  loss  to  lose  so  great  an  ornament. 

Let  thev  estcme,  which  true  looes  knot  can 
draw. 


t^>EMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTOKS. 

DESCRIPTION  OFANVmODLYtFOntDt. 
Who 


THAT  ECHB  TffING  IS  HURT  OF  IT 

SELFE. 

WsT  fearest  tbou  the  outward  fo. 

When  thou  thy  selfe  tby  harm  dost  fede. 
Of  grief  or  hurt,  of  paine  or  wo ; 

Within  eche  thing  is  sowen  the  sede. 
So  fine  was  neueryet  the  cloth. 

No  smith  so  hard  his  yron  did  beate. 
But  thone  consumed  was  with  moth, 

Thother  with  canker  all  to  freate. 
The  knotty  oke  and  waynscot  old, 

Within,  doth  eate  the  selly-worme, 
Euen  so  a  minde  in  enuy  roid 

Alwayes  within  it  selfe  doth  borne. 
Tlios  enery  thing  that  nature  wrought, 

Within  it  selfe  bis  hurt  doth  beare, 
Ko  outward  harme  nede  to  be  sought, 

Where  enemies  be  within  so  near. 


OF  THE  CHOISE  OF  A  WIFE. 

The  flickering  fame  that  flieth  from  eare  to  eare, 
And  aye  her  strength  increaseth  witb  ber  flight, 
Geves  first  the  cause  why  men  to  beare  delight 
Of  those  whom  she  doth  note  for  beautie  bright: 
And  with  this  fame  that  fleetb  on  so  fast, 
Fansy  doth  hye,  when  reason  makes  no  bast. 
And  yet  not  so  content  tbey  wishe  to  see 
And  thereby  know  if  fame  haue  said  aright. 
More  trusting  to  the  trial  of  their  eye. 
Then  to  the  brute  that  goes  of  any  wight ; 
Wise'  in  that  point  that  lightly  will  not  leue 
Vnwise  to  selce  that  may  them  after  greue. 
Who  knoweth  not,  how  sight  may  loue  allure 
And  kindle  in  the  hart  a  hot  desire? 
The  eye  to  worke  that  fame  could  not  procure, 
Of  greater  cause  there  cometh  hotter  fire. 
For  ere  he  wete  liimselfe  he  feleth  wanne 
The  fame  and  eye  the  causers  of  bis  harme. 
Let  fame  not  make  ber  knowen  whom  I  shall  know. 
Nor  yet  mine  eye  therin  to  be  my  gyde, 
Suffiseth  me  that  vertue  in  her  grow ; 
Whose. simple  life  her  fiitbere  walls  do  bide. 
Content  with  this  I  leaue  tbe  rest  to  go 
And  in  such  chois«  shall  stand  iny  wealth  and  wo. 


lones  to  lire  in  peace  and  marketh  euery 

change  [right  wondrous  strange. 

Shall  hear  sueii  newes  from  time  to  time,  as  seme 
Such  ftmiid  in  ftendly  lokes,  sncb  frendship  all 

for  gaine;  [men  reUin, 

Such  cloked  wrath  in  hateful  hartes,  which  worldly 
Such  foyned  flattering  fiuth,  amongs  both  high  and 

low;  [ooertfarow^ 

Soch  great  deceit,  soch  subtil  wits,  the  poore  to 
Such  spile  in  sogred  tonges,  such  malice  ftill  of 

pride,  [not  %oe  unspide. 

Such  open  wrong,  such  great  untruth,  which  ean- 
Such  restless  sole  for  rowms,  which  bringeth  men 

to  care,  [not  beware* 

Such  sliding  down  from  slippery  seats,  yet  can  we 
Such  barking  at  the  good,  such  bolstring  of  the  ill. 
Such  threatuing  of  the  wrath  of  God,  soch  vice 

embraced  still, 
Soch  strining  for  the  best,  such  clyming  to  estate^ 
Soch  great  dissembling  euery  where,  sodb  loue  aR 

mixt  with  hate. 
Such  traiues  to  trap  the  iust,  such  proUing  fiMdts  to 

pihe,  [beaid  the  like? 

Such  cruel  words  for  speaking  trouth,  whoeoer 
Such  strife  for  stirring  stmwes,  soch  diseord  dayly 

wrought,  [made  of  nought. 

Soch  forged  tales  dul  wits  to  blind,  snch  matters 
Such  trifles  told  for  trouth,  such  crediting  of  lyes. 
Such  silence  kept  when  fools  do  speak^  snch  laugh- 
ing at  the  wise : 
Such  plenty  made  so  scarce,  such  eryeng  for  le* 

dresse,  [dares  not  espresso. 

Such  feared  signes  of  our  decay,  which  tong 
Soch  changes  lightly  markt,  such  troubles  stiU 

apperes,  [thousand  yeres. 

Which  never  were  before  this  time^  no  not  this 
Such  bribing  for  tbe  poise,  which  euer  gapes  for 

more,  [mock  in  store. 

Such  liording  vp  of  worldly  wdth,  such  kepii^ 
Such  folly  founde  in  age,  such  will  in  tender  youth. 
Such  sundry  sortes  among  great  derkes,  and  few 

that  speake  the  truth. 
Such  falshed   ynder    craft,  and  soeh  vnsted&st 

vayes,  [now  a  dayes. 

Was  oeuer  seen  within  mens  hartsy  as  is  fiMmd 
The  cause  aud  ground  of  this,  is  our  Yoqniat 

minde,  [we  must  leoe  behind. 

Which  thinkes  to  take  those  goodes  away,  which 
Why  do  men  seke  to  get  which  they  cannat  pos* 

»css^  [all  for  wretchednesses 

Or  breke  their  slopes  with  careful  thoughts,  and 
Though  one   amonges  a  skore,  hath  welth  and 

ease  a  while,  [many  a  mile: 

A  thousand  want  which  toileth  sore,  ]ind  trauaile 
And  some  althouiih  they  slepe,  yet  wealth  &Ues 

in  their  lap;  '    [tune  geres  the  bap; 

Thus  some  be  riehe  and  some  be  poore,  as  fbr- 
Wherfore  I  hokle  him  wise,  which  thinkes  bimsdf 

at  ease,  [to  please, 

And  is  content  in  simple  state,  both  God  and  man 
For  those  that  Hue  like  gods,  and  honoured  are  to 

day. 
Within  short  time  their  glory  falls,  as  flowers  do 

fade  away. 
Uncerteine  is  their  lines,  on  whom  this  worid  wyll 

frowne. 
For  though  they  sit  aboue  the  starrest  a  uianm 
may  strike  tfaflm  clowa« 
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In  welth  wbo'.feares  u6'hA\,  may  slide  from  joy  ful 
sQjic '  [as  the  nioon. 

iThere  is  no  thing  to  sure  on  earth,  but  chanpeth 
What  pleasure  hath  the  rich,  or  ease  more  than 
tbepoore?  [the  more. 

Although  he  baue  a  pleasant  house,  his  trouble  is 
They  bowe  and  speake  him  lkir,wttich  seek  tasuck 
his  blood,  [his  good; 

And  some  do  wish  his  soul  in  hell,  and  all  to  haue 
The  coueiing  of  the  goodasy  doth  nought  but  dull 
the  sprite.  [eth  for  the  sweet. 

And  some  men  chance  to  tast  the  sower,  thot.grop- 
The  rich  is  still  enuied  by  thoie  which  eat  his 
breads  [aicdaily  fed; 

Widi  fawning  speebe  •nd  flaltring  talcs,  ha  ears 
In  fine  I  see  a«d  proue  tbe  rich  have  many  foes, 
He  slepeth  best  and  careth  least  that  little  hath 

to  lose. 
As  time  requireth  now,  who  would  auoide  much 
strife,  [priuce'slife; 

Were  better  Hue  in  poore  estate,  than   lead  a 
To  passe  those  troublesome  times  I  see  but  little 
cboise,  [when  they  rejoice. 

Bnt  heipe  to  waile  with  those  that  w6pe,  atidf  laugh 
For  as  we  se  to  day  our  brother  brought  in  care. 
To  morrow  may  we  haue  iu<Jh  chauoce,  to  foil 

with  him  in  snare. 
Of  this  we  may  be  sure,  who  thiuks  to  sit  most  fast, 
Shall  sonest  foil  like  withered  leaues,  that  cannot 

bide  a  blast; 

Thottgh  that  the  flood  be  great,  the  cbbe  as  low 

doth  runne ;  [shal  be  done. 

When  enery  man  hath  played  his  part,  our  pagent 

Who  tmsU  this  wretched  worid,  I  hold  him  worse 

then  madde,  [to  bad. 

Here  is  not  one  that  feareth  God,  the  best  is  all 

For  those  that  seme  as  saints,  are  devilles  in  their 

dedes,  [it  beareth  many  wedes. 

Theogbthat  the  eartti  bringes  forth  some  flowers 

t  see  no  pi«sent  heIpe  flrom  mischiefe  to  preuail. 

But  flee  the  seas  of  worldly  care  or  beare  a  quiet 

sayle: 
For  who  that  medleth  least,  shall  sane  himself 
from  smart:  [foolish  part. 

Who  9tirf«s  an  oar  in  enery  boate  shaU  play  a 


Griping  of  gripes  greue  not  fo  sore. 
Nor  serpentes  sling  canscth  such  smart. 
Nothing  on  earth  may  pain  me  more. 
Then  sight  that  perst  my  wofoll  hart; 
Drowned  with  cares  still  to  pcrscuer, 
Come  death  betimes,  ioy  shall  1  neuer* 


O  libertic!  why  dost  thou  swerua 
And  steal  away  thus  all  at  ones? 
And  I  in  prison  like  to  sterue, 
For  lack  of  food  do  gnaw  on  bonei. 
My  hope  and  trust  in  thee  was  euer. 
Now  thou  art  gone,  ioy  shall  I  neoer. 

But  styll  as  one  all  desperate. 
To  leade  my  life  in  misery, 
Sith  feare  from  hope  hath  lockt  the  gat# 
Where  pity  should  gi-aunt  remedy  i 
Dispaire  this  lot  assigns  me  euer 
To  Hue  in  paine,  ioy  shall  I  neuen 


TffE  LOVER  PRAIETH  HIH  SERmCElt 
BE  ACCEPTED,  AND  HIS  DBFAULTE3 
PARDONED. 


THE  DXSPAiRINO  LOUER  LAMENTtTH. 

WalDNS  the  path  of  pemiiie  thought 
I  askt  my  heart  how  came  thia  wo. 
Thine  eye  (quod  h^  this  care  me  brought, 
Thy  mind,  thy  iritic,  thy  will  also, 
Bnforaetfa  me  to  lone  her  euer. 
This  ii  the  oaUM  ioy  f  hall  i  never. 

And  as  I  walkt  as  one  dismalde. 
Thinking  that  wrong  this  wo  me  lent, 
Right  sent  me  word  by  wrath,  which  said,  , 
This  iust  iudgment  to  thee  is  sent, 
Neuer  to  die  but  dying  euer; 
Till  breath  thee  foil,  ioy  shalt  thou  neuer. 

Sith  Bight  doth  indge  this  wo  tendure 
Of  health,  of  wealth,  of  i«Bedy, 
As  I  haue  done,  so  be  she  sure 
Of  foith  and  truth  YDtB  I  dye. 
And  at  this  paine  cloke  shall  I  eaer^ 
)5o  inwardly  ivy  tbaU  I  octtcr. 


i  PROCRi»,that  somethne  serued  Cephahit, 
With  hart  as  true  as  any  louer  might; 
Yet  her  betid  in  louing  this  vnriffht; 
That  as  in  hart  with  loue  surprised  thus, 
She  on  a  day  to  see  this  Cephalus,   . 
Where  he  was  wont  to  shrowde  him  m  the  suad^ 
When  of  his  hunting  he  an  ende  had  made. 
Within  the  woodcS  with  dredful  fote  forth  staiketb. 
So  busily  loue  in  her  hed  it  walkelh. 
That  she  to  see  him,  may  her  not  restraine. 
This  Cephalus  that  heard  one  shake  the  leaues, 
ITprist  all  egre,  thrusting  after  pray* 
With  dart  in  hand  him  list  to  further  daine 
To  see  his  loue,  but  slew  her  in  the  greauet. 
That  ment  to  him  but  perfect  loue  alway. 

So  curious  bene  alas  the  rites  all 
Of  mighty  lone,  that  vnnethes  may  I  thiiike^ 
In  his  high  seruice  how  to  loke  or  winke; 
Thus  I  complaine  that  wr«tchedst  am  of  all 
To  you  my  loue  and  soucraign  lady  dew, 
That  may  my  hart  with  death  or  life  stere^ 
As  ye  best  list,  that  ye  vouchsafe  in  nil 
Mine  humble  seruice:  And  if  me  misfiiU 
By  negligence,  or  els  for  lacke  of  wit, 
That  of  your  mercy  you  do  panlon  it; 
And  thinke  that  loue  made  Procnn  shake  th< 

leues, 
When  with  vnright  she  slaine  was  m  the  greue8« 


DESCRIPTION  AND  PRAIS^  OF  HIS 

LOUE. 

Like  the  phaenix,  a  bird  most  rare  in  sight. 
That  nature  hath  with  gold  and  purple  drestj 
Such  she  me  semes  in  whom  I  most  delight. 
If  I  might  speak  for  enuy  at  the  least,      _ 
Nature  I  thinke  first  wrought  her  m  despite. 
Of  rose  and  lilly  that  sommef  bnnaetli  flrtty 
In  beauty  sure  elteeding  all  the  re«t. 
Under  the  bent  of  her  brows  iustly  pight, 
As  diamondes  or  sapbifM  at  th»  leaat, 


484 


POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


Her  glistring  lights  the  darkness  of  the  night. 
Whose  little  month  and  chin  like  all  the  rest; 
Her  ruddy  lippes  excede  the  coral  quite; 
Her  yuery  teeth  where  none  excedes  the  rest, 
Fautlesse  she  is  from  foot  mto  the  wast; 
Her  body  small,  and  straight  as  mast  vpright. 
Her  armes  long  in  iust  proporcion  cast. 
Her  hands  depaint  with  yeines  all  blew  and  white: 
What  shall  1  say  for  that  is  not  in  sight? 
The  hidden  parts  I  i^ge  them  by  the  rest. 
And  if  i  were  the  foreman  of  the  quest, 
To  give  a  verdict  of  her  beautie  bright, 
Forgeve  me  Phcebus  thou  sholdst  be  dispossest; 
Which  doth  vsurp  my  ladies  place  of  right, 
Here  wyll  I  cease  least  enuy  cause  despite. 
But  nature  when  she  wrouj^t  so  foire  a  wight, 
In  this  her  worke  she  surely  did  entend 
To  frame  a  thing  that  Grod  could  not  amend, 


And  as  I  am  thy  slaue. 
Contented  witii  al  this. 
So  help  me  soone  to  haue 
My  perfect  earthly  bliss. 


THE  LOVER  DECLARETH  BIS  PAINES 
TO  EXCEDE  FARRE  THE  PAINES  OF 
HELL. 

Thb  soules  thai  lacked  grace 
Which  lye  in  bitter  paine. 
Are  not  in  suche  a  place. 
As  feoUshe  folke  do  faine; 

Tormented  all  with  fyre. 
And  boyle  in  leade  againe. 
With- serpents  full  of  yre 
Stong  oft  with  deadly  paiue  ; 

Then  cast  in  firosen  pites, 
To  Ireze  there  certein  howres. 
And  for  their  painful  fittcs 
Appointed  tormentours. 

No,  no!  it  is  not  so, 
Their  sorow  is  not  such; 
And  yet  they  haue  of  wo, 
I  dare  say  twise  as  much. 

Which  comes  because  they  lacke 
The  sight  of  the  Oodhed, 
And  be  from  that  kept  backe 
Wherwith  are  angels  fed. 

This  thing  know  I  by  loue, 
Through  absence  crueltie. 
Which  makes  me  for  to  prone 
Hell  paine  before  I  die. 

There  is  no  tong  can  tell 
My  thousand  part  of  care ; 
There  may  no  fire  in  hell 
With  my  desire  compare; 

No  boiling  leade  can  pas 
My  scalding  sighes  in  hete. 
No  snake  that  euer  was. 
With  stinging  can  so  frete. 

A  true  and  tender  hart. 
As  my  thoughtes  dayly  doe. 
So  that  I  know  but  smart. 
And  that  which  longes  therto. 

O  Cupid,  Venus  sonne. 
As  thou  hast  shewed  thy  might. 
And  hast  this  conquest  wooD> 
Now  end  the  lame  aright: 


OF  THE  t>£A7W  OF  SIR  THOMAS  WYAT 

THE  ELDER. 

Lo,  dead !  he  lines,  that  whilome  lined  here 
Among  the  dead  that  quick  go  on  the  ground. 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  doth  he  quick  apere; 
By  lively  name,  that  death  cannot  confound : 
His  life  for  ay  of  fame  the  trump  shall  sound; 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  lines  he  here  aliue. 
Thus  can  no  death  from  Wyat  life  deprtiie. 


THE  LENGTH  OF  TIME  CONSUMETH 
ALL  THINGES, 

What  harder  is  then  stone«  what  more  than 

water  soft  ? 
Yet  with  soft  water  drops  hard  atones  be  perted 
oft. 

What  genes  so  strong  impulse 
That  stone  ne  may  withstand? 
What  genes  more  weke  repulse 
Than  water  prest  with  band? 

Yet  weke  though  water  be. 
It  holowith  hardest  flint: 
By  proofe  whereof  we  see. 
Time  geves  the  greatest  dint* 


THE  BEGINNING  OF  THE  BPISTLB  OF 
PENELOPE  TO  UUSSES^  MADE  INIO 
VERSE. 

O  LiNGEiKG  make,  Ulysses dere»  thy  wife  lo  sendea 

to  thee,  [self  to  me. 

Her  driry  plaint:  write  not  againe,  but  come  thy 
Our  hateful  scourge,  that  woman's  foe,  proud  Troy 

is  now  fordon;  ^kingdome  won. 

We  buy  it  dere,  though  Priam  slame,  and  al  his 
O  that  the  raging  suiges  great  that  lechers  bane 

had  wrought  fdemon  sought. 

When  first  with  ship  he  forowed  seas,  and  Lace- 
In  desert  bed  my  shinering  coarse  thtti  shold  not 

haue  sought  rest,  [to  west. 

Nor  take  in  grief  the  cherefol  sunne  so  slowly  fell 
And  whiles  I  cast  long  running  niglits,  how  best  I 

might  begile,  [made  the  while : 

No  distaf  should  my  widowish  hand'  hone  weary 
When  dread  I  not  more  dauugers  great  then  are 

befell  in  dede? 
Loue  is  a  careful  thing  (god  wot)  and  passing  fill 

of  drede. 


THE  LOUER  ASKETH  PARDON  OF  HIS 
PASSED  FOLUE  IN  LOUE. 

Yov  that  in  play  peruse  my  plaint,  and  read  in 

rime  the  smart,  [boured  ra  my  hart 

Which  in  my  youth  with  sighM  full  cold,  I  har- 
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Koov  ye  that  law  in  that  frail  age  draae  me  to 

that  distreate. 
When  I  was  half  anoUier  man,  then  I  am  now  to 

gesse. 
Then  for  this  work  of  wauering  wofds,  where  t 

now  rage  now  rew; 
Tost  in  the  toys  of  troublous  lone  as  care  or  com- 
fort grew, 
I  trust  with  you,  that  loues  afiairs  hy  proofe  hauc 

put  in  ure. 
Not  only  pardon  in  my  plaint,  but  pity  to  procure : 
For  now  1  wot  tliat  in  the  world  a  wonder  baue  I 

be. 
And  where  to  long  loue  made  me  blind,  to  tote 

shame  makes  me  se : 
Thus  of  my  fault  shame  is  the  firuite,  and  for  my 

youth  thus  past, 
Repentance  is  my  recompence,  and  thus  I  laarne 

at  last. 
Looke  what  the  world  bath  most  in  price,  as  sure 

it  is  to  kepe, 
As  is  the  dream  which  fancy  drioes,  whiles  sense 

and  reason  slepe. 


THE  LOUER  8HEWETH  THAT  HE  WAS 
STRIKEN  BY  LOUE  ON  GOOD-FRI- 
DAY. 

It  was  the  day  on  which  the  sonne  deprioed  of 

hys  light,  [unto  the  night. 

To  rew  Christ's  death  amids  course  gave  place 
When  I  amid  mine  ease  did  fall  to  such  distem- 

prerate  fits,  [bereft  my  tx'its. 

That  for   the  face   that  hath  my  hart,   I   was 
I  had  the  bait,  the  hooke  and  all,  and  wist  not 
•  loues  pretence ;.  [no  defence. 

But  farde  as  one,  that  fieard  no  ill,  nor  ibrst  for 
Thus  dwelling  in  most  quiet  state,  I  fell  into  this 

plight,  [wept  in  sight 

And  that  day  *gan  my  secret  sighs,  wh^  all  folke 
For  lore  that  vewed  me  void  of  care,  approcht 

to  take  his  pray,  [lay  the  way. 

And  stept  by  stelth  from  eye  to  hart,  so  open 
And  strait  at  eyes  brake  out  in  tears,  so  salt  that 

did  declare  [of  care, 

By  token  of  their  bitter  taste  that  they  were  fbrgde 
Now  vaunt  thee,  lone,  which  fleest  a  maid  defenst 

with  virtues  rare, 
And  wounded  hast  a  wight  unwise,  unweaponed 

and  unware. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH  HIS  WHOLE 
STATE  UNTO  HIS  LOUE,  AND  PRO. 
MISING  HER  HIS  FAITHFUL  GOOD 
WILL,  ASSURETH  HIMSELF  OF  HER 
AGAINE. 

Thb  sunne  when  he  hath  spread  his  raies^ 
And  shewde  his  face  ten  thousand  waies ; 
Ten  thousand  thinges  do  then  begin 
To  shew  the  life  that  they  are  in. 
The  heaven  shews  lively  art  and  hue. 
Of  sundry  shapes  and  collours  nue. 
And  laughes  upon  the  earth  anooe» 
The  eaith  as  cold  as  any  stone  j 
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Wet  in  the  teares  of  her  own  kinde, 

'Gins  then  to  take  a  joyful  mimle: 

For  well  she  feeles  that  out  and  out. 

The  sunne  doth  warme  her  rounde  about  $ 

And  dries  her  children  tenderly. 

And  shewes  them  forth  full  orderly. 

The  mouotaines  bye  and  how  they  stand. 

The  valleies  and  the  great  maine  land; 

The  trees,  the  herbs,  the  towers  strong. 

The  castles  and  the  riuers  long: 

And  euen  for  joy  thus  of  this  heate 

She  sheweth  forth  her  pleasures  great; 

And  slepes  no  more  but  sendeth  forth. 

Her  dergions  her  own  dere  worth. 

To  mount  and  fly  np  to  the  ayre. 

Where  then  they  sing  in  ordre  fisire;. 

And  tell  in  song  full  merrily. 

How  they  haue  slept  fiiU  quietly, 

That  night  about  their  mother  sides^ 

And  when  they  haue  song  more  besides. 

Then  fall  they  to  their  mothers  brestes. 

Where  els  they  fede  or  take  their  restes. 

The  hunter  tben  sonndes  uut  his  home. 

And  rangeth  straite  through  wood  and  coruew 

On  billes  then  shew  the  ewe  and  lambe. 

And  every  youg  one  with  his  dambe; 

Then  loners  walk  and  tell  their  tsile. 

Both  of  their  blisse  and  of  their  bale; 

And  how  they  serve  and  how  they  doe. 

And  how  their  ladie  loues  them  to. 

Then  tune  the  birdes  their  armonie. 

Then  flock  the  foule  in  companie; 

Then  every  thing  doth  pleasure  fiiide 

In  that  that  comforts  all  their  kinde. 

No  dreames  do  drench  them  of  the  night. 

Of  foes  that  would  them  slea  or  bite. 

As  houndes  to  hunt  them  at  the  taile» 

Or  men  force  them  through  hill  and  dale; 

The  shepe  then  dreams  not  of  the  woulf; 

The  shipman  forces  not  the  goolf : 

The  lambe  tbiiikes  not  the  butchers  knife 

Should  then  bereue  him  of  his  life; 

For  when  the  sunne  doth  once  nmne  in. 

Then  all  their  gladues  doth  begin; 

And  then  their  skips,  and  then  their  play. 

So  fiitlls  their  sadnes  then  away: 

And  thus  all  thinges  have  comforting. 

In  that  that  doth  them  comfort  bring; 

Save  I,  alas!  whom  neither  sunne 

Nor  ought  that  God  hath  wrought  and  don 

May  comfort  ought,  as  though  I  were 

A  thing  not  made  for  comfort  here. 

For  being  absent  from  your  sight. 

Which  are  my  joy  and  whole  delight. 

My  comfort  and  my  pleasure  to. 

How  can  I  joy  ?  how  shouhl  I  do? 

May  sick  men  laugh  that  rore  for  pain  ? 

Joy  they  in  song  that  that  do  complain? 

Are  martyrs  in  their  torments  glad? 

Doe  pleasure  please  them  that  are  mad  ? 

Then  how  may  I  in  comfort  be. 

That  lack  the  thing  should  comfort  me  ? 

The  blind  man  oft  that  lackes  his  sight. 

Complains  not  most  the  lack  of  light; 

But  those  that  knew  their  perfectnesy 

And  then  do  misse  their  blissful  nes; 

In  martirs  tunes  th^  sing  and  waile 

The  want  of  that  which  doth  them  fiiile; 

And  herof  comes  that  in  my  braines. 

So  many  fonsiet  work  my  paincf  ^ 
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Bni  he  on  hye  that  secretly  beholdes 
The  state  of  things,  and  times  hath  in  bis  hand, 
And  pluckes  in  plages,  and  them  again  unfoldes. 
And  hath  apointed  realmes  to  laU  and  stand; 
He  in  the  midst  of  all  this  sturre  and  ront, 
Can  bend  his  browes,  and  moue  himself  about. 

As  who  should  say,  and  are  ye  minded  so? 
And  thus  to  those,  and  whom  you  know  I  loue  ? 
Am  I  such  one,  as  noue  of  you  do  know? 
Or  know  you  not  that  I  sit  here  aboue, 
And  my  handes  doe  hold  your  welth  and  wo« 
To  raise  you  now,  and  now  to  ouer  throw. 

Then  thinke  that  I,  as  I  haue  set  you  all 
In  places  where  your  honours  lay,  and  fame; 
So  now  my  selfe  shall  geue  you  eche  your  fall 
Where  eche  of  you  shall  have  your  worthy  shame; 
And  in  their  handes  1  wyll  your  fall  shall  be. 
Whose  fall  in  yours  you  sought  so  sore  to  see. 

Whose  wisdome  bye  as  he  the  same  fore  saw, 
So  it  is  wrought,  such  lo !  his  iostice  is. 
He  is  the  Lonl  of  man,  and  of  bis  law. 
Praise  therfore  now  his  mighty  name  in  this; 
And  make  aceompt  that  this  our  case  doth  stande; 
As  Israeli  free  from  wicked  Pharaos  hand. 


TBIE  LOITER  TO  HIS  LOVE  HAVING  FOR- 
SAKEN HIM^  AND  BETAKEN  HER 
SELFE  TO  AN  OTHER. 

The  birde  that  somtime  built  within  my  brest 
Aud  there  as  then  chiefe  succour  did  receiue; 
Hath  now  elswhere  built  her  another  nest. 
And  of  the  old  hath  taken  <)uite  her  leaue. 
To  you  mine  oste  that  harbour  mine  old  guest, 
Of  such  a  one,  as  I  can  now  conceiue. 
Sitb  that  in  change  her  choise  doth  chief  consist, 
Thehauke  may  check,thatnowcome8  foire  to  fist. 


THE  LOVER  DI8CEIVED  BY  HIS  LOtftf 
REPENTETH  HIM  OF  THE  TRVE  LOUE 
HB  BARE  HER, 

I  THAT  Ulysses  yeres  haue  spent 

To  finde  Penelope, 

Finde  well  that  folly  1  haue  ment 

To  seke  that  was  not  so. 

Since  Troylus  caae  hath  caused  me 

From  Crested  for  to  go, 

And  to  bewaile  Ulysses  truths 
In  seas  and  stormy  skies. 
Of  wanton  will  and  raging  youth. 
Which  me  haue  tos^d  sore. 
From  Scylla  to  Charibdis  cliues. 
Upon  the  drowning  shore. 

Where  I  sought  hauen,  there  foand  I  bap/ 
From  danger  unto  death ; 
Much  like  the  mouse  that  treades  the  trap 
In  hope  to  finde  her  foode, 
And  bites  the  bread  that  stops  her  breath. 
So  in  like  case  I  stoode. 

Till  now  repentance  basteth  him. 
To  further  me  so  fast. 
That  where  I  sanke  there  now  I  swim. 
And  have  both  atrearae  and  winde. 
And  lucke  as  good,  if  it  may  last,        • 
As  any  man  may  finde. 

Thai  where  I  perished,  safe  I  passe^ 
And  finde  no  perill  there. 
But  stedy  stone,  no  grounde  of  glasse. 
Now  am  I  sure  to  saue. 
And  not  to  flete  from  feaw  to  feare^ 
Such  anker  holde  1  haue. 


THE  LOVER  SHEWETH  THAT  IN  DIS 
SEMBLING    HIS    LOVE    OPENLY    HE 
KEPETH  SECRET  HIS  SECRET  GOOD 
WILL. 

Not  like  a  God  came  Jupiter  to  woo. 
When  he  the  faire  Europa  sought  unto : 
Another  forme  his  godly  wisdome  t^ke. 
Such  in  efiect,  as  writeth  Ouides  bok^; 
As  on  the  earth  no  liuing  wight  can  tell^ 
That  mighty  Jove  did  loue  the  qtiene  so  well. 
For  had  he  come  in  golden  garmentes  bright, 
Oi^  so  as  men  mought  haue  stared  on  the  sight; 
Spred  had  it  bene,  both  through  earth  and  aire, 
That  J  one  had  loued  the  lady  Europa  h\r. 
And  then  had  some  bene  angry  at  the  hartt 
And  some  agaiue  as  ielous  for  their  part. 
Both  which  to  stop,  this  gentle  god  toke  mind, 
To  shape  himselfe  into  a  brutish  kind; 
To  such  a  kinde  as  bid  what  state  he  was. 
And  yet  did  bring  him,  what  he  sought  to  passe. 
To  both  their  ioyes,  to  both  their  comfort  sone. 
Though  knowen  to  none,  till  all  the  thingwas  done; 
In  which  attempt,  if  1  the  like  assay. 
To  you,  to  whom,  I  do  my  aelfe  bewray: 
Let  it  suffice  that  I  do  seke  to  be, 
Not  counted  yours,  aud  yet  for  to  be  he. 


THE  LOVER  HAVING  ENIOYED  HIS 
LOVE  HVMBLY  THANKETH  THE  GOD 
OF  LOVE,  AND  AVOWING  HIS  HART 
ONELY  TO  HER  FAITHFVLLY  PRO- 
MISETH  VTTERLY  TO  FORSAKE  ALL 
OTHER. 

Thou  Cupid  god  of  loue,  whom  Venus  tfaralles  do 

serue  [well  deserue; 

I  yelde  thee  thankes  upon  my  knees,  as  thou  dost 
By  the  my  wished  ioyes  haue  shaken  off  dispaire. 
And  all  my  storming  dayes  be  past,  and  wether 

waxeth  faire; 
By  the  I  haue  received  a  thousand  times  more  ioy 
Then  euer  Paris  did  possesse,  when  Helen  was  in 

Troy. 
.By  the  haue  I  that  hope,  for  which  I  longde  so  sore. 
And  when  I  thinke  vpou  the  same,  my  hait  doth 

leape  therfore. 
By  the  my  heauy  douts  and  trembling  feares  an 

fled,  [thoughts  are  fed: 

And  now  my  wits  that  troubled  wer,  with  plesant 
For  dread  is  banisht  clene,  wherein  1  stood  full  oft. 
And  doubt  to  speak,,that  lay  full  low,  ia  lifted  now 

aloft. 
With  armes  bespied  abrode,  with  opende  handes 

and  hart,  [my  smart. 

I  have  enjoyed  the  frnte  of  hope,  rewwd  of  all 
The  leale  and  aigne  of  lone,  the  key  of  trouth  and 

trust,  [the  loners  lusL 

The  pledge  of  p«»  good  wvU  hnue  I,  which  awkts 


THAT  FEW  WORDES  SHEW  WISDOME,  AND  WORK  MUCH  QUIET.   4^9 


Such  grace  sins  I  haue  founde,  to  one  I  me  be- 

Uke, 
The  rest  of  Venas  derlinges  all,  I  utterly  forsake; 
And  to  peribnne  this  row,  I  bid  my  eyes  beware, 
That  they  no  stranngers  do  salute,  nor  on  their 

beauties  stare. 
My  wits,  I  wanie  ye  all,  from  this  time  forth  take 

hede,  [fede. 

That  ye  no  wanton  toyes  devise,my  fansies  new  to 
My  eares  be  ye  shut  up,  and  heare  no  woman's 

voice^  [hart  rejoice. 

That  may  procure  me  once  to  smile,  or  make  my 
My  feete  foil  slow  be  ye,  and  lame  when  ye  should 

moue. 
To  bring  my  body  any  where,  to  seke  another  loue : 
Let  all  the  gods  above,  and  wicked  sprites  below. 
And  every  wight  in  earth  accuscy  and  curse  me 

where  I  go; 
If  I  do  (klse  my  &ith,  in  any  point  or  case, 
A  sodein  vengeance  fidl  on  me,  I  aske  no  better 

grace; 
Away  then  sily  ryme,  present  mine  earnest  faith, 
Unto  my  lady  where  she  is^  and  mark  thou  what 

she  saith; 
And  if  she  welcome  thee,  and  lay  thee  in  her  lap. 
Spring  thou  for  joy,  thy  maister  hath  his  most 

desired  hap. 


TOTUS  MUNDUS  IN  MAUGNO  POSITUS, 

CoMPLAlME  we  may,  much  is  amisse, 
Hope  is  nie  gone  to  have  redresse. 
These  dales  ben  ill,  nothing  sure  is, 
Kinde  hart  is  wrapt  in  he^vinesse. 

The  Sterne  is  broke,  the  saile  is  rent. 
The  ship  is  geven  to  winde  and  waue, 
All  helpe  is  gone,  the  rocke  present. 
That  will  be  lost,  what  man  can  saue? 

Tbinges  hard,  therfore,  are  now  refused, 
labour  in  youth  is  thought  but  vaine: 
Duty  by  will-not  is  excused, 
Remoue  the  stop,  the  way  is  plaine. 

Learning  is  lewd,  and  held  a  foole; 
Wisdome  is  shent,  counted  to  raile. 
Reason  is  banisht  out  of  schole. 
The  blinde  is  bold,  and  wordes  prevaile. 

Power  without  care  slepeth  at  ease. 
Will  without  law,  runneth  where  he  list. 
Might  without  mercy  cannot  please, 
A  wise  man  saith  not,  had  1  wist. 

When  power  lackes  care  and  forceth  not. 
When  care  is  feble  and  may  not,    ^ 
When  might  is  slothfol  and  will  not, 
Weedes  may  grow  where  good  herbs  cannot. 

Take  wrong  away,  law  nedeth  not, 
For4aw  to  wrong  is  bridle  and  paine; 
Take  feare  away,  law  booteth  not. 
To  strive  against  streadie,  it  is  but  vaine. 

Wyly  is  witty,  brainsick  is  wise, 
Trouth  is  folly,  and  might  is  right, 
Wordes  are  reason,  and  reason  is  lies. 
The  bad  is  good,  darknene  is  Jight. 


Wrong  to  redresse  wisdome  dare  not, 
Hardy  is  happy,  and  ruleth  most, 
Wilfull  is  witlesse,  and  careth  not 
Which  end  go  first,  till  al  be  lost 

Few  right  do  lone,  and  wrong  refuse. 
Pleasure  is  sought  in  every  state. 
Liking  is  lost,  there  is  no  chuse. 
The  low  geve  to  the  bye  checke  mate. 

Order  is  broke  in  tbinges  of  weight. 
Measure  and  mean  who  doth  not  flee? 
Two  tbinges  preuaile,  money  and  sleight. 
To  seme  is  better  than  to  be. 

The  bowle  is  round,  and  doth  downe  slide, 
£che  one  thrusteth,  none  doth  uphold, 
A  fall  failes  not,  where  blinde  is  guide, 
Th^  stay  is  gone,  who  can  him  hold? 

Folly  and  falshod  prateth  apace, 
Trouth  under  bushel  is  faine  to  crepe. 
Flattery  is  treble,  pride  sings  the  base. 
The  meane  the  best  parti  scant  doth  pepe. 

This  fiery  plage  the  world  infectes. 
To  vertue  and  trouth  it  geves  no  rest. 
Mens  harts  are  burnde  with  sundry  scctes. 
And  to  eche  man,  his  way  is  best 

With  flodes  and  stormes  thus  be  we  tost. 
Awake,  good  Lord,  to  thee  we  crye. 
Our  ship  is  almost  sonk  and  lost, 
Thy  mercy  help  our  misery* 

Mans  strength  is  weake ;  mans  wit  is  dull. 
Mans  reason  is  blinde,  these  tbinges  t'amen^ 
Thy  hand  (O  Lord)  of  might  is  full. 
Awake  betyme,  and  helpe  us  send. 

In  thee  we  trust,  and  in  no  wight. 
Save  us,  as  chickens  under  the  hen ; 
Our  crokedness  thou  canst  make  right. 
Glory  to  thee  for  aye.    Amen. 


THE  WISE  TRADE  OF  LYhE, 

Do  all  your  dcdes  by  good  advise. 

Cast  in  your  minde  alwaies  the  end; 

Wit  bought  is  of  to  dere  a  price. 

The  tryed  trust,  and  take  as  freod. 

For  frendes  I  find  there  be  but  two, 

Of  countenance,  and  of  effect; 

Of  thone  sort  there  are  inowe. 

But  few  been  of  thother  sect. 

Beware  also  the  venym  swete, 

Of  crafty  wordes  and  flattery; 

For  to  deceiue  they  be  most  mete. 

That  best  can  play  hypocrisy. 
Let  wisdome  rule  your  dcdc  and  thought. 
So  shall  your  workes  be  wisely  wrought 


THAT  FEW  WORDES  SHEW  WISDOME, 
AND  WORK  MUCH  StUIET. 

Who  list  to  leade  a  quiet  life. 
Who  Fist  to  ride  him  self  from  stryfe. 
Give  eare  to  me,  marke  what  I  say. 
Remember  wellt  beare  it  away. 
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POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTOBS* 


Hotde  baclie  thy  tang  at  meate  and  mealey 
Speak  but  few  woides,  bestow  them  well; 
By  wordes  the  wise  thou  shalt  ^spye, 
By  ivordrs  a  fuolc  sone  shalt  thou  trye^ 
A  wise  man  can  his  ton.eue  make  cease, 
A  foole  can  neT<*r  holde  his  peace. 
Who  loveth  rest,  of  wordes  beware, 
Who  loveth  wordes,  is  sure  of  care: 
For  wordes  oft  many  have  been  shent. 
For  silence  kept,  none  hath  repent. 
Two  tares,  one  tong,  ouely  thou  hast. 
Mo  thiiiges  to  heare  then  wordes  to  wast. 
A  foole  in  wii^e  can  forbeare, 
H-.'  hath  two  tou^res,  and  but  one  eare* 
Be  sure  thou  kepe  a  stedfast  brayne, 
IjRStthat  thy  wordes  put  thee  to  payne; 
Wordes  wisely  set  are  worth  much  gold. 
The  price  of  rashness  is  <one  told. 
If  time  require  wordes  to  be  had. 
To  hold  thy  peace  I  count  thee  mad. 
Taike  only  of  nedcfnl  verities, 
Striue  not  for  trifling  fantasies; 
With  »obernesse  the  truth  boult  oaf, 
Affirme  no  thing,  whcrin  is  doute. 
Who  to  this  lore  will  take  good  bede. 
And  spend  no  mo  wordes,  than  he  nede, 
Thou3:h  he  be  a  foole,  and  have  no  braine, 
.Yet  shall  he  a  name  of  wisdom  gaine. 
Speake  while  time  is,  or  hold  thee  still, 
Wordes  out  of  time,  do  oft  things  spill; 
Say  well,  and  do  well,  are  things  twaine. 
Twice  blest  is  he  in  whome  both  raigoe. 


THE  COMPLAiyr  OF  A  HOT  WOUt  VB- 
LAVED  WITH  DOUBTFULL  COLD 
ANSWERS. 

A  KIND  of  coal  is  as  men  ny. 
Which  have  assaied  the  same  ? 
That  in  the  fire,  will  wast  an'ay, 
And  outward  cast  no  flame. 

Unto  my  self  may  I  compare 
These  coales,  that  so  consume, 
Where  nought  is  sene,  though  men  do  starei 
Instede  of  dame  but  ftime. 

They  say  also,  to  make  them  burne, 
-     Cold  water  must  be  cast,     ' 
Or  els  to  ashes  they  will  turne. 
And  half  to  finder  waste. 

As  this  is  wonder  for  to  se. 
Cold  water  warm  the  fire, 
|5o  hath  your  coldnesse  caused  me 
To  burne  in  my  desire. 

.  And  as  this  water,  cold  of  kinde, 
Can  cause  both  heat  and  cold; 
And  can  these  coales  both  break  and  binde. 
To  burne,  as  I  have  told ; 

So  can  your  tong  of  frozen  yse, 
From  whence  oold^nswers  come. 
Both  coole  the  fire,  thd  fire  entice. 
To  bum  me  alt  and  sonie; 

Lyke  to  the  come  that  itanda  on  atacke, 
Which  mowan  in  winter  sunne. 
Full  fayre  without,  within  is  blaok| 
Sodi  heate  tbeiia  doth  insoe ; 


By  force  of  fire  thit  mter  cold 
Hath  bred  to  burne  within  ; 
Even  so  am  I  that  heate  doth  hold. 
Which  cold  did  first  begin. 

Which  heat  is  stint,  when  I  do  8tria«, 
To  have  some  ease  sometime; 
But  flame  a  freshe  I  do  reuiue, 
Wherby  1  cause  to  clyme 

Instede  of  smoke  a  sighing  breath. 
With  sparks  of  sprinkled  tea  res. 
That  I  should  live  this  living  death. 
Which  wastes  and  never  weares. 


THS  ANSWERS. 

Your  borrowed  meane  to  moue  your  mooe,  of 

fume  withonten  flame. 
Being  fet  from  smithy  smoaking  coale,  ye  aeeme 

so  by  the  same 
To  shew  is  what  such  coals  use,  taught  by  such 

as  have  assayde. 
As  I,  that  most  do  wish  you  well,  and  so  right 

well  appayd,     * 
That  you  have  such  a  lesson  learode,  how  either 

to  maintaine,  [in  vainei 

Your  fredome  of  uakindled  coale,  upheaped  all 
Or  how  most  frutfiiUy  to  fivme,  with    vrortby 

workmans  art,  [of  heated  hart; 

That  cunning  piece  may  pass  tberefit),  by  help 
Out  of  the  forge,   wherin  the  fume   of  aighes 

doth  mount  aloft,  [mettal  soft. 

That  argues  present  force  of  fire,  to  make  the 
To  yield  unto  the  hammer  bed,  as  best  the  work- 
man likes,  [temper  strikes; 
That  the  yron  glowing  after  blast  in  time  and 
Wherin  the  use  of  water  is,  as  you  do  seme  to  say. 
To  quench  no  flame,  ne  hinder  heat,  ne  yet  to 

wast  away; 
But  that  which  better  is  for  you,  and  more  de* 

litetb  me,  [like  to  be; 

To  sane  you  from  the  sodeyne  wast,  vain  cinder- 
Which  lasting  better  likes  in  love,  as  you  your 

semble  ply,  [teth  by  and  by : 

Then  doth  the  baven  blase,  that  flames  and  flet- 
Sith  then  you  know  each  use,  wherein  your  cole 

may  be  applide,  [bide. 

Either  to  lye  and  last  on  hoorde,  in  open  ayre  to 
Withouten  use  to   gather  (at  by  fislling  of  the 

raines,  [in  his  veines. 

That  makes  the  pitchy  juyce  to  grow,  by  soking 
Or  lye  on  foraace  in  the  forge,  as  is  his  use  of 

right,  [yelde  her  might; 

Wherein  Che  water  trough  may  serue,  and  enter 
By  work  of  smiths  both  hand  and  bed,  a  cun- 
ning key  to  make,  [undertake; 
Or  other  pece  as  cause  shall  craue,  and  bid  him 
Do  as  you  deme  moat  fit  to  do,  and  whereupon 

may  grow  [know* 

Such  joy  to  you,  as  I  may  joy  your  joyftil  caae  to 


AN  EPITAPH  MADE  BY  W.  G.  LYING  ON 
HIS  DEATH  BED,  TO  BE  SET  UPON 
HYS  OfVNE  TOMBE. 

Lo  here  lyeth  G.  under  the  grottnde. 
Among  the  gredy  womea. 
Which  in  his  lifie  tyme  oarer  fbuiid 
But  strife  and  aUiidy  ttomet. 


AGAINST  WOMEN  EITHEfl  GOOD  OR  BAD. 
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And  namely  tfarongh  a  wicked  wife^ 
As  to  the  worlde  apperet. 
She  was  the  skoftnyng  of  his  life. 
By  many  dayes  and  yeres| 

He  might  have  lined  long,  god  wot. 
His  yeres  they  were  but  yong. 
Of  wicked  wines,  this  is  the  lot 
To  kill  with  spitefuU  tong. 

Whose  memory  shall  still  remayne 
In  writing  here  with  me. 
That  men  may  know,  whom  she  hath  slayne. 
And  say  tbu  same  is  she. 


AN  ANSWERS. 

tr  that  thy  wicked  wife  had  spon  th^  thread. 
And  were  the  weauer  of  thy  wo. 
Thou  art  then  double  happy  to  b#  dead, 
As  bappely  dispatched  sa; 

If  rage  dyd  eaussesse  cause  thee  to  complayne, 
And  mad  moode,  mouer  of  thy  mone. 
If  frensy  forced  on  thy  tcsity  brayne, 
Then  blest  is  she  to  line  alone. 

So  whether  were  the  ground  of  others  grefe. 
Because  so  doubtful  was  the  dome. 
Now  death  hath  brought  your  payne  a  right  re^ 
And  blessed  be  ye  both  become:  [lefe; 

She  that  she  lines  no  longer  bound  to  beare 
The  rule  of  «uch  a  froward  hed. 
Thou,  that  thou  lioest  no  longer  fayne  to  feare 
The  restless  ramp,  that  tliou  hadst  wed  ; 

Be  thou  as  glad  therfbre  that  thou  art  gone. 
As  she  is  glad  she  doth  abide. 
For  so  ye  be  a  sonder,  all  is  one, 
A  badder  match  cannot  betide. 


£N  EPITABH  OF  MAISTER  HENRY 
WJLUAMS. 

From  worldly  wo,  the  ende  of  misbeliefe, 
From  cause  of  care  that  Icadeth  to  lament, 
From  vayne  delight  the  ground  of  greater  grefe, 
Fronirfear  for  frendes,  from  matter  to  repent: 
From  painftiU  pangs;  last  sorrow  that  is  sent, 
Worn  drede  of  death,  sith  death  doth  set  us  fne^ 
With  it  the  better  pleased  should  we  be^ 

This  lothsome  life,  where  lyking  we  do  finde 
Thencreaser  of  our  crimes  doth  us  bereue, 
Our  bliss  that  aiway  ought  to  be  in  miiide. 
This  wily  world,  whiles  here  we  breath  aliue. 
And  flesh  our  fyned  fo,  do  stifly  striue, 
To  flatter  us,  assuring  here  the  joy. 
Where  we  alas,  do  find  but  great  annoy. 

Untold  .  heapes  though  we   haue  of   worldly 
wealth. 
Though  we  possess  the  sea  and  frutful  ground 
Strength,  beauty,  knowledge,  and  unharmed  health. 
Though  at  a  wish,  all  pleasure  do  abound, 
It  wars  but  vaiiie,  no  frendship  can  be  founde. 
When  death  assauHelh  witii  bis  dredftil  darte, 
No  rountoiDe  cnn  stay  the  home  basting  harte. 


And  sith  thoa  cut  the  lioes^line  in  twatne. 
Of  Henry,  somieto  sir  John  Williams  knight. 
Whose  manly  hart  and  prowes  none  could  staine. 
Whose  godly  lyfe  to  vertue,  was  our  light. 
Whose  worthy  fame  shall  flourish  long'  by  right, 
Thoa  in  this  lyfe  so  cruel  mightest  thou  be. 
His  sprite  in  hearen  shall  triumph  over  the?. 


AN0THI(R  of  TBB  fAMB. 

StaV  gentle  frend  that  passest  by. 
And  leamc  the  lore  that  leadeth  all, 
From  whence  we  come  with  hast  to  bye. 
To  lyue  to  dye,  and  stand  to  fall : 

And  leame  that  strength  and  lusty  age. 
That  wealth,  and  want  of  worldly  woe 
Cannot  with  stand  the  mighty  rage 
Of  death,  our  best  onwelcome  fee. 

For  hopefull  youth  had  hight  me  health. 
My  lust  to  last  till  time  to  dye. 
And  fortune  found  my  virtue  wealth, 
Bht  yet,  for  all  that,  here  1  lye. 

Learne  also  this,  to  ease  thy  mynde 
When  death  on  corps  hath  wrought  his  spight, 
A  time  of  triumph  shalt  thou  finde 
With  me  to  scome  him  in  delight. 

For  one  day  shall  we  mete  again, 
Mauger  deatbes  dait,  in  life  to  dwell; 
Then  will  I  thank  thee  for  thy  paine. 
Now  marke  my  wordes  and  fare  thou  well. 


AGAINST  fVOMBN  EITHER  GOOD  Oh 

BAD. 

A  MAN  may  live  thrise  Nestor^  life, 
Thrise  wander  out  Uiysses.  race. 
Yet  never  finde  Ulysses  wife. 
Such  change  hath  chanced  in  this  caae, 

Lcsse  age  will  serve  then  Paris  had. 
Small  pein  (if  none  be  small  inough) 
To  finde  good  store  of  Helenes  trade. 
Such  sap  the  root  doth  yelde  the  bough; 

For  one  good  wife  Ulysses  slew 
A  worthy  knot  of  gentle  blood  $ 
For  one  yll  wife  Greece  overthrew 
The  town  of  Troy.    Sith  bad  and  good| 

Bring  mischief.  Lord  let  be  thy  will 

To  keep  me  firee  from  either  ill. 


▲R  ANtWRK. 


The  vertue  of  Dlysses  wife. 
Doth  line,  though  she  hath  ceast  her  racoj 
And  far  surmounts  old  Nestor's  life; 
But  now  in  mo^-|uan  then  it  was, 
Such  change  ia  obaooed  in  thia  case. 

Ladies  now  line  in  other  trade, 
Farre  other  Helenes  now  we  see, 
Then  she  whom  Trojan  Paris  had* 
As  vertue  fedes  the  roote,  so  be 
The  sap  and  roote  of  bough  and  tre« 
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Ulysses  rag^,  not  his  good  wife. 
Spilt  gentle  blood.    Not  Heleoes  face. 
But  Paris  eye,  did  raise  the  strife. 
That  did  the  Trqjan  buylding  race; 
Thus  sith  ne  good,  ne  bad  do  yil : 
Them  all,  O  Lord  maintaine  my  will. 
To  seme  with  all  my  force,  and  skill. 


AGAINST  A  GEI9T1L  WOMAN  BY  WHOM 
HE  WAS  REFUSED. 

To  false  report  and  flying  fame, 
Whilest  my  minde  gaae  credK  light, 
Beleuing  that  her  bolstred  name 
Had  stuffe  to  shew  that  praise  did  bight. 
1  find  well  now  1  did  mistake^ 
Upon  report  my  ground  to  make. 

I  heard  it  said,  such  one  was  she. 
As  rare  to  finde  as  paragon. 
Of  lowly  chere,  of  hart  so  free, 
As  her  for  bonntie  could  passe  none. 
Such  one  were  faire,  though  form  and  face 
Were  mcane  to  passe  in  second  place. 

I  sought  it  neare  thinking  to  finde 
Report  and  dede  both  to  agree, 
But  cbaunge  had  tried  her  sutUe  minde. 
Of  force  I  was  enforced  to  see, 
.That  she  indede  was  nothing  so: 
Which  made  my  will  my  hart  forego: 

For  she  is  such,  as  geason  none, 
And  what  she  most  may  boast  to  be; 
I  find  her  matches  more  then  one. 
What  nede  she  so,  to  deale  with  me? 
Ha  flering  (ace^  with  scornful  hart. 
So  ill  reward  for  good  desert? 

I  will  repent  that  I  haue  done. 
To  ende  so  well  the  losse  is  small; 
I  lost  her  loue,  that  lesse  hath  won. 
To  Taunt  she  had  me  as  her  thrall; 
What  though  a  gillot  sent  that  note. 
By  cocke  and  pye,  I  meant  it  not. 


THB  ANSWERE. 

Whom  fansy  forsed  first  to  love. 

Now  frensy  foroeth  for  to  hate. 

Whose  minde  erst  madness  *gan  to  mone, 

Inconstance  causeth  to  abate. 

No  minde  of  meane,  but  heat  of  braine. 

Bred  hate  loue  like  heate  hate  agayne; 

What  hurdle  your  hart  in  so  greate  beat? 
Fansy  forced  by  fained  fame. 
Belike  that  she  was  light  to  get» 
For  if  that  vertue,  and  good  name,  . 
Moned  your  minde,  why  changed  your  will, 
Sith  Tertue  the  cause  abideth  still? 

Such  fome  reported  her  to  be. 
As  rare  it  were  to  find  her  peere 
For  vertue  or  for  honestie, 
Por  her  ft«e  hart,  and'towly  cheere; 
This  laud  had  lyed,  if  you  had  sped. 
And  fiuii«  bene  false,  that  hath  been  spred. 


Sith  she  hath  so  kept  her  good  oUme^ 
Such  praise  of  life  and  giftes  of  grace. 
As  Brute  selfe  blnsheth  for  to  blame. 
Such  fame  as  lame  fears  to  deface. 
You  slander  not;  but  make  it  plain. 
That  you  blame  Brute,  of  brutish  train, 

* 

If  you  have  found  k,  loking  nere. 
Not  as  you  toke  the  bnite  to  be, 
Bclyke  you  ment  by  lowly  chere, 
Botmtie  and  hart,  that  you  call  free : 
But  leiid  lightnesse  easy  to  f^ame, 
To  winne  your  will  agwust  her  name. 

m 

Nay  she  may  deme  yoor  deming  so, 
A  mark  of  madnesse  in  his  kinde. 
Such  causeth  not,  good  name  to  go. 
As  your  fond  folly  sought  to  finde: 
For  brute  of  kinde  bent  ill  to  blase, 
Alway  saith  ill,  but  forced  by  cause. 

The  mo  there  be  such  as  is  she. 
More  should  be  Gods  thanke  for  his  grace. 
The  more  is  her  ioy  it  to  see; 
Good  should  by  geason  earne  no  place. 
Nor  nomber  make  nodght,  that  is  good. 
Your  strange  lusting  hed  wants  a  hood. 

Her  dealing  greveth  you  (say  ye) 
Besides  your  Is^ur  lost  in  vaine. 
Her  dealing  was  not  as  we  see ; 
Sclaunder  the  end  of  your  great  paioe: 
Ha  lewd  lying  lips,  and  hateful  hart. 
What  canst  thou  desire  in  such  desart? 

Ye  wyll  repent,  and  right,  for  done 
Ye  haue  a  dede  deseruing  shame. 
From  reasons  race  for  have  ye  ronoe. 
Hold  your  railing,  kepe  your  tong  tome; 
Her  loue !  ye  lye,  ye  lost  it  not. 
Ye  neuer  lost  that  ye  neuer  got. 

She  reft  ye  not  your  libertie 
She  vaunteth  not  she  had  you  thrall. 
If  oft  have  done  it,  let  it  lye 
On  rage,  that  reft  you  wit  and  all. 
What  though  a  v?fflets  tale  you  tell. 
By  cocke  and  pye,  you  do  it  well. 


THE  LOUER  DREDDING  TO  MOVE  HIS 
SUTE  FOR  DOUT  OF  DENIALL,  AC- 
CUSETH  ALL  WOMEN  OF  DISDAINE 
AND  nCKLENESSE. 

To  walk  on  doutiul  ^ground  where  danger  is  ub- 

sene. 
Doth  double  men  that  carelesse  be  in  de'pe  despair 

I  wene; 
For  as  the  blinde  doth  fear,  what  footing  he, shall 

finde. 
So  doth  the  wise,  before  he  speake,  mistrust  the 

strangers  minde; 
For  he  that  blontly  runs,  may  light  among  the 

breers. 
And  so  be  put  unto  his  plunge,  where  danger  least 

apperes. 
The  bird,  that  selly  fiDole,  doth  wam^  us  to  beware. 
Who  lighteth  not  on  every  busbei  he  dieadetb  ■» 

the  snare. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HIS  FAULTE. 


4S3 


me  immfe-tbatsboos  the  timp,  doth  shew  what 

hann  doth  lye; 
Withhi  the  fwete  betr«yiDg  bait  that  oil*  deceiuei 

the  eye. 
Hie  fish  aaoids  the  hook,  though  hanger  bids  him 

bite,  [delite. 

And  houereth  &till  about  the  worme,  wberon  it  bis 
If  birdesand  beastescan  see,  where  their  undoing  lies, 
How  should  a  mischief  scape  our  heads  that  haoe 

both  wit  and  eyes? 
What  madoesse  niay  be  moiey  than  plow  the  bai^ 

rcB  flelde?  [unweilde? 

Or  any  fruttull  woides  to  sow,  to  eares  that  are 
They  heare,  and  then  misUke,  they  lyke,  and  then 

they  lothe; 
They  hate,  they  loue,  they  sconif  they  praise,  yea 

sure  they  can  do  biith. 
We  see  what  &lles  they  haue  that  clime  on  trees 

unknowne ;  [ooerthrowne; 

As  they  that  trust  to  rotten  bowes,  must  nedes  be 
A  smart  in  sileoca  kept,  doth  ease  the  hart  much 

more,  [the  sore. 

Then  for  to  plaine  where  is  no  sahie,  for  to  lecure 
Wheribre  my  griefe  I  bide  within  a  hollow  hart. 
Until  the  smoke  thereof  be  spred,  by  flaming  of 

tbeimait 


AV  AMfWIRB. 

To  trust  the  &yned  hee,  to  rue  on  forced  tears. 
To  credit  finely  forged  tales,  wherein  there  oft 

appeaies,  [umart. 

And  breathes  as  from  the  brest,  a  snaoke  of  ky  ndled 
Where  only  lurkes  a  depe  deceit,  within  the  hollow 

hart;  [minde 

Betrayes  the  simple  sonle,  whom  plaine  deceitlesse 
Taught  not  to  feare  that  in  itselfe  itselfe  did  neuer 

finde. 
Not  every  trickling  teaie  doth  aigue  inwarde  peine. 
Not  euery  sigh  doth  sorely  shew  the  sigber  not  to 

&ine; 
Nor  euery  smoke  doth  proue  a  presence  of  the  fire; 
Not  euery  gUstrIng  genes  the  gold  that  gredy  folk 


Not  euery  wailing  word  is  drawen  out  of  the  depe; 
Not  gridie,  for  want  of  granted  graoei  enforceth 

all  to  wepe: 
Oft  malice  makes  the  miode  to  shed  the  boyled 

brine,  [eyen: 

And  enuioHS  humouroft  unlades  by  oooduttes  of  the 
Oft  craft  can  cause  the  man,  to  make  a  seming 

shew 
.  Of  hart  with  dolour  all  distreind,  where  griefe 

did  neuer  grow. 
As  cursed  crocodile  most  cruelly  can  tole 
With  truthlesse  teares  unto  his  death  the  silly 

pitieng  soule. 
Blame  neuer  those  therfore,  that  wisely  can  beware 
The  guilefoll  man,  that  sutly  saith  himself  to 

dread  the  snare:  [>ong: 

Blame  not  the  stopped  eares,  against  the  syrens 
Blame  not  the  miiw  not  mouad  with  mone  of  fols- 

beds  flowing  tong. 
If  guile  do  guide  your  wit,  by  silence  so  to  speak. 
By  craft  to  crane  and  faine  by  fraude  the  cause 

that  you  wold  break.  [same. 

Great  harme  your  suttle  soule  shall  sufier  for  the 
And  mighty  loue  will  wreke  the  wrong  so  efoked 

with  hit  namtj 
rM.li. 


But  we,  whom  you  have  warnde,  this  lesson  leame 

by  you,  [rotten  bow; 

To  know  the  tree  before  we  clime;   to  trnst  no 
To  view  the  limed  bushe,  to  look  afore  we  light; 
To  shuone  the  perilous  baited  hooke,  and  use  a 

further  sight. 
As  do  the  mouse,  the  bird,  the  fish,  by  sample  fitly 

shew,  [simples  wo. 

The  wily  wits  and  ginnes  of  men  do  worke  the 
So  simple  sith  we  are,  and  you  so  suttle  be, 
God  help  the  moose,  the  birde,  the  fish,  and  us 

your  sleightes  to  fiee. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HIS  FAULTS. 
THAT  WITH  UNGENTLE  WHITING  HAD 
DISPLEASED  HIS  LADY. 

AhI  loue,  how  waiward  is  his  wit?  what  panges 

do  perce  his  breast  [hie  rest. 

Whom  thou  to  wait  upon  thy  will  hast  reued  of 

The  light,  the  darke,  the  sunne,  the  mone,  the  day 

and  eke  the  night: 

His  daily  dyeng  fife,  himselfo,  he  hateth  in  d^ 

spight.  lin  thraU, 

Sith  flnt  he  light  to  k>ke  on  her  that  holdeth  him 

His  mooing  eyen,  his  moued  wit,  he  cursethy  hart 

and  all. 

From  hungry  hope  to  pining  fear,  each  hap  doth 

hurle  his  hart;  [into  smart. 

From  panges  of  plaint,  to  fits  of  fume,  from  aking 

£che  moment  so  doth  change  his  chore,  not  with 

recourse  of  case. 
But  with  sere  sortes  of  sorowes  stilt  he  worketh. 
as  the  seas:  '  [mly  wise. 

That  turning  windes,  not  calmc  retumde  riile  in  un« 
As  if  their  holds  of  bills  ophurlde,  they  brasten 

out  to  rise; 
And  pufie  away  the  power  that  is  unto  their  king 

assignde. 
To  pay  that,  sith  theyr  prisonment,  they  dome  to 

be  bc^inde. 
So  doth  the  passions  long  represt  within  the  wofull 

wight, 
Breake  down  the  bankes  of  all  his  wittes,  and  out 
they  gushen  quite  [rule,  and  stay. 

To  reare  uprores;  now  they  be  free  ftx>m  reasons 
And  hedloog  hales  the  unruly  race  his  quiet  quite 
away.  [rnte. 

No  measure  hath  he  of  his  ruth;  no  reason  in  his 
No  bottom  ground  where  stayes  his  griefe,  thus 

wears  away  his  age. 
In  wishing  wants,  in  wailing  woes.  Death  doth  ha 
daylv  call  [at  all. 

To  bring  release,  when  of  reliefe  he  seeth  no  hope 
Thence  comes  that  o|t  in  depe  despeire  to  rise  to 
better  state,  [of  all  h is  fetes 

Oo  heanen  and  heanenly  lampes  he  layeth  the  feut 
On  God  and  Gods  decreed  dome  crieth  out  with 

cursing  breath. 
Echo  thing  that    gaue  and  saues  him  lyfe  he 

damneth  of  his  death. 
The  wombe  him  bare,  the  brestes  he  suckt,  each  star 

that  with  their  might 
Their  secret  succour  brought  to  bring  the  wretch 

to  worldly  light. 
Ye  that  to  his  soules  perile  is  most  haynoos  hanna 

of  all. 
And  cranes  the  cruellest  rerenge  that  owy  lo  maa 
befell; 
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Her  be  blaspbemes,  in  wbom  it  lietb  in  present  as 

sbe  please,  [beauens  ease. 

To  dampne  bijn  down  to  deptb  of  hell,  or  plant  in 
Such  rage  constrainde  my  strayned  hart  to  guyde 

tbanhappy  band 
That  sent  unfiting  blots  to  her  on  whom  my  Ijrfe 

doth  stand. 
Bat  graunt,  O  God,  that  be  for  them  may  beare  the 

worthy  blame,  '  [the  same: 

Whom  I  doe  in  my  depe  distresse  finde  guilty  of 
Even  tiiat  blind  boy  that  blindly  guides  the  iaut- 

lesse  to  their  fall; 
That  laoghes  when  they  lament,  that  he  hath 

throwen  into  thrall. 
Or  Lord,  sane  louring  lokes  of  her;  what  penance 

els  thou  please,  [ease. 

Sober  contented  will  be  wonne,  I  count  it  all  mine 
And  thou,  on  whom  doth  hang  my  will,  with  hart, 

with  soul,  and  care, 
'With  lyfe,  and  all  that  lyfe  may  hare,  of  well  or 

evyll  fkre,  [of  saltish  brine, 

Graunt  grace  to  him  that  grates  therefore,  with  sea 
By  extreme  heat  of  boiling  brest,  distilled  through 

his  eyen; 
And  with  thy  fensy  render  thou  my^  selfe  to  me 

againe,  [paine. 

That  daily  then  we  duly  may  employ  a  painlesse 
To  3relde  and  take  the  joyful  firnte  that  harly  loue 

doth  lend  [^sppy  ^^^» 

To  them  that  meane  by  honest  meanes  to  come  to 


THE  LOUER  WOUNDED  OF  CUPIDE, 
WISHED  HE  HAD  RATHER  B£N 
STRICKEN  BY  DEATH. 

The  blinded  boy,  that  bendes  the  bow 
To  make,  with  dynt  of  double  wounde 
The  stoutest  state  to  stoupe,  and  know 
The  cruel  craft  that  I  have  fonnde; 

With  death  I  would  had  chopt  a  change. 
To  borow,  as  by  bargaine  made, 
Bche  othen  shaft;  when  he  did  range 
With  mtlesse  rouing  to  invade 

Thunthralled  myndes  of  simple  wightes; 
Whose  giltles  gbostes  deserued  not 
To  fele  such  fall  of  their  delightes; 
Such  pangs,  as  I  have  past,  God  wot. 

Then  both  in  new  unwonted  wise, 
Should  death  deserue  a  better  name. 
Mot  (as  tofore  hath  ben  his  guise) 
Of  crueltie  to  bear  the  blame. 

But  contrary  be  counted  kinde, 
In  lending  life  and  sparing  space. 
For  sicke  to  ryse,  and  seke  to  ilnde. 
Away  to  wish  their  wery  race 

To  drawe  tp  some  desired  end ; 
Their  long  and  lothed  life  to  ryd. 
And  so  to  fele  how  like  a  frend, 
Before  the  bargain  made  he  did. 

And  lone  ihould  eyther  bring  againe. 
To  wounded  wightes  theyr  owne  desire; 
A  welooOM  end  of  pining  paine. 
As  doth  their  cause  of  rath  require ; 


Or  when  be  raeoies  the  quiet  maa 
A  harme,  to  hasten  bim  to  grete : 
A  better  dede  he  should  do  then, ' 
With  borrowd  dart  to  gene  reliefe* 

That  both  the  sicke  well  demene  majr^ 
He  brought  roe  rightly  my  request^ 
And  eke  the  other  sort  may  saye. 
He  wrought  me.  tniely  for  the  best* 

So  had  not  fensve  forced  me 
To  bear  a  brunt  of  greater  wo 
Then  leauing  suche  a  life  may  be; 
The  grounde  where  only  griefes  do  grow. 

Unlucky  liking  linkt  my  hart 
In  foiged  hope  and  forced  feaie. 
That  oft  I  wisht  the  other  dart 
Had  rather  peroed  me  as  neare. 

A  fained  trust,  constrained  care, 
Most  loth  to  lack,  moat  hard  to  finde; 
In  sunder  so  my  judgment  tare. 
That  quite  was  quiet  out  of  minde. 

Absent  in  absence  of  mine  ease, 
Present  in  presence  of  my  paine^ . 
The  woes  of  want  did  much  displease 
The  sighes  1  sought  did  greue  againe. 

Oft  grief  that  boyled  in  my  brest. 
Hath  fraught  my  face  with  saltish  tearei. 
Pronouncing  proues  of  mine  unrest. 
Whereby  my  passed  paine  appeares. 

My  sighes  full  often  have  supplied. 
That  iayne  with  wordes  I  would  have  said; 
My  voice  was  stopt,  my  tong  was  tyed. 
My  wittes  with  wo  wer  over  waid. 

With  trembling  soule  and  humble  cherc^ 
Oft  grated  I  for  graunt  of  grace. 
On  hope,  that  bountie  might  be  there, 
Where  beautie  had  so  pigbt  her  place. 

At  length  I  founde  that  I  did  ftere. 
How  I  had  laboorde  all  to  losse; 
My  selfe  bad  been  the  carpenter |- 
Tbat  framed  me  the  cmell  crosse. 

Of  thia  to  coDie,  if  doot  alone. 
Though  blent  with  trust  of  better  speds^ 
So  oft  hath  moned  my  minde  to  m<me. 
So  oft  hath  made  my  hart  to  blede. 

What  shaU  I  say  of  it  indede. 
Now  hope  is  gone,  mine  old  releife, 
And  I  enforced  all  to  fede 
Upon  the  frutes  of  bitter  grteCe? 


OF  WOMENS  CHANGEABLE  WYUL 

I  WOLD  I  found  not,  as  I  fole, 
Such  changing  chere  of  womens  will. 
By  fickle  flight  of  fortunes  wbde. 
By  kinde  or  custom  never  still. 

So  should  I  finde  no  fault  to  ia^ 
On  fortune  for  their  mouyng  minde; 
Sa  should  1  know  no  cause  to  lay 
Hiis  change  to  chaunce  by.  cometif  kinde; 
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fto  MhmM  n6l  lone  lo  woilcny  wo» 
T»flniBB  death  aai^eon  for  my  mk; 
Co  tboaid  their  wittes  not  wander  so ; 
So  ahonkl  I  lecke  the  lesse  therfore. 


yB£  UOUER  COMPLAINETH  THE  lOSSE 

OF  HIS  LADY. 

No  joy  have  I,  but  liae  in  beauinesae. 
My  done  of  price  bereft  by  fortonet  chielnease; 
My  hop  is  turned  to  unbmppinesse ; 
Unhappy  I  am,  unless  I  find  relesse. 

My  postime  past,  my  youtblike  yerai  are  gone; 
My  monthcs   of  rairUi,   my  glistring  dayes  df 

gladaomencssey 
My  times  of  triumpbe  turned  into  rnone* 
Unhappy  I  am  unlesse  I  find  rdesse. 

My  wonted  winde   to    chaunt    my  cherefiil 
chaunoe  [lesse; 

Doth  sighy  tl^at  song  somtimes  the  balade  of  my 
My  sobbes,  my  sore,  and  sorow  to  adyaace. 
Unhappy  I  am,  unlesse  I  find  relesse. 

I  moume  my  mirth,  for  griefe  that  it  is  gone, 
I  moorne  my  mirth,  wherof  my  musing  ^ind- 

folnesse. 
Is  ground  of  greater  griefe  that  growes  therouy 
Ui&appy  I  am,  unlesse  I  finde  relesse. 

No  joy  haue  I ;  for  fortune  frowardly     [nesse; 
Hath  bent  her  browes»hath  put  her  hand  to  crael- 
Hath  reft  my  dame,  constrained  me  to  crye; 
Unhappy  1  am,  unlesse  I  finde  relesse. 


OF  THE  GOLDEN  MEANE. 

Ths  wisest  way,  thy  boate  in  waue  and  wind  to 

guie. 
Is  neither  still  the  trade  of  middle  streame  to  trye* 
Ne  (warely  shunning  wrecke  by  wether)  aye  to 

nia. 

To  presse  upon  perillous  shore. 

Both  dendy  flees  he  filth,  ne  wonnes  a  wretched 

wight,  [spite. 

In  calish  coote;  and  carefoll  court  aye  thrall  to 

With  port  of  pvoiide  estnte,  he  looes,  who  doth 

delite. 

Of  golden  meane  to  bold  the  lore. 

Stormes  riefest  rende  the'  sturdy  stoute  pine 
apple  tree. 
Of  lofty  ruing  towers  the  fisUes  the  feller  be,' 
Most  fert  doth  lightning  light,  wheie  furthest  wee 
dose 

The  hilles  the  valley  to  forsake. 

Well  funiisht   brest    to  bydo    eche  chaoses 
changing  chere,  [full  feare 

In  woe  hath  cberefhll  hope^  in  weale  hath  ware- 
One  selfe  Joue  winter  makes  with  luthfuU  lokes 
appeare, 

Tlmt  can  by  coarse  the  same  aslake. 

What  if  into  mishap  thy  case  now  cailen  be? 
It  forceth  not  such  forme  of  lucke  to  last  to  thee; 
Not  alway  bent  is  Phebus  bowe,  his  harpe  and  he 
Ceast  siluar  aooad  sonetine  doth  raise. 


In  hardest  hap  use  helpe  of  hardy  hopefojl  hart. 
Seme  bolde  to  beare  the  front  of  fortune  ouer- 

thwarty 
Eke  wisely  when  forewinde  too  foil  breathes  on. 
tiiypart, 
Swage  swelling  saile,  and  doubt  decayes. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  A  TRUE  FRENDR 

Whoso  that  wisely  wayes  the  profite  and  the  prise 
Of  thinges  wherein  delight  by  Worth  is  wont  to 

rise. 
Shall  find  no  jewel  is  so  rich,  ne  yet  so  rare. 
That  with  the  frendly  haK  in  Tslne  may  compam. 

What  other  welth  to  man  by  fortune  may  befoU^ 
But  fortunes  changed  chore  may  reue  a  nun  of 

aU? 
A  (rend  no  wracke  of  welth,  no  cruel  canse  of  wo 
Can  force  his  frendly  faith  unfrendly  to  foigoe. 

If  fortune  frendly  fkwne,  and  lend  thee  welthy 

store. 
Thy  frendes  coi^oyned  joy  doth  make  thy  joy  the 

more: 
If  frowardly  she  frown,  and  driue  thee  to  distresse. 
His  ayde  releoes  thy  ruthe,  and  makes  thy  sorow 

lesse. 

Thus  fortunes  pleasant  firutes  by  frendes  en* 
creased  bee. 
The  bitter,  sharpe,  and  sowre,  by  frendes  alayde  to 

-  thee: 
That  when  thou  doest  rejoyce,  then  doubled  is  thy 

joy. 

And  eke  in  cause  of  care,  the  lesse  is  thy  anoy. 

Aloft  if  thou  do  Hue,  as  one  appointed  here 
A  stately  part  en  stage  of  worldly  state  to  bore. 
Thy  freind,  AS  only  free  finm  fraude,  wil  thee  aduiae. 
To  rest  within  the  rale  of  meane,  as  do  the  wise. 

Hee  seefceth  to  foresee  the  peril  of  thy  foil; 

He  findeth  out  thy  foultes^  and  warnes  thee  of 

them  all.  [case* 

Thee*  not  thy  lucke,  he  loues,  what  euer  be  thy 

Hee  is  thy  faithfoU  frend,  and  thee  he  doth  embrace* 

If  churlish  cbeave  of  chance  have  thrown  thoa 

into  thrall. 
And  that  thy  nede  aske  aid  for  to  releue  thy  fall: 
In  him  thou  secret  trust  assured  art  to  haue^ 
And  succour  .not  to  seke,  before  that  thou  can 

craue. 

Thus  is  thy  frend  to  thee,  the  comfort  of  thy 
paine. 
The  stayer  of  thy  state,  the  doubler  of  thy  gainer 
In  welth  and  wo  thy  frend,  an  .other  self  to  thee. 
Such  man  to  man  a  god,  the  proverb  saith  to  bee. 

As  welth  will  bring  thee  frendes  in  looring  wo  to 

proue. 
So  wo  shall  yeld  thee  frendes  in  laughing  welth  t» 

looa: 
With  wisedome  chuse  thy  firand;  with  rertoe  him 

letaine: 
Let  vertue  be  the  gnmnd«  wo  /Ml  it  aot  b0  rMui 
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POEIfS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTOBS. 


THE    LOUER    LAMENTETH  OTHER    TO 
HAVE  THE  FRUTES  OF  HIS  SERVICE. 

SoMB  men  would  think  of  right  to  bane. 

For  their  trne  meaning,  some  reward: 

But  while  that  I  do  cry  and  crane, 

I  tee  that  othen  be  preferd. 

I  gape  for  that  I  am  debard: 

I  fiure  as  doth  the  hound  at  hatch, 

Tlie  worse  T  spede,  the  longer  I  watch. 

My  wastefiill  wille  is  tried  by  tnist; 
My  fond  fansie  is  mine  abuse; 
For  that  I  would  refiraine  my  lusti 
For  mine  auaile  I  cannot  chuse 
A  will,  and  ytt  no  power  to  use: 
A  will  no  will,  by  reason  just. 
Sins  my  will  is  at  others  lust. 

They  eate  the  hony,  I  hold  the  hhie; 
I  sow  the  sede,  they  repe  the  come; 
I  waste,  they  winne;  I  draw,  they  drioc) 
Theirs  is  the  thank,  mine  is  the  sooroe; 
I  seke,  they  spede  t  in  wast  my  winde  is  wone; 
I  gape,  they  get,  knd  gredely  I  soaldie. 
Still  worse  I  spede,  the  lenger  I  watche. 

I  &st,  they  fede;  they  drink,  I  thurst; 
They  laugh,  I  waile;  they  joy.  I  mourne; 
They  gaine,  I  lose,  I  have  the  wurst; 
They  whole, I  sicke ;  they  cold;  I  bume; 
Tbey  leape,  I  lye;  they  slepe,  I  tosse  and  tome; 
I  wcHdd,  th^  may ;  1  crane,  they  have  at  will; 
That  helpeth  them;  lo  eruelty  doth  me  kiU. 


OF  THE  SOTTELTIB  OF  CRAFTY  LOVERS, 

SoGH  waiward  waies  have  tome  when  folly  stiires 

their  braines. 
To  foin  and  plain  full  oft  of  lone,  when  least  they 

fele  his  paines ;  [store. 

And  for  to  shew  a  grief,  such  crsft  have  they  in 
That  they  can  hah,  and  lay  a  salue,  wberas  they 

fole  no  sore: 
As  hound  unto  the  foote,  or  dog  unto  the  bow, 
80  are  they  made  to  vent  Iwr  out,  whom  bent  to 

looe  they  know,  [driftes, 

Hist  if  1  should  describe  one  hundred  of  their 
Two  hundred  wits  besides  mine  own,  1  should 

put  to  their  shiftct :  [dere, 

Ko  woodman  better  knowcs  how  for  to  lodge  his 
Nor  shipman  on  the  sea  that  more  hath  Aill  to 

guide  the  stere; 
Kor  l»eatendogge  to  herd  can  warer  chose  his  game, 
Kor  sciioleman  to  bis  fonsie  can  a  seholler  better 


Then  one  of  these  which  haveold  Quids  are  in  ore. 
Can  seke  the  waies  unto  their  miode,  a  woman  to 

allure. 
As  round  about  a  bine  the  bees  doswarme  ahray, 
So  round  about  the  house  they  prese  wherin  they 

seke  their  pray: 
And  whom  they  so  b«Kge,  it  is  wonderous  thiog. 
What  crafty  engins  to  assault  these  wily  waniers 

bring:  [fro, 

The  ejre  as  soont  and  watch  to  stirre  both  to  and 
Doth  seme  to  stale  her  here  and  there,  where  she 

doth  come  and  goe;  ,   [l>ut; 

The  tong  doth  pleade  for  right,  as  heranld  of  tiie 
And  botii  the  handes,  as  otatoors,  do  seme  to 

poni  their  put: 


So  shewes  the  countenance  then  with  these  fowre 

to  agree,  [swoniebee: 

As  though  in  witnes  with  the  rest  it  would  hers 
But  if  she  then  mistrust,  it  wooMe  tume  blacke  to 

white: 
For  that  the  woorier  lokes  most  imothy  when  he 

would  fiunest  bite. 
Then  wit,  as  councellor,  a  heipe  for  this  to  fiode^ 
Straight  makes  the  hand,  as  secretair,  forthwith 

to  write  his  minde : 
And  so  the  letters  straight  embassadours  are  made. 
To  treate  in  haste  for  to  procure  her  to  a  better 

trade; 
Wherin  if  she  do  think  al  this  is  but  a  shewe. 
Or  but  a  subtile  masking  dofce  to  hide  a  crafty 

shrewe.  [thefleU: 

Then  come  they  to  the  lanne,  then  shewe  they  in 
Then  muster  they  in  oolonrs  strange,  the  waies 

to  make  her  yidd:  [in: 

Then  shoote  they  batry  of^then  oompasse  they  her 
At  tilt  and  tnmey  oft  they  strioe  this  sdly  soul  to 

win;  [forth  tbdr  soqg. 

Then  sound  they  on  their  lutes,  then  strain  they 
Then  rumble  they  with  instruments  to  lay  her 

quite  along :  [and  watch ; 

Then  horde  they  her  with  eiftOi  then  do  they  woo 
Then  night  and  day  tbey  labour  hard  this  rimple 

'  hold  to  catch. 
As  pathes  within  a  wood,  or  tomes  within  a  mase. 
So  then  they  shewe  of  wiles  and  craftes  they  can  a 

thousand  waies. 


OF  THE  VANITY  OF  MANS 

Vayhb  is  the  fleting  welth 
Wberon  the  worid  stayes, 
Sith  stalking  time  by  priny  st^th 
Encrocheth  on  our  dayes. 

And  elde  which  creepeth  fast. 
To  taint  us  with  her  wounde, 
Will  tume  ecbe  blisse  unto  a  blas^ 
Which  lasteth  but  a  staunde. 

Of  youth  the  lusty  floure. 
Which  whilome  stode  in  price, 
Shall  ranish  quite  within  an  hoor% 
As  fire  consumes  the  ice. 

Where  is  become  that  wight. 
For  whose  sake  Troy  towne 
Withstode  the  Grekes  till  ten 
Had  rasde  their  walls  adowne  ? 


fight 


Did  not  the  woreies  consume 
Her  canon  to  the  dust? 
Did  dieadfoll  death  forbears  his  fiime 
For  beauty,  pride,  or  lust? 


THE  LOVER  NOT  REGARDED  IN  EARK^ 
ESTSVTB,  BEING  BECOME  WISER^  RE- 
FVSETH  HER  PROFRED  LOVE. 

Do  way  your  physike,  I  faint  no  more; 
The  sahie  you  sent,  it  comes  too  late: 
You  wist  well  al  my  grief  before. 
And  what  I  suffired  for  your  sake: 
Hole  is  my  hart,  I  plaine  no  more, 
A  new  the  core  did  undertake. 
Wherefore  do  way,  you  come  too  late. 


THB  TESTAMENT  OF  THE  HAWTHORNE. 
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For  whilM  you  knew  I  wm  your  own. 
So  long  in  Tnine  yuu  mode  me  gape, 
An4  tbo'  my  faith  it  were  well  knowne, 
Yet  small  regard  thou  toke  thereat; 
But  now  the  blast  is  orerblbwne. 
Of  taine  phisicke  a  salne  you  shape, 
Wbeifore  do  way,  you  oome  to  late. 

How  long  to  thit  have  I  bene  ftdnt 
To  gape  for  mercy  at  your  gate; 
Untill  the  time  I  ipide  it  plaine. 
The  pitie  and  you  fell  at  debate: 
For  my  redresie,  then  was  I  faine 
Your  serrice  deane  lor  to  forsake, 
Wberibrs  do  way,  you  oome  too  late. 

For  when  I  brent  in  eodlesae  fire. 
Who  raled  then  but  cruel  hate? 
So  that  unneth  I  durst  desire 
One  looke  my  feruent  heate  to  slake : 
Therfbre  another  doth  me  hjnne. 
And  all  the  profer  that  you  make. 
Is  made  in  vainey  and  comet  to  late* 

For  when  I  asked  recompenoe. 
Which  cost  you  nought  to  graunt,  Ood  wat: 
Then  said  disdaine,  too  great  expence 
It  were  for  you  to  graunt  me  that: 
Therfore  do  way  your  rere  pretence 
That  yon  woidd  binde  that  erst  you  brake. 
For  lo  your  salue  comes  all  too  late. 


TRS  COBiPLAiJrr  OF  A  WOMAN  RAVISH- 
ED,  AND  ALSO  MORTALLY  WOUNDED. 

A  CRUEL  tiger  al  with  teeth  bebled, 

A  bloody  tirantes  hand  in  eche  degree; 

A  lecher  that  by  wretched  lust  was  led, 

(Alas)  deflowred  my  Tiiginitee: 

And  not  contented  witli  this  viUanie, 

Nor  with  thoutmgtous  tenour  of  the  dedot 

With  bloudy  thirst  of  greater  crueltie. 

Fearing  his  heinous  gilt  should  be  bewimled. 

By  crying  death  and  Yengeanca  openly. 

His  violent  hand  forthwith,  alas,  he  layd 

Upon  my  guiltles  sely  childe  and  me: 

And  like  the  wretche,  whom  no  horrour  dismayde, 

Drowode  in  the  sinke  of  depe  iniquities 

Misusing  me  the  mother  for  a  time. 

Hath  slain  us  both  for  ck>aking  of  his  crime. 


TWE  LOVER  BEING  MADE  THRALL  BY 
LOVE,  PECEIVETH  HOW  GREAT  A 
LOSSE  IS  UBERTIB. 

Ah!  libertie!  now  haue  I  learned  to  know, 
By  lacking  thee,  what  iewell  I  poasest. 
When  I  receined  first  from  Cupids  bow 
Hie  dMdIy  wound  that  festreth  in  my  brest. 

So  fisrre  (alas)  forth  strayed  were  mine  eyes, 
That  I  ne  might  relraine  them  back;  for,  lo. 
They  in  a  moment  all  earthly  thinges  despise. 
In  heanenly  sight  now  are  they  fixed  so. 

What  then  for  mt,  but  sUI  with  maied  sight. 
To  wonder  at  that  excellence  diuinci 
Where  loue  (my  freedome  hauing  in  despight) 
Bath  made  me  thral,  through  errour  of  mine  eyen. 


For  other  guavdon  hope  1  not  to  haue. 

My  foltring  tong  so  basheth  ought  to  cmue. 


THE  DIVERSE  AND   CONTRARIE   PAS- 
SIONS  OP  THE  LOVER. 

HoLDfRG  my  peace,  alas!  how  loud  Icrie, 
Pressed  with  hope  and  dread  euen  both  at  ones. 
Strained  with  death,  and  yet  I  cannot  die: 
Burning  in  flame,  quaking  for  cold  that  grooes; 
Unto  my  hope,  withouten  winges  I  flie; 
Pressed  with  despair,  and  breaketh  all  my  bones; 
Walking  as  if  I  were,  and  yet  am  not: 
Paining  with  mirth,  most  inwardly  with  mones. 

Hard  by  my  help,  unto  my  helth  not  nie, 
Mids  of  the  calme  my  ship  on  rock  it  rones. 
1  senre  unbound,  fast  fettred  yet  I  lie, 
Instede  of  milke  that  fede  on  marble  stones; 
My  most  wil  is,  that  I  do  espie. 
That  workes  my  ioyes  and  sorowes  both  at  ones: 
In  coutraires  standeth  al  my  losie  and  gaine. 
And  lo  the  gittleste  causeth  al  my  peine. 


THE  TESTAMENT  OP  THE  HAWTHORNS. 

1 9SLY  haw,  whose  hope  is  past 
In  fiiithful,  true,  and  fixed  minde; 
To  her  wbom  that  1  serued  last, 
Haue  all  my  ioyfolness  resignde; 
Because  I  know  assuredly. 
My  dieng  day  approacbeth  ny. 

Dispaired  hart,  the  carefull  nest 
Of  all  the  sighes  that  kept  in  store, 
Conuey  my  carefull  corps  to  rest. 
That  leaues  his  ioy  for  euermore. 
And  when  the  day  of  hope  is  past, 
Oeue  op  thy  sprite  and  sigh  thy  last. 

But,  or  that  we  depart  In  twaine. 
Tell  her  I  loued  with  all  my  might, 
That  though  the  corps  in  clay  remaine. 
Consumed  to  ashes,  pale  and  white; 
And  though  the  yitall  powres  do  ceasse. 
The  sprete  shall  loue  her  nathelesse. 

And  pray  my  lines,  lady  dere, 
During  this  lit  Je  time  and  space 
That  I  haue  to  abiden  here, 
Mot  to  withdraw  her  wonted  grace. 
In  recompensing  of  the  paine 
That  I  riial  haue  to  part  in  twaine. 

And  that  at  least  she  will  witsaue 
To  graunt  my  iust  and  last  request; 
When  that  she  shal  behold  his  grauc. 
That  lyeth  of  life  here  dispossest. 
In  record  that  I  once  was  hers. 
To  bathe  the  frosen  stone  with  teares. 

The  serrice  tree  here  do  1  make. 
For  my  executour  and  my  frende; 
That  lining  did  not  not  me  forsake. 
Nor  will  I  trtot  vnto  my  end. 
To  see  my  body  well  conveide. 
In  ground  where  that  il  ibaJl  bt  layde^ 
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POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


Tombed  vadenieftfa  a  goodly  oke, 
With  iny  gcene  that  last  is  bound: 
There  this  my  graue  I  haoe  bespoke. 
For  there  my  ladies  name  doth  soond; 
Beset  eaen  as  my  testament  tels, 
With  oken  leanes  and  Dothiog  els. 

Or%oen  whereon  sbal  be  exprest, 
"  Here  lyeth  the  body  in  this  phoe, 
Of  him»  that  lining  neoer  cest 
To  seme  the  Purest  that  ever  was: 
The  eoips  b  here,  the  hart  he  gaoe 
To  her  for  whom  he  lietb  in  granb" 

And  also  set  about  my  bersse 
IVo  lamps  to  bnme,  and  not  to  queint. 
Which  sbal  betoken  and  rehersse. 
That  my  good  will  was  neuer  spent. 
When  that  my  corps  was  layd  alow. 
My  ^irit  did  swear  to  serae  no  mo. 

And  if  yon  want  of  ringing  bels. 
When  that  my  corps  goth  into  graue, 
Bepete  her  name  and  nothing  els. 
To  whom  that  I  was  boaden  slaoe: 
When  that  my  life  it  shall  unfmme, 
My  sprete  shal  toy  to  heare  her  name. 

With  dolefoll  note  and  piteons  sound* 
Whtrwith  my  hart  did  cleaoe  in  tiraine; 
With  such  a  song  lay  me  in  ground;  . 
My  sprete,  let  it  with  her  remalne 
That  had  the  bodv  to  command, 
Till  death  therof  did  make  an  end. 

And  enen  with  my  last  bequest. 
When  I  shall  from  this  life  depart, 
I  geve  to  her  1  looed  best 
My  iusty  my  true,  wd  faithful  hart; 
Signed  with  hand  as  cold  as  stone, 
Of  him  that  lining  was  her  owne. 

And  if  he  here  might  line  againe 
As  Phenix  made  by  death  anew, 
Of  this  she  may  assure  her  plaioe. 
That  be  will  still  be  iust  and  true. 
Thus  farewell  she  on  line  my  owne. 
And  send  her  ioy  when  I  am  gone. 


THB  LOUBR  IN  DESPAiRE,  LAMEm'ETH 

HIS  CASE. 

Adieu,  desert,  how  art  thou  spent? 
Ah !  dropping  tears,  bow  do  ye  waste? 
Ah !  scalding  sighes,  how  be  ye  spent. 
To  pricke  them  forth  that  will  not  haste? 
Ah !  pained  hart,  thou  gapst  for  grace, 
Euen  then  where  pitie  hath  no  place. 

As  easy  it  is  the  stony  rocke 
From  place  to  place  for  to  remooe. 
As  by  thy  plaint  for  to  prouoke 
A  froisen  hart  from  hate  to  lone: 
What  should  I  say?  Such  is  thy  lot, 
To  lawne  on  them  that  force  thee  not. 

Thus  mayst  thou  safoiy  say  and  sweare, 
That  rigour  raigneth  and  mth  doth  faile, 
In  thanklesse  thongfats  thy  thoughtes  do  weare; 
Thy  tntth,  thy  faith  aiay  noogfat  avaSa 


For  thy  good  wilt,  why  should  thoai » 
Still  graft,  where  grace  it  will  not  gimrl 

Alas!  poie  hart,  thus  hast  thou  spent 
Thy  flowring  time,  thy  pleasant  jrerea : 
With  sighing  voice  wepe  and  lament; 
For  of  thy  hope  no  frute  apperes: 
Thy  true  meaning  is  paide  with  scome. 
That  euer  soweth  and  lepcth  no  cone. 

And  where  thou  sekes  a  quiet  port. 
Thou  dost  but  weigh  against  the  winde^ 
For  where  thou  gladdest  woldst  resort. 
There  is  no  place  for  thee  assinde: 
Thy  desteny  hath  set  it  so, 
That  thy  true  hart  should  cause  thy  wo. 


OF  HIS  MAJ8TRESSE,  M.  BAYE8. 

In  Bayes  I  boast,  whose  braunch  I  heare. 

Such  ioy  therin  I  fiode, 

That  to  the  death  1  shall  it  weare. 

To  ease  my  carefoU  miude. 

In  heat,  in  cold,  both  night  and  day. 
Her  vertue  may  be  «ene. 
When  other  frutes  and  flowers  decay. 
The  Bay  yet  growes  full  grene; 

Her  beries  fode  the  birdes  fall  oft; 
Her  lenes  swete  water  make. 
Her  bowes  be  set  in  every  loft 
For  their  swete  sAvoors  sake: 

The  birds  db  shhiwd  them  fttNB  the  cold. 
In  her  we  daily  see; 
And  men  made  arbers  as  they  wold. 
Under  the  pleasant  tree. 

It  doth  me  good  when  I  repaire 
There  as  these  Bayes  do  grow, 
Where  oft  I  waike  to  take  the  aire. 
It  doth  delight  me  so. 

But  lo  I  stand,  as  I  were  dame. 
Her  beauty  for  to  Uase, 
Wherwith  my  sprites  he  onereooia. 
So  long  thereon  1  gase. 

At  last  I  tume  vnto  my  walk. 
In  passing  to  and  fro. 
And  to  my  self  I  smile  and  tall^ 
And  then  away  I  go. 

Why  smilest  thou?  say  lokers  on. 
What  pleasure  hast  thou  found? 
With  that  1  am  as  cold  as  stone^ 
And  ready  for  to  swunde. 

Fie,  fie  for  shame,  sayth  Fmsie  than. 
Pluck  up  thy  fainted  hart. 
And  speak  thon  boldly  like  a  man 
Shrink  not  for  litle  smartf 

Wherat  I  Mwfh  and  change  taj  eheve 
My  senteft  wkm  so  weofce, 
O  Ood,  tMnk  I,  what  make  I  here. 
That  neoer  a  word  may  speaker 

1  daft  not  sigh,  lest  t  be  beafdi 
My  lokes  I  slyly  oast, 
Attd  stin  I  staad,  as  one  #ere  schpS^ 
Until  my  ttonnaf  be  paiL  . 


: 
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Theii'kapy  hap  doth  me  renitttj 
The  blood  comes  to  my  face; 
A  merier  man  is  not  alius. 
Then  I  am  in  that  case. 

Thus  alter  sorow  seke  I  rest; 
When  fled  is  fancies  fit : 
And  thongh  I  he  a  homely  gest, 
Before  the  Bayes  I  sit; 

Where  I  do  watche  till  kanes  do  fall : 
When  winde  the  tree  doth  shake. 
Then,  though  my  branche  be  very  small. 
My  leafe  away  I  take. 

And  then  I  f^o  and  clap  my  bandes. 
My  hart  doth  leap  for  joy. 
These  Bayes  do  ease  me  from  my  bandet, 
That  long  did  me  annoy; 

For  when  1  do  heholde  the  same, 
Which  makes  so  fair  a  show, 
I  finde  therin  my  maistres  name. 
And  le  her  vertoes  grow. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAmETff  BIS  HAnTY 
LOUE  NOT  RMUJTED. 

Whcn  PboBbiis  had  the  serpent  slaine. 

He  elaymed  Cupids  boe, 

Which  strife  did  tume  him  to  great  paine; 

The  story  well  doth  proue; 

For  Cupide  made  him  fele  much  woe. 

In  sekiog  Ot^nes  lone. 

This  Cupide  bath  a  shafle  of  kindcf 
Which  wounded  many  a  wight; 
Whose  golden  bed  had  power  to  bindc 
Eche  hart  in  Venus  bandes; 
This  arrow  did  on  Phebus  light. 
Which  came  from  Cnpides  handes. 

Another  shaft  was  wrought  in  spight. 
Which  lieaded  was  with  lead; 
Whose  natura  quenched  swete  delight 
That  louers  most  embrace. 
In  Daphnes  brest  this  cruel  head 
Had  foande  a  dwelling  place* 

But  Phebus,  fond  of  bis  desire. 
Sought  after  Daphnes  so; 
He  burnt  with  heat,  she  felt  no  fire. 
Full  fast  she  fled  him  fro: 
He  gate  but  hate  for  his  good  wyll. 
The  gods  assigned  so. 

My  cave  with  Phebus  may  compare ; 
His  hap  and  mine  are  one: 
I  cry  to  her  that  knowes  no  care. 
Yet  seke  I  to  her  most: 
When  1  approche,  then  is  she  gone : 
Thus  is  my  labour  tost. 

Now  blame  not  me,  but  bl»me  the  tb^ft. 
That  hath  the  golden  head; 
And  blame  those  gods  that  with  their  enft. 
Such  arrowes  forge  by  kinde; 
And  blame  the  cold  and  heaTy  lead. 
That  doth  my  ladiaa  minde* 


A  PRAISE  OP  M.  M. 


In  court  as'  I  beheld  the  beautie  of  eche  dame. 
Of  right,  me  thought,  from  all  the  rest  should  M. 

steale  the  same ; 
But  er  1  ment  to  judge,  I  vewed  with  such  advise. 
As  retchlesse  dome  should  not  inoade  the  boundes 

of  my  deoise :  [within. 

And  whiles  I  gased  long,  such  heate  did  brede 
As  Priamus  towne  felt  not  more  flame,  when  did 

the  bale  begin. 
By  reasons  rule,  ne  yet  by  wit  peroeiue  I  could. 
That  M.  ftce  of  earth  y  fbunde,  eqjoy  such  beautie 

should; 
And  fisnsie  doObted  that  from  heauen  bad  Venua 

come,  [yet  doth  blome  ; 

To  norish  rage  in  Britaines  heartes,  while  cbrage 
Her  natiue  hue  so  stron«  with  colour  of  the  rose, 
That  Paris  would  haue  Helene  left,  and  M.  beauty 

chose. 
A  wight  farre  passing  all,  and  is  more  fair  to  sene. 
Then  lusty  May  the  lodge  of  looe,  that  clothes  the 

earth  in  grene ; 
So  angel  like  she  shines,  she  semeth  no  mortal 

wight,  [selfe  to  spight: 

But  one  whom  Nature  in  her  fbige,  did  frame  her . 
Of  beauty  princesse  chief;  so  makelesse  doth  she 

rest;  [paine  in  breast: 

Whose  eye  would  glad  an  heaoy  wight,  and  prison 
I  waxe  astonied  to  see  the  feator  of  her  shape. 
And  wondred  that  a  mortall  hart  such  heauenly 

beames  could  scape. 
Her  Jimmes  so  answering  were  the  mould  of  her 

faire  fkce :  [beauties  grace : 

Of  Venus  stocke  she  semde  to  spring  the  roote  of 
Her  presens  doth  pretend  such  honour  and  estate. 
That  simple  men  might  gesse  her  birth,  if  folly 

bred  debate: 
Her  lokes  in  hartes  of  flint  would  such  affects 

impresse,  [yeres  increase. 

As  rage  of  flame,  not  Nilus  streme*,  in  Nestors 
Within  the  subtile  seat  of  her  bright  eyen  doth 

dwell  [frecdome  sel. 

Blind  Cupide  with  the  pricke  of  paine,  thatprinces 
A  paradice  it  is,  her  beauty  to  behold, 
Where  natures  ttnffe  so  full  is  founde,  that  iia- 

tores  ware  is  solde. 


AN  OLD  LOUER  TO  A  YONG  GENTIE' 

WOMAN 

Tb  are  to  yong  to  bring  me  in; 

And  I  too  old  to  gape  (or  flies; 

I  bane  teo  long  a  louer  been : 

If  such  yong  babes  should  bieare  mine  eyf  a; 

But  .trill  the  ball  before  my  face, 

I  am  content  to  make  you  play; 

1  wyll  not  see,  I  bide  my  face. 

And  tume  my  backe  and  runne  away. 

But  if  you  folow  on  so  fast. 
And  crosse  the  wayes  where  I  should  go, 
Ye. may  wave  wery  at  the  last. 
And  then  at  length  your  selfe  orethrow: 
1  meane  where  you  and  all  your  flocke. 
Devise  to  pen  men  in  the  pound: 
1  know  a  key  can  pioke  your  lock^, 
Atid  make  you  ruune  your  selfes  ongroyi;^ 


•    T 
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FOEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS; 


Some  hitde$  cu  Hi  the  stnvrie  corney 
And  flee  the  lime  that  Ibwleri  set; 
And  some  are  ferde  of  enery  thorne; 
And  fo  thereby  they  icapc  the  net: 
But  some  do  light,  and  never  loke, 
And  seetb  not  who  doth  stand  in  waiVs, 
As  flshe  that  swallowe  up  the  hoka. 
And  is  begiled  through  the  baite. 

But  men  can  loke  before  they  leape^ 
And  be  at  price  for  euery  ware^ 
And  peaiworlhes  cast  to  bye  good  chcape; 
And  in  eche  thing  have  eye  and  cave: 
But  he  that  Mnntiy  nmnes  on  bed. 
And  seetb  not  what  the  race  shal  be, 
Is  like  to  bring  a  foole  to  bed; 
And  thus  ye  get  no  more  of  me. 


TH£  LOVER  FOBSAKETB  BIS  VNKIND 

LOVE. 

Fabbwbll  thou  frosei^iiart,  and  eares  of  hardned 

stele: 

Thou  lackest  yeres  to  undersUnd  the  griefo  that  I 

did  fi^e:  [thee, 

The  gods  rerengt  my  wrong  with  equal  plage  on 

What  pleasure  shal  prick  foith  thy  youth  to  learn 

what  loue  shal  be: 

Perchance  tbonproueit  now  to  scale  blind  Cupides 

holde,  [thy  carde«  are  told: 

And  matcbest  where  thou  maiest  repent  when  all 

But  blush  not  thou  therforej   thy  betters  haue 

done  so. 
Who  thought  they  had  retainde  a  done,  when  they 

but  cought  a  crow: 
And  some  do  lenger  time  with  lofty  lokes  wee  see, 
That  ligbtes  at  length  as  low  or  worse  then  doth 
the  betell  bee.  [hie, 

Yet  let  thy  hope  be  good,  such  hap  may  fell  from 
Hiat  thou  maist  be,  if  fortune  serue,  a  prmcesse 

er  thou  die; 
If  chaunce  prefone  the  so,  alas  pore  sely  man. 
Where  shall  I  scape  thy  cruel  handes,  or  seke  for 
succour  than?  [lesse  blood, 

'God  shild  such  greedy  wotues  should  lap  in  gilt- 
And  send  short  homes  to  hurtfiiU  beds  that  rage  I 

like  lions  wood, 
I  seldome  see  the  day  but  malice  wanteth  might. 
And  batefoU  hartes  have  ncuer  bap  to  wteke  their 

wrath  aright 
The  madman  is  unmete  a  naked  sword  to  gidle, 
And  more  unfit  are  they  to  clime  that  are  ore> 

come  with  pride. 
I  touch  not  thee  herein,  thou  art  a  fewcon  sure^ 
That  can  both  sber  and  stoup  sometime,  m 
)  cast  up  the  lure.  pist; 

The  pecock  ttath  no  place  in  thee,  when  tbovshalt 
Far  «ome  no  soner  make  a  signe,  but  fbao  per* 
oeinekt  the  flstr  [giMe; 

They  haue  that  I  do  want,  and  tiiat  hath  thee  be- 
The  lacke  that  thou  doat  see*  fn  me  d«th  make  the 

lokefo  wilde: 
My  luring  is  not  good,  it  liketh  not  Ifiine  eare; 
My  call  it  is  not  halfo  io  swete,  as  wonld  to  God 

it  were. 
Well  wanton,  yet  beware  thou  do  no  tiring  take 
At  euery  hand  that  wouMe  thee  fede,  or  to  the* 
frtndship  make^ 


This  oounoell  take  oi  him  that  ought  Cbee  Mice  Kta 

lore; 
Who  hopes  to  mete  thee  after  this  aoMmg  the 

latutes  aboue.  [p^^cer 

But  here  within  this  worlde,  if  he  may  sbonne  the 
He  rather  asketh  pftsent  death,  then  to  behokt 

thyfece. 


THE  LOUER  PREEERRETH  BIS  LADY 
ABOUE  ALL  OTHER. 

Rbsignb;  you  dames,  whom  tikding  brute  de* 

light. 
The  goldn  praise  the  flatteries  tromp  doth  aonnd. 
And  Tassels  be  to  her  that  claims  by  right. 
The  tytle  just  that  first  dame  beauty  found, 
Wh<i8e  dainty  eyes  such  sograd  baites  do  hide, 
As  poyson  harts  where  glims  of  love  do  glida. 

Come  eke,  and  see  how  heanen  and  naCorw 
wrought 
Within  her  fece,  where  framed  is  such  ioy, 
As  Priams  sonne  in  vaine  the  seas  had  sought. 
If  halfe  such  light  had  bad  abode  in  Trey; 
For  as  the  golden  sonne  doth  darke  ech  stane. 
So  doth  her  hue  the  fayrest  dames  as  faircw 

Ech  heauenly  gift,  ech  grace  that  nature  could. 
By  art  of  witt  my  lady  lo  retaines^ 
A  sacred  head  so  heapt  with  heares  of  gold; 
As  Phebus  bearoea  for  beauty  ferre  It  staines: 
A  sugred  tong  where  eke  such  swetnesse  snowes^ 
That  well  it  semes  a  fountain  where  it  flowea. 

Two   laughing   eyes  to  linked  with  pleasing 
As  would  entice  a  tygen  hart  to  serue;       [lokes^ 
The  baite  is  swete,  but  eager  be  the  hookes. 
For  Dyane  sekes  her  honour  to  preserve: 
Thus  Amndell  sits  throned  still  with  feme. 
Whom  enmies  tromp  cannot  attaint  with  shafflei 

My  dased  head  so  daunted  is  with  heapes 
Of  giffcs  divine  that  barber  in  her  brest; 
Her  heauenly  shape;  that  lo  my  verses  Ieaps» 
And  touch  but  that  wherin  she  dowdes  the  rest: 
For  if  I  should  her  graces  all  recite. 
Both  time  should  want,  and  I  should  wonden  write» 

Her  chere  so  awete,  so  cristal  is  her  eyes. 
Her  month  so  smal,  her  lips  so  liuely  red. 
Her  hand  so  fine,  her  wordes  so  swete  and  wis^ 
That  Pallas  semes  to  soionme  in  her  bed: 
Her  vertoes  great  her  form  as  fer  ezcedes. 
As  sunne  the  shade  that  mortall  creatures  leades. 

Would  God  that  wretched  age  would  spare  to 
Her  liuely  hew,  that  as  her  graces  rare         [raoe 
Be  goddeste  like,  even  so  her  goddcnc  fece 
Might  neuer  change,  but  still  oontinoe  feire. 
That  eke  in  after  time  ech  wight  may  see 
How  vertue  can  with  beauty  beare  degree. 


THE    LOUER    LAMETfTETB    THAT  HM 
WOULD  FORGE  AT  LOUE,  AND  CANNOT. 

Ajuis  when  shall  1  ioy? 
When  shall  my  wolull  heart 
Cast  focth  the  Iblish  toy 
That  bredeth  all  my  smart  I 
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A  thoasand  timet  and  mo 
1  bmve  attempted  sore 
To  rid  this  rettlcBse  wo. 
Which  caigneth  more  aod  mote. 

Bat  when  remembrance  post 
Hath  laid  dead  coals  together, 
Olde  lone  renewes  his  blast. 
That  cause  my  ioyet  to  wither: 
Then  sodainly  a  spark 
Startes  out  of  my  desire. 
And  lepes  into  my  hart. 
Setting  the  coals  a  fire. 

Then  reaion  runnes  about 
To  seke  ibigetftil  water 
To  qnench  and  cleane  pnt  oot 
The  cause  of  all  this  matter. 
And  saithy  dede  flesh  must  nedes 
Be  cot  out  of  the  core; 
For  rotten  wither*d  weides 
Can  heale  no  greuous  sore. 

But  then  eoen  lodainly 
The  fement  heat  doth  slake. 
And  cold  then  straineth  me. 
That  makes  my  bodte  shake : 
Alaa,  who  can  endure 
To  snfier  al  this  peine. 
Sins  her  that  should  me  cure. 
Most  cruel  death  hath  slaina. 

Weill  well,  I  say  no  more. 
Let  dead  care  for  the  dead; 
Yet  wo  is  me  theilbre, 
I  mutt  attempt  to  leade 
Ooe  other  kym^e  of  life 
Then  hitherto  I  haue. 
Or  els  this  paine  and  strife. 
Will  bring  me  to  my  grane. 


S0NGE8    WRirrEN  BY  N.  G.» 
OF  THE  NINE  MUSES. 

Imps  of  kyng  Jove,  and  queen  Remembrance  lo 
The  sisteii  nine,  the  poets  pleasant  fefei. 
Caliope  doth  stately  stile  bestow, 
And  worthy  praises  paintes  of  princely  perei. 

Clion  in  solem  songes  reneweth  all  day. 
With  present  yeres  oonjosrning  age  bypaaty 
Delightftil  taike  loues  comical  Thaley, 
In  ftesh  grene  youth  who  doth  lyke  lawrd  last. 

With  Toyces  tngicall  souodes  Melpomen 
And  as  with  cheynes  thallored  eare  she  byndes. 
Her  fltriogea  when   Terptioor  duth  touch,  eoen 

then 
She  toucbeth  bartes,  and  raigneth  in  mens  myndes: 

Fme  Erato,  whose  looke  a  lioely  chore 
Prewnta,  in  dancing  kepes  a  comely  grace. 
With  semely  gesture  doth  Polymnie  store, 
Whoae  woides  whole  routet  of  rankes  do  role  in 
place. 

Uranie  her  globes  to  view  all  bent. 
The  ninefold  heauen  obseroes  with  flbied  face; 
The  blastes  Euterpe  tunes  of  instrument,  [chase. 
With  solaea  sweet,  hence  my  heauy  dunpcs  to 

>  Nic  OriiBoald. 


Lord  Phebos,  in  the  myds,  (whose  haaoenly 
These  ladyes  doth  inspire)  embracetb  alL   [sprite 
Hie  graces  in  the  muses  weed,  delite. 
To  Ind  them  forth,  that  men  in  maxa  they  hXL 


MVSONIUS  TBS  PBIWSOPRERS  SAYJNG. 

In  working  well,  if  travell  you  sostaine. 

Into  the  winde  shall  lightly  passe  the  paine; 

But  of  the  dede  the  glory  shall  renaine. 

And  cause  your  name  with  worthy  wights  to  raigae. 

In  working  wrong,  if  pleasure  you  attaine, 

The  pleasure  soon  shal  vade,  and  voide  as  Taine: 

But  of  the  dede  throughout  the  life  the  shame 

Endures,  defacing  you  with  fbwle  defame; 

And  stil  torments  tie  minde  both  night  and  day; 

Scant  length  of  time  the  spot  can  wash  away. 

Flee  then  yl-suading  pleasures,  baites  untrue, 

And  noble  Tertues  nire  renown  pursue. 


DVSCRIPCION  OF  VERTOE. 

What  one  art  thou,  thus  in  tome  weed  yclad? 
Vertue,  in  price  whom  auncient  soges  had. 
Why  porely  rayd?  for  fiMliag  goodes  past  care. 
Why  double  fmatd}  I  marke  ech  fortunes  fore. 
This  bridle  what?  Mindes  rages  to  restrains. 
Tooles  why  beare  you  ?  I  lore  to  take  great  paynt. 
Why  winges?  I  teach  abooe  the  starres  to  flye. 
Why  tread  yon  death?  1  onely  cannot  dye. 


ai 


PRAISE  OF  MBASURE-KEPINO. 

The  auncient  time  commended  not  for  nought 
The  mean :  what  better  thinge  can  there  be  sought? 
In  meane  is  virtue  placed;  on  either  side. 
Both  right  and  left,  amisse  a  man  shall  slide. 
Icar,  with  Sire  hadst  thou  the  midway  flown, 
Icarian  beck  by  name  had  no  man  known. 
If  middle  path  kept  had  proud  Phaeton 
No  burning  brand  this  earth  had  folne  upon: 
Ne  cruel  power,  ne  none  too  soft  can  raigne;    ^ 
That  kepes  a  meane,  the  saaie  shall  stil  remaioe. 
Thee  Julie  once  did  too  much  mercy  spill; 
Thee  Nero  stem,  rigor  extreme  did  kill. 
How  coulde  August  so  many  yeres  well  passe? 
Nor  overmeke  nor  overferce  he  was: 
Worship  not.  Joue  with  curious  fancies  vaiD, 
Nor  him  despise;  bold  right  atwene  these  twaia. 
No  wastfull  wight,  no  gredy  groom  is  praizd. 
Stand  largesse  just  in  c^gall  ballance  paixd. 
So  Catocs  meal  surmountes  Antonius  chere. 
And  better  fome  his  sober  fore  hath  here. 
Too  lender  building  bad,  as  bad  too  grosse; 
One  an  eye  sore,  the  totber  falles  to  losse. 
As  medcines  helpe  in  measure,  so  (God  wot) 
By  overmuch  the  sicke  their  bane  have  got. 
Unmete  me  semes  to  utter  this  mo  waies; 
Measure  forbids  unmeasurable  praise. 


MANS  UFE,  AFTER  POSSIDONIUS  OR 

CRATES. 

What  path  list  you  to  tread?  what  trade  will 

you  assay? 
The  courts  of  plea  by  brauk  and  bate  drive  gentle 

peace  away. 
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In  hoofle,  for  wife  and  child,  there  is  bnt  caric  and 

care^ 
With  tranel  and  with  toyl  ynough  in  fidda  we 

uae  tofore. 
Upon  the  eeaa  lieth  dread  $  the  riche  in  foreign 

land  [sen  porely  stand. 

Doo  femre  the  losser  and  there  the  poore  like  my- 
Strife  with  m  wile;  witboat  your  thrift  fiiU  harde  to 

see:  [to  be. 

Yong  brats  a  troble,  none  at  all,  a  mayme  it  semes 
Tooth  fonde,  age  bath  no  hart,  and  pinchetb  all 

to  nie;  [to  die. 

Choose  then  the  leefer  of  these  two,  no  life,  or  soon 


METROBORIUS   MINDS  TO  THE  CON- 

TRARIE. 

What  race  of  lyfe  roon  you?   what  trade  will 

yon  assay?  [day. 

Id  courts  is  glory  got„  and  witt  increased  day  by 
At  home  we  take  oor  ease,  and  beak  our  selves 

in  rest: 
The  fieldes  our  nature  do  refresh  with  pleasures  of 

the  best. 
On  seas  is  gain  to  get;  the  straunger  he  shall  be 
Estemed,  having  much,  if  not,  none  knoweth  his 

lack  but  he. 
A  wife  will  trim  thy  house;   no  wyfe  then  art! 

thou  free.  [to  thee.  ^ 

Brood  is  a  louely  thing :  without,  thy  lyfe  is  loose 
Young  bloodes  beatrong;  olde  syres  in  double 

honour  dwel :  [all  is  well. 

Do  way  the  choyse,  •*  No  lyfe  or  soon  to  dye,"  for 


OF  FRmi>SHJP. 


Op  an  the  heaueoly  gifts  that  mortal  men  com- 
mend, [afriende? 
What  trusty  treasure  in  the  world  can  counteruaile 
Our  helth  is  soon  decayed;  goodes  casnal,  ligfati 

and  vain ; 
Broke  have  wee  seue  the  force  of  powre,  and  honour 

suffer  staiD. 
In  bodies  lust  man  doth  raeroble  but  base  bmte, 
True  rertue  gets  and  kepes  afrende:  good  goyde  of 

ourpursute;  [ease: 

Whose  harty  2ea1e  with  ours  accords  in  euery 
No  terme  of  time,  no  space  of  plaoe,  no  atorme 

can  it  defiice. 
When  fickle  fortune  failes,  this  knot  endnreth  still. 
Thy  kin  out  of  their  kind  may  swerte,  when 

'  frendes  owe  thee  good  will : 
What  sweter  solace  sliatl  befoll,  then  one  to  'finde. 
Upon  whose  brest  thou  mayst  repose  the  secrets 

of  thy  minde? 
He  waileth  at  thy  wo ;  his  teares  with  thine  be  shed ; 
With  theedoth  he  all  ioys  inioy,  so  Icfe  alyfo  is  led. 
Behold  thy  frende,  and  of  thy  selfo  the  pateme  see, 
One  soul  a  wonder  shall  it  seeme  in  bodies  twaine 

to  be;  [sound. 

In  absence  present;  rychmiwant;   in  sicknease 
Yea  after  death  aliueoaist  thou  by  thy  sure  frende 

be  found. 
Eche  bouse,  eche  "towne,  eche  Teakae  by  sledfast 

lone  doth  stande; 
Where  fowie  debate  bvedes  bkler  bate  in  edie  di- 

uidedlande. 


O  fiendship,  flowr  of  floveia,  O  liady  sfliite  of 
lyfe,  [stanch  of  strife: 

O  sacred  bond  of  Uissfol  peace,  the  stalworth 
Scipio  with  Ldins  didat  thou  coigoyn  in  care; 
At  home,  in  wanes,  for  weale  and  wo,  with  eqall 

feith  to  fare. 
Gesippus  eke  with  Tite,  Damon  with  Pythias; 
And  with  Menethus  sonne  Achill  by  thee  com- 
bined was: 
Eoryalus  and  Nisns  gaue  Virgil  cause  to  sing: 
Of  Pyiades  doo  many  rimes  and  of  Orestes  ring. 
Downe  Theseus  went  to  bell,  Pirith  his  frend  to 
finde;  [mates  so  kynd, 

O  that  tbe  wiues  in  these  our  dales  wer  to  their 
Cicero  the  frendly  man,  to  Attieus,  his  frende. 
Of  frendship  wrote,  such  couples  lo,  doth  lot  but 
seldom  send.  [there  see^ 

Recount  thy  race  now  ronne,  how  few  shalt  thou 
Of  whom  to  say,  This  same  is  he  that  neuer  failed 

mee? 
So  rare  a  Jewell  then  most  nodes  be  holden  dere: 
And  as  thou  wilt  esteme  thy  aeUe,  so  take  thy 

chosen  fere. 
The  tirant  in  dispaire  no  lacke  of  gold  bewayls. 
But  out,  I  am  undone  (aaith  he)  for  all  ny  frend- 
sbips  failes:  fkiDde, 

Wherfore  sins  nothing  is  mom  kyndly  for  oor 
Next  wisdome  thos  that  teacheth  ua,  tove  wee  the 
frendfoU  vinde. 


TBE  DEATH  OF  ZOROAS,  JK  EGIPTIAN 
ASTRONOMER,  IN  THE  FIRST  FIGHT 
THAT  ALEXANDER  MAD  WITH  THS 
PERSIANS. 

Now  clattering  armes,  now  raging  broyls  of  warre» 
Gan  pasA  the  noyes  of  dredfuU  trompetts  clang, 
Shrowded  with  shafts  the  heaueo;  with  cloude  of 

diMts 
Covered  the  ayre.    Against  full  fetted  bulls 
As  forceth  kyndled  yre  the  lyons  keen; 
Whose  greedy  gutts  the  gnawiug  honger pricks: ' 
So  Macedoas  against  tlie  Persians  fare. 
Nor  corpses  hyde  the  pncpurde  aoyle  with  blood  ; 
Large  slaughter  on  eclie  side;  but  Perses  more: 
Moyst  fieldes  bebled,  theyr  hartes  and  numbers 

bate; 
Fainted  while  they  gene  backe,  and  fall  to  Aightau 
The  lightening  Maeedon  fay  awoades,  by  gleavt9» 
By  haihdB«Bd  tronpea  of  fotemen,  wiUi  his  gaide, 
Speedes  to  Darie,  but  hjrm  bis  ncrest  kyn. 
Chute  preserues,  with  horsemen  on  a  plump 
Before  his  carr,  that  none  the  charge  should  gew: 
Here  grunts,  here  groans,  echewhere  strong  yoolk 

is  spent: 
Shaking  her  btoudy  hands,  Bellone,  among 
The  Perses  soweth  all  kind  of  cruel  death. 
With  throte  ycut  he  roores;  he  lyeth  along. 
His  entrailes'with  a  launce  throueh  girded  quite, 
Hym  smites  the  club :  him  woundes  ferre  stryk- 

ingbow: 
And  him  the  sling;  and  him  the  shining  saroovd^ 
He  dieth,  he  is  all  dead,  he  paates,  he  rastes. 
Right  oner  stood.  In  anew  white  armor  bimue. 
The  Jdemphite  Zoroas,  a  conoiDg  claike> 
To  whom  the  heanen  lay  oipeo,  as  his  bokej 
And  in  celestiall  bodies  he  could  tell 
The  mouing,  meting,  liglil^*ai|pact,  eclips. 
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And  Infloeoce,  and  consteflacions  all; 
What  earthly  chances  would  betide;  what  yere 
Of  plenty  storde,  what  signe  fbrewanied  derth, 
How  winter  gendreth  snow;  what  tempemture 
In  the  primetyde  doth  season  well  the  soyi ; 
Why  somer    bumes;    why  autnmne  hath  ripe 

grapes. 
Whither  the  circle  quadrate  may  become. 
Whether  our  tunes  heauens  harmony  can  yelde, 
Of  four  biggins  among  themsdues  howe  great 
Proporeioa  is;  what  sway  the  erring  lightes 
Doth  send  in  course,  gayne  that  fyrst  mouing 

heanen ; 
What  grees  one  from  another  distant  be. 
What  Starr  doth  lett  the  hurtfull  Sire  to  rage, 
Or  him  more  mylde  what  opposition  malces. 
What  fyre  doth  qualifye  Mauorses  fyre, 
What  house  eche  one  doth  seke,  what  planett 

raignes 
Within  this  hemis  sphere,  or  that  small  things 
I  speake,  whole  heanen  be  cloaeth  in  his  brest. 
This  sage  then  in  the  starres  had  spyed  the  fates 
Threatned  him  death  without  deky;  and,  sithe 
He  saw  he  could  not  fktall  order  change, 
Foreward  he  prest  in  battaile,  that  he  might 
Mete  with  the  rulers  of  the  Macedoins; 
Of  his  right  hand  desirous  to  be  riaine, 
The  boldest  heume,  and  worthiest  in  the  fieilde; 
And  as  a  wight,  now  wery  of  his  lyfe, 
And  seking  death;  in  fyrst  front  of  his  rage. 
Comes  desperately  to  Alexanders  fisce; 
At  him  with  darts  one  after  other  throwes; 
With  reckles  words  and  clamour  him  pronokes. 
And  sayth,  Neetanabs  bastard,  shameAili  stayne 
Of  mothers  bed,  why  losest  thou  thy  strokes 
Cowardes  among?  Tume  thee  to  me,  in  case 
B^anhod  there  be  so  much  left  in  thy  hart: 
Come  fight  with  me,  that  on  my  helmet  wea^e 
Apolk>e8  lanrell  both  fbr  learnings  laude. 
And  eke  for  martiall  praise;  that  in  my  shidd 
The  seuen  fold  sophie  of  Mineme  contein, 
A  match  more  mete,  syr  king,  then  any  here. 
The  noble  prince  amoued  takes  rutbe  upon 
The  willull  wight,  and  with  soft  wordes  ayen, 

0  monstrous  man  (quoth  he)  what  so  thou  art, 

1  pray  thee  Hue,  ne  do  not  with  thy  death 
This  lodge  of  Ion;,  the  Muses  mansion  marre; 
That  treasure  house  this  hand  shall  nener  spoyle. 
My  sword  shall  neuer  bruse  that  skiUull  brayne. 
Long  gather'd  heapes  of  science  sone  to  spill;    * 
O  how  fisyre  frutes  may  you  to  mortall  men 
From  wisdoms  garden  geve?— How  many  may 
By  yon  the  wiser  and  the  better  prone? 

What  error,  what  mad  moode,  what  frcvizy  thee, 
Perswades  to  be  downe  sent  to  depe  ATeme, 
Where  no  artes  flourish,  nor  no  knowledge  vailes 
For  all  these  sawes?  When  thus  the  souereign 

said. 
Alighted  2Soroas,  with  sword  unsheathed. 
The  careless  king  there  smote  above  the  greue. 
At  th'opening  of  his  quishes  wounded  him. 
So  that  the  blood  down  rayled  on  the  ground : 
The  Macedon  perceiuing  hurt,  gan  gnash. 
Bat  yet  his  mynde  he  bent,  in  any  wise 
Him  to  forbear:  sett  spnrrs  unto  his  stede. 
And  tumde  away,  lest  anger  of  his  smarte 
Should  cause  reuenger  hand  deale  balefull  blowes. 
But  of  the  Macedonian  chiefUines  knights. 
One  Meleager  could  not  beare  this  sight. 
But  laa  apon  the  said  Egyptian  reuk, 


And  cut  him  in  both  knees:  He  fell  to  groand 
Wherewith  a  whole  rout  came  of  souMieun  steme, 
And  all  in  pieces  hewed  the  sely  seg. 
But  happily  the  soule  fled  to  the  starres, 
Where,  under  him,  he  bath  full  sight  of  all, 
Whemt  he  gased  here  with  reaching  looke. 
The  Persians  wailde  such  sapience  to  fbrgo. 
The  very  fone,  the  Macedonians,  wisht 
He  would  haue  liued :  king  Alexander  self 
Demde  him  a  man  vnmete  to  dye  at  all ; 
Who  won  like  praise  for  conquest  of  his  yre. 
As  fbr  stout  men  in  field  that  day  subdued : 
Who  princes  tanght  how  to  disceme  a  man. 
That  in  his  bed  so  rare  a  jewel  beares. 
Bat  oner  all  those  same  Camenes,  those  same, 
Deuine  Camenes,  whose  honour  he  procurde. 
As  tender  parent  doth  hys  daughters  weale. 
Lamented,  and  fbr  thankes,  all  that  they  can. 
Do  cherish  him  deceast,  and  set  him  fret, 
From  dark  obliulon  dt  deuouring  death. 


^m 


MARCUS  TULUVS  CICEROE'S  DEATH. 

TasRFORB,  when  restless  rage  of  wynde  and 

wane. 
He  saw:  By  firtes,  alas,  calde  fi»r,  (qnod  he) 
Is  hapless  Cicero;  sayle  on,  shape  coarse 
To  the  next  shore,  and  bring  me  to  my  death. 
Perdy  these  thankes,  reskued  from  civil  1  sword. 
Wilt  thou  my  country  pay?  1  see  myne  end: 
So  powers  diuine  so  bid  the  gods  abooe. 
In  citie  saued  that  consul  Marcus  shend. 
Speaking  no  more,  but  drawing  from  depe  hart 
Great  grones,  eoen  at  the  name  of  Rome  rehearst; 
His  eies  and  chekes  with  showres  of  teares  he- 

washt; 
And  (though  a  route  in  daily  daunger;  wome) 
Wl.    forced  face  the  shipmen  held  th«i£.teares  ; 
And  strivjmg  long  the  seas  rough  fiood  to  passe. 
In  angry  windes  and  stormy  showres  made  way. 
And  at  the  last  safe  ancred  in  the  rode. 
Came  beany  Cicero  a  land;  with  pain. 
His  fainted  lyms  the  aged  sire  doth  draw. 
And  round  about  their  master  stood  his  band. 
Nor  greatly  with  their  own  hard  hap  dismaydi. 
Nor  plighted  &ith  prone  in  sharpetime  to  breake. 
Some  swordes  prepare ;  some  theyr  dere  lord  assist; 
In  littour  laid,  they  lead  him  unkouth  wayes. 
If  so  deceave  Antoniua  cruell  gleaues. 
They  might,  and  threats  of  following  routs  escape r 
Thus  lo,  that  Tullie  went,  thatTulHus, 
Of  royal  robe  and  sacred  senate  prince. 
When  he  a  fkr  the  men  approche  espieth; 
And  of  his  fbne  the  ensignes  doth  acknowe, 
And  with  drawn  sworde  Popilius  threatning  death; 
Whose  life  and  hole  estate,  in  hazard  once 
He  had  preservde,  when  Rome,  as  yet  too  free. 
Herd  him,  and  at  his  thundring  voice  amazde: 
Herennius  eke,  more  eyger  than  the  rest. 
Present,  enflamde  with  forie,  him  pursues. 
What  might  he  do?  Should  he  use  in  defence 
Dysarmed  handes,  or  pardon  ask  for  mode  ? 
Should  he  with  wordes  attempt  to  turne  the  wrath 
Of  th' armed  knight,  whose  safeguard  he  had 

wrought? 
No;  age  forbids,  and  fixt  within  depe  brest 
His  countre3rs  loue,  and  fallidg  Homes  ymage; 
The  charret  turn,  sayth  he,  let  loose  the  raines^ 
Ronn  to  the  undesenred  death;  me,  lo. 
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Hatb  PbdNM  fovle,  «c  nwcngcr  foiewundey 
And  Jove  deiires  a  new  beanens  man  to  make 
Bnitaa  and  Casoni  Mmlsy  line  3rou  in  blitte? 
In  caie  yet  all  the  fcten  gainstriue  as  not. 
Neither  shall  wee,  perchaunce,  dye  unreuenged. 
Now  faaue  I  lined,  O  Rome!  ynougb  for  me; 
My  patted  life  nought  sufiereth  me  to  doot 
Noytome  oUiuioo  of  the  lothtome  death. 
Slea  me :  yet  all  the  o&pring  to  oome  thaU  know, 
And  tkit  decent  tball  bring  etemAl  life; 
Yea,  and  (unletse  I  fiiyle,  and  all  in  vaine: 
Rome,  I  tomtime  thy  augnr  choten  was) 
Mot  enermore  shall  nrendly  fbrtane  thee 
Favour,  Antoniut :  once  the  day  tball  come» 
When  her  dear  wightty  by  cruel  ipigbt  thnt  tlaine. 
Victorious  Rome  shall  at  thy  bandt  require : 
Me  likes  tberwhile,  go  te  the  hoped  heauen. 
Speche  had  he  left,  and  therwith,  be,  good  man. 
Hit  tbrote  prepard,  and  held  bis  bed  unmov'd. 
His  hasting  to  those  fates  the  very  knigbtet 
Be  loth  to  tee,  and  rage  rebated,  when 
They  bit  bare  neeke  bebeMy  and  hit  hoare  bearet; 
Scant  cookl  they  hold  the  tearet  that  furth  gan 

bunt. 
And  afanott  faU  from  bloody  handt  the  twordet; 
Only  the  tteme  Herenniut,  with  grjrm  looke, 
Dattardt,  why  ttand  yon  ttill?  be  tayeth:  and 

ttrmigfat 


Swapt  of  the  bed  with  bit  pretomptnont  ynnL 
Ne  with  that  tianghter  yet  be  is  not  filde : 
Fowl  thame  on  thame  to  beape,  it  bis  ddite. 
Wherefore  the  bandes  also  doth  be  off  smyte. 
Which  dnrtt  Antoniut  life  to  linely  paint. 
Him  yelding  ttrained  gbott,  from  welkin  hie, 
Whith  lothy  chere  lord  Phebut  gan  behold. 
And  in  black  dowd,  they  tay,  long  hid  hit  bed. 
The  Latine  mutet  and  the  gracet  they  wept. 
And  for  hit  foil  eternally  shall  wepe: 
And  lo,  hert  perdng  Pitho,  (strange  to  tell) 
Who  bad  to  him  sufBsde  both  sense  and  woides. 
When  so  be  spake;  and  drest  with  Nectar  toote 
That  flowing  toQg,  when  hit  wind  pipe  discloade. 
Fled  with  her  fleing  frend,  and  (out  alas) 
Hath  left  ther  earth,  ne  will  no  more  retume: 
Ftopitins  flieth  therwhile,  and  leauing  there 
The  tenseleu  stock,  a  griezely  si^t  dotb  beare. 
Unto  Antonius  boord,  with  mischief  fed. 


OF  M.  T.  CICERO. 

For  Tnllie  late  a  tomb  I  gan  prepare, 
When  Cynthicy  thus,  bad  me  my  labour  tparer 
Such  manor  thinget  become  the  dead,  quoth  hee» 
But  TuUy  lines,  and  ttill  aliue  tball  bee« 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  GEORGE  GASCOIGNE. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 
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1  HE  life  of  tlbis  ingenious  poet  has  long  been  involved  in  obscurity.  Most  of  his  bio- 
graphers have  either  not  seen  hb  works,  or  have  not  read  them  with  attention,  and  the 
rarity  of  all  the  editions  for  many  years  past  has  prevented  curious  inquirers  from  an 
opportunity  of  resolving  their  doubts.  Anthony  Wood's  life  of  Gascoigne  \b,  upon 
the  whole,  more  free  from  errors  than  might  have  been  expected  in  a  biographer  who 
was  wont  to  imdervalue  the  sons  of  the  Muses.  Bishop  Tanner's  and  Dr.  Berkenhoufa 
accounts  are  abridged  from  Wood,  but  a  very  judicious  sketch  may  be  seen  in  the  first 
volume  of  the  Censura  Literaria,  and  in  addition  to  that,  and  other  notices  scattered 
over  the  same  useful  publication,  I  am  now  enabled  Jto  avail  myself  of  a  manuscript 
[/me  written  by  the  late  Richard  Oough,  Esq.  for  the  Biographia  Britannica,  and,  what 
probably  may  be  considefed^  as  of  more  importance,  of  a  pamphlet  of  uncommon  rarity, 
which  has  lately  been  brought  to  light,  after  a  concealment  of  nearly  a  century. 

Bishop  Tanner  is  the  first  who  notices  this  pamphlet,  under  the  title  of  ^*  A  Remem- 
brance of  the  well  employed  life,  and  godly  end  of  George  Gascoigne,  Esq.  who  de- 
ceased at  Stamford  in  Lincolnshire,  7th  October  1577,  reported  by  George  Whetstone.'^ 
But  it  is  very  extraordinary  that  the  learned  prolate  should  inform  us  of  this  pamphlet 
bemg  in  his  possession,  and  at  the  same  time  express  hb  doubt,  "  Viia  an  nostri  <m 
alius  Ceo,  Gascoigniif*  when  a  very  slight  inspection  must  have  convinced  him  that  it 
could  be  no  other,  and  that,  in  its  principal  fkcts,  it  agreed  with  the  account  he  had 
just  transcribed  from  Wood.  Since  the  antiquities  of  poetry  have  become  a  feyourite 
study,  many  painful  mquiries  have  been  made  after  this  tract,  but  it  could  not  be  found 
in  Tanner's  library,  which  forms  part  of  the  Bodleian,  or  in  any  other  collection,  pri- 
vate or  public,  and  doubts  were  entertamed '  whether  such  a  pamphlet  had  ever  existed. 

'  This  ought  not  to  bare  been  tiie  cue.  Us  Heriieft  mentions  tbat  Af^gm  bnd  a  licence  to  print  it, 
wbicb  1  find,  by  the  books  of  the  Stationers*  Company,  was  granted  on  the  fifteenth  of  November 
U77.    a  . 
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Aboat  thne  yean  ago,  hofwever,  if  was  disooveied  in  the  oolledioii  of  a  deceased 
gentleman^  a  Mr.  Voight  of  the  Custom-house,  Londoo,  and  was  purchased  at  his 
sale  by  Mr.  Malone.  It  consists  of  about  thirteen  pages  small  quarto,  bUck  letter, 
and  contains,  certainly  not  much  Jtfe^  but  some  particulars  unknown  to  h»  biognqphers, 
which  are  now  incorporated  in  the  following  sketch,  and  a  transcript  of  the  whole  is 
subjoined. 

George  Gascoigne  was  bom  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  iamily  in  Essex,  and  was 
son  and  heir  of  sir  John  Gascoigne,  who,  for  some  reason  not  aarigned  in  Whetstone's 
account,  chose  to  disinherit  him.  Previously  to  this  harsh  step,  he  had  been  privately 
educated  under  a  clergyman  of  the  name  of  Nevinson,  perhaps  Stephen  Nevinsoo, 
L.L.D.  piebendary  and  commissaiy  of  the  dly  and  diocese  of  Canterbury.  After 
this  be  was  removed  either  to  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  Wood  says,  he  *'  had  his  edu- 
cation m  both  the  universities,  though  chiefly,  as  he  conceives,  m  Cambridge;**  but 
Gascoigne  himself,  in  his  Steele-Glasae,  mforms  us  that  he  was  a  member  of  the  uni- 
verrity  of  Cambridge,  without  mentionmg  Oxford.  His  progress  at  Cambridge  b  un- 
known; but  he  removed  fiom  it  to  Gray*s  Inn,  for  the  purpose  of  studying  the  law. 
It  is  probable  that  in  both  places  he  wrote  a  considerable  number  of  his  poems,  those 
of  the  amatory  kmd  particufaoly,  as  he  seems  to  include  them  among  his  youthfol 
follies. 

Wood  now  informs  us,  that  Gascoigne,  *^  having  a  fumblmg  and  unfoied  head,  left 
Gray's  Inn,  went  to  various  cities  in  Holland,  and  became  a  soldier  of  note,  which  he  after- 
wards professed  as  much,  or  more,  as  learning,  and  therefore  made  him  take  this  motto. 
Tarn  Marti  q%uan  Mercurio.  From  thence  he  went  to  FVance  to.  visit  the  fashions  of 
the  royal  court  there,  where  he  foil  in  love  with  a  Scottish  dame.'*  In  this  there  is  a 
mixture  of  truth  and  error.  The  story  of  the  Scottish  dame  has  no  better  foundatioQ 
than  some  lines  in  his  Herbes,  written  probably  in  an  assumed  character.  His  beiiig  in 
France  b  yet  more  doubtfol,  and  perhaps  the  following  »  nearly  the  foct  While  at 
Gray's  Inn  he  mcurred  the  expences  of  a  fashionable  and  courtly  life,  and  was  obliged 
to  sell  hb  patrimony,  whatever  that  might  be;  and  it  would  appear  that  hbfother» 
dissatisfied  with  hb  extravagance,  refused  him  any  forther  assistance,  and,  probably 
about  thb  time,  disinherited  him. 

Without  blammg  hb  father,  unless  by  calling  hb  dinnheritanGe  ''  a  froward 
deed,'*  he  now  resolved  to  assume  the  airs  of  mdependenoe,  m  hopes  that  hb  courtly 
friends  would  render  him  in  reality  mdependeat;  but  he  soon  found,  what  b  no  un- 
common case,  that  their  favours  were  not  to  be  obtained  without  solicitations  incom- 
patible with  a  proud  spirit  A  more  honourable  resource  then  presented  itself.  William, 
prince  of  Orange,  was  at  thb  time  endeavouring  to  emancipate  the  Netheriands  from 
the  tyranny  of  the  Spanish  monarch,  and  Gascoigne,  prompted  by  the  hope  of  gain* 
ing  laureb  in  a  field  dignified  by  patriotic  bravery,  emlNuked  on  the  19th  of  March 
1572,  for  Holland.  The  vessel  bemg  under  the  guidance  of  a  drunken  Dutdi  pilot 
was  run  aground,  and  twenty  of  the  crew  who  had  taken  to  the  long  boat  were 
drowned.  Gascoigne,  however,  and  hb  friends,  remained  at  the  pumps,  and  being 
enabled  again  to  put  to  sea,  landed  safe  in  HoUand.  Hie  drunkenness  of  the  pilot  ho 
never  foigot: 

"  Wei  pisste  at  lengtii,  smong  the  dranken  Dolch.*' 

Having  obtamed  a  captain's  commission  under  the  prince  of  Orange,  he  **  acquired 
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CQdnsideiad»le  military  reputation ;  but  ap  unfortuDate  quarrel  with  his  colonel  retarded 
bis  canoer.  Conscious  of  hb  deserts^  he  repaired  immediately  to  Delfj  resolved  to 
resign  his  commission  to  the  hands  from  which  he  received  it;  the  prince  in  vain  endea* 
VQuring  to  close  the  breach  between  his  officers. 

^*  While  this  negociatlon  was  mediating,  a  circumstance  occurred  which  had  nearly 
cost  our  poet  hb  life.  A  lady  at  the  Hague  (then  in  the  possession  of  the  enemy) 
with  whom  Gascoigne  had  been  on  intimate  terms,  had  his  portrait  in  her  hands  (his 
**  counteriayty"  as  he  calls  it),  and  resolving  to  part  with  it  to  himself  alone,  wrote  a 
letter  to  him  on  the  subject,  which  fell  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies  in  the  camp;  from 
this  paper  they  meant  to  h^ve  raised  a  report  unfavourable  to  his  loyalty;  but  upon  its 
leachiqg  his  hands,  Gascoigne,  conscious  of  his  fidelity,  laid  it  immediately  before  the 
prince,  who  saw  through  their  design,  and  gave  him  passports  for  visiting  the  lady  at 
the  Hague;  the  burghers,  however,  watched  his  motions  with  malicious  caution,  and 
be  was  called  in  derision  '<  the  Green  Knight."  Although  disgusted  with  the  ingrati* 
tude  of  those  on  whose  side  he  fought,  Gascoigne  still  retained  his  commission,  till  the 
prince  coming  personally  to  the  siege  of  Middleburg,  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  dis* 
playing  his  aeai  and  courage,  when  the  prince  rewarded  him  with  3()0  guilders  beyond 
bis  regular  pay,  and  a  promise  of  future  promotion.  He  was,  however,  surprised 
fioon  afler  by  3000  Spaniards  when  commanding,  under  captain  Sheffield,  500  English- 
men lately  landed,  and  retired  in  good  order,  at  night,  under  the  walls  of  Leyden. 
The  jealousy  of  the  Dutch  was  then  openly  displayed  by  their  refusing  to  open  their 
g^tes ;  our  military  bard  with  his  band  were  in  consequence  made  captives.  At  the 
expiration,  of  twelve  days  his  pien  were  released,  and  the  officers,  after  an  imprison- 
ment of  four  months,  were  sent  back  to  England." 

These  particulars,  so  accurately  gleaned  from  his  works  by  the  intelhgent  correspon- 
dent of  the  Censura  Literaria%  are  confirmed  in  some  measure  by  the  information  he 
«^ve  to  Whetstone.  In  this  he  adverts  to  his  heroic  spirit  in  volunteering  his  services 
tor  the  Dutch,  appeals  (0  <<  bis  slender  gaine,"  as  a  proof  what  little  share  avarice  had 
in  bis  conduct,  and  insinuates  that  after  he 

'*  Cacbt  by  sly  hapi  in  prison  vile  was  popt/* 

bisilife  would  have  been  in  danger,  had  he  not  exerted  his  utmost  eloquence  with  his 
foe,  whkby  we  aie  told,  he  was  enabled  to  do  by  bis  familiarity  with  the  Latin,  Italian, 
French,  and  Dutch  languages^. 

On  bis  return  to  England,  he  resided  partly  in  Gray's  bn,  and  partly  at  Waltham- 
stowe.  In  bis  Flowers  he  informs  us,  that  he  had,  m  the  midst  of  his  youth,  deter- 
mined to  aband(m4ill  vain  delights,  and  to  return  to  Gray*s  Inn,  there  to  undertake 
again  the  study  of  the  common  law ;  and  that  at  the  request  of  five  gentlemen  of  the 
Inn,  namely,  Francis  and  Anthony  Kinwelmersh,  Messrs.  Vaughan,  Nevile,  and  Courtop, 
be  wr^te  what  be  calU  bis  Mcanorks.    These  tasks,  however,  may  have  b?en  per- 

»  Vol.  I.  p.  109.  &c.    C. 

9  In  the  dedication  of  the  Hermit**  Tale  to  qaeen  Elizabeth,  hereafter  mentioned,  he  nys,  **  Such 
Italian  as  I  have  learned  in  London,  and  such  Latin  as  1  forgot  at  Caoibridfe,  such  Freiich  as  1  boiw 
rowed  in  Holland,  and  such  English  as  I  stole  in  Westmoreland,  even  such  and  no  better  have  I  here 
poured  before  yon."  From  this  lasl  expresiiont  the  writer  of  hip  iif«  in  the  Ceosora  thinks  he  may 
liave  been  a  native  of  Weitmor^lad.      C. 

VOL.  II.  GO 
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formed  at  an  earlier  period  of  life,  if  it  can  be  proved  that  he  left  the  Inn  twice  before 
this  time;  but  his  general  design  now  was  to  trust  to  his  wit,  and  to  "  ope  the  windows 
of  fab  Muse;"  in  other  words,  to  publish  his  early  poems^  and  those  other  works, 
written  m  his  more  serious  moments,  that  were  intended  to  counteract  the  licentious 
tendency  of  ha  amatory  verses.  As  a  general  apology  for  the  latter,  he  asserts  that 
they  *^  do  showe 

"  The  woes  of  lore,  bnt  not  the  wayes  to  lore." 

In  the  summer  of  1575,  he  accompanied  queen  Elizabeth  in  one  of  her  stately  pro*- 
gresses,  and  wrote  for  her  amusement,  in  the  month  of  July,  a  kind  of  mask,  entitled 
The  Princely  Pleasures  of  Kenelworth  Castle^.  Some  of  the  verses  were  not  only 
written,  but  spoke  by  him  on  this  occasion;  but  the  whole  of  the  entertainment, 
owing  to  the  unfavourable  weather,  was  not  performed.  Thb  piece  was  first  printed  in 
the  posthumous  edition  of  his  works. 

On  his  return  from  this  progress,  his  principal  residence,  whfle  preparing  his  works, 
was  at  Walthamstowe.  Here,  it  appears  by  Whetstone's  account,  he  wrote  The  Steele 
Glasse,  The  Glass  of  Government,  The  Delicate  Diet,  a  Book  of  Hunting^,  and  the 
Doom's  Day  Drum,  which  last  was  not  published  until  after  his  death.  He  left  other 
pieces  behind  him,  some  of  which  were  afterwards  printed  in  various  coUecdoDS,  but 
without  his  name. 

Although  he  enjoyed  the  esteem  of  many  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  and  the 
patronage  of  lord  Grey  of  Wilton,  the  earl  of  Bedford,  sir  Walter  Rawleigfa,  and 
other  persons  of  distinction,  yet  during  this  period  be  complains  <bitteriy  of  what  poets 
in  all  ages  have  felt,  the  envy  of  rivals  and  the  malevol^nee  of  critics,  and  seems  to 
intimate  that,  although  he  apparently  bore  this  treatment  with  patience,  yet  it  insen- 
sibly wore  him  out,  and  brought  on  a  bodily  distemper  which  his  physicians  conld  not 
cure.  In  all  his  publications,  he  takes  every  opportunity  to  introduce  and  bewail  the 
errors  of  his  youth,  and  to  atone  for  any  injury,  real  or  supposed,  which  might  have 
accrued  to  the  public  from  a  perusal  of  his  early  poems,  in  which,  however,  the  pro- 
portion of  indelicate  thoughts  is  surely  not  very  great. 

His  biographers,  following  the  Oxford  historian,  have  hitherto  placed  his  demise  at 
I.  Walthamstowe  in  the  year  1578 ;  but  Whetstone,  on  whom  we  can  more  certainly  rely, 
informs  us  that  he  died  at  Stamford  in  Lincolnshire,  Oct.  Jy  1577.  He  had  perhaps 
taken  a  journey  to  this  place  for  change  of  air,  accompanied  by  his  friend  Whetstone, 
who  was  with  him  when  he  died,  so  calmly  that  the  moment  of  his  departure  was  not 
perceived.  He  left  a  wife  and  son  behind  him,  whom  be  recommended  to  the  liberali- 
ty of  the  queen,  whether  successftdly,  or  what  became  of  them,  cannot  now  be 
known.  The  registers  of  Stamford  and  of  Walthamstowe  have  been  examined  withoat 
-  success^ 

Although  his  age  b  not  mentioned  by  any  of  lib  biographers,  yet  from  various  ex- 
pressions in  hb  works,  it  may  be  conjectured  that  it  did  not  exceed  forty  yean,  and 

4  See  many  corioas  particulars  of  this  entertainment  in  Nicfaolf  >  Progresses  of  Sueen  EUsabetfa,  • 

TOl.1.     C. 

s  This  is  not  known.    He  has  commendatory  Terses  before  Tai1)ervi]e*s  Art  of  Veaerie.    C. 
*  By  tha  author  of  bis  life  in  the  Ceosura  Literaria.    C 
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CTen  a  much  shorter  period  might  be  fixed  upon  with  great  probability.     His  stay  at 
Cambridge  was  perhaps  not  long;    in  1566^,  when  his  comedy  of  the  Supposes  was  , 
acted  at  Gray's  Inn,  he  was  denominated,  one  of  the  students.    In  one  of  his  prefaces, : 
he  calls  himself  of  middle  age;  his  ex|^oits  iq  the  army  are  consistent  with  the  prime  of 
life;  and  it  is  ceilain  that  he  did  not  survive  these  above  five  years. 

As  the  editions  of  Gascoigne's  works  are  all  extremely  scarce,  and  often  imperfect,  \ 
it  may  be  necessary  to  give  a  more  particular  account  of  them  than  has  yet  been  \ 
published. 

The  first,  and  by  far  the  roost  rare  edition  of  Gascoigne's  works,  is  a  quarto  volume 
printed  in  1572,  and  entitled  '*  A  Hundretb  sundrie  Flowres  bounde  vp  in  one  small 
Poesie.  Gathered  partely  (by  translation)  in  the  iyne  outlandish  Gardins  of  Euripides, 
Ouid,  PetrariLC,  Ariosto,  and  otliers:  and  partly  by  inuention,  out  of  our  owne 
fruitefuU  Orchardes  in  Englande :  Yelding  sundrie  sweete  sauors  of  Tragical,  Comical^ 
and  Mondl  Discourses,  bothe  pleasaunt,  and  profitable  to  the  well  smellyng  noses  of 
learned  Readers.  Meritum  petere,  graue.  At  London,  Imprinted  for  Richarde 
Smith." 

Thb  Tolume  contains,  *'  First  an  excellente  and  pleasante  Comedie  entituled  Sup- 
poses. The  seccNid,  the  wofuU  tragedie  of  Jocasta,  conteining  the  vtter  subuersion  of 
Tliebes.  Thirdly,  a  pleasant  discourse  of  the  aduentures  of  master  F.  J.  conteyning 
excellent  letters,  sonets.  Lays,  Ballets,  Rondlets,  Verlays  and  verses.  Fourthly,  diuers 
excellent  deuises  of  sundry  Gentlemen.  FifUily,  certayne  deuises  of  master  Gascoyne, 
conteyning  his  anothamie,  his  arrignement,  his  prayse  of  mutresse  Bridges  now  Lady 
Sands,  then  hb  praise  of  Zouche  late  the  kdy  Grey  of  Wilton.  Gascoyne  lib  pateion; 
libel!  of  diuorce;  praise  of  hb  mistresse;  Lullabie;  Recantation;  five  notable  deuises 
upon  fiue  sundry  theames  giuen  to  him  by  fine  sundry  Gentlemen  in  fine  sundry  meet- 
ers;  gloze  vpon  Damimis  iis  opus  halet;  good  morrowe;  good  night;  counsell  to 
Douglas  Diue;  counsell  to  Bartholomew  Wythipole;  Epitaph  vpon  Captaine  Bour- 
cher  lately  slayne  m  Zelande,  called  the  tale  of  the  stone;  deuise  of  a  maske;  wod- 
manship ;  gardenmg;  last  voyage  mto  Holland  m  Marche;  Lastly  the  dolorous  discourse 
of  Dan  Bartholomew  of  Bathe,  wherin  b  conteyned  his  triumphes,  hb  discourse  of 
loue,  his  extreme  passion,  hb  libcll  of  request  to  Care,  hb  last  will  and  testament,  hb 
larewel;  Last  of  all  the  reporter  ^" 

Of  thb  very  rare  edition,  only  two  perfect  copies  are  known,  one  which  was  in  Mr. 
Steevens's  collection,  and  a  second  in  Emanuel  college  library,  placed  there  probably 
by  Dr.  Farmer;  a  third,  nov^  before  the.  editor,  b  the  property  of  Thomas  Hill,  esq.        ^ 
and  was  completed  by  manuscript  from  Dr.  Farmer's  copy.    Mr.  Steevens's  account  of      y^^ 
it  ^vas,  that  it  differed  very  materially  from  its  successor  in  15879  tuid  contained  several^  V  v 
pieces  not  to  be  found  in  it :  it  was,  in  sliort,  an  unchastised  work,  publbhed,  as  it  should  \'   a^ 
seem,  without  tlie  formal  consent  of  Gascoigne,  though  not  perhaps  vrithout  his  con- 
nivance.   The  pages  in  ail  the  cities  extant  break  off  abruptly  at  16^1^  and  recom- 
mence at  20  J. 

*>  It  appean  from  the  records  of  Gray's  Ion,  that  In  1565  Geoig^  Gascoigne  bein^  eaUed  an  An- 
cient, paid  bis  fines  for  the  vacations  past,  to  complete  the  number  of  nine  vacations  required  by 
the  statutes  of  the  society.  If  this  was  the  poet,  which  is  very  probable,  his  pursuit  of  his  studies 
must,  at  this  time,  have  been  serious.    See  Malcolm's  Lond.  Rediv.  vol.  II.  p.  246. 

*  Ariosto  allegorized,  a  short  piece,  not  very  delicate,  is  the  onljr  omission  1  can  discovtc  in  tha 
jubsequent  editions.    C. 
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It  appears,  however,  from  bis  *'  Epistle  to  the  Reverend  Divines,"  prefited  to  tlic 
edition  of  1575,  that  he  made  a  present  of  the  pieces  in  this  volume  to  his  publisher, 
and  was  not  imwilling  the  same  should  be  imprinted  for  various  reasons  which  the 
reader  may  peruse  in  that  epistle.  As  to  the  interruption  in  the  paging,  although  it 
seems  to  indicate  the  cancelling  of  some  part,  yet  the  matter  and  number  of  the  page 
accords  with  the  table  of  contents  and  the  list  of  the  errata,  which  runs  from  folia  l53 
to  206 :  Mr.  Herbert's  supposition  that  difierent  prmters  were  employed,  will  not  ac- 
count for  so  large  an  omission. 

The  second  edition  is  entitled  "  The  Posies  of  Geoige  Gascoigne  Esquire.  Cor- 
rected, perfected,  and  augmented  by  the  Authour,  1 575.  Tom  Marti,  qvam  Meratrio. 
Imprinted  at  Loadon  by  H.  Bynneman  for  Richard  Smith.''  This  begins  with  a 
dedication  to  the  reverend  divines,  in  defence  of  his  former  publication.  An  address 
to  young  gentltmen,  and  an  advertisement  to  the  readers  generally;  and  contaiiis, 
after  many  commendatory  verses,  "FLOWERS,  viz.  The  Auotamie  of  a  Loner;  the 
arraignemente  of  a  Louer;  the  passions  of  a  Louer;  the  dinorce  of  a  Loner;  the 
Lullabie  of  a  Louer;  the  lamentation  of  a  Louer;  the  lookes  of  a  Louer  enaoMMred; 
tlie  lookes  of  a  Louer  forsaken;  the  recantation  of  a  Louer;  praise  of  lady  Sands; 
praise  of  lady  Grey;  praise  of  the  author's  mistresse;  Gascoigns  good  norrowe — ^good 
i,icriit_De  Prqfundis^memoms — an  Epitapli  upon  Captaine  Boulrcber;  a  deuise  of  a 
Maske;  the  refusall  of  a  Louer;  pryde  in  Court;  Despised  things  may  line;  in  tnut  is 
treason ;  the  constancie  of  a  Louer ;  the  frute  of  Foes;  a  Louer  once  warned  and  twice 
taken*  a  Louer  cncoragcd  by  fornSer  examples;  the  Historic  of  Dan  Bartholomewe  of 
Bathe ;  the  fnites  of  Warre.  HEARBES,  containing  The  Comedy  called  Supposes; 
The  Trac^edie  called  Jocasta ;  the  fruite  of  Reconciliation ;  the  force  of  true  Frendship; 
the  force  of  loue  in  strangers  3  the  praise  of  brownc  beautie;  the  Paitricfa  and  the 
Mcrlyn;  the  vertue  of  Ver;  the  complainte  of  a  Dame  m  absence;  the  praise  of  a 
Countesse;  the  affection  of  a  louer;  the  complaint  of  a  Dame  suspected;  a  riddle;  the 
shield  of  Loue;  the  glo«e  upon  Dominus  its  opus  kabet;  Gaseoignes  counsel  to  Diu^^ 
counsel  to  Wythipole — wodnianship — ^gardenings— -jonmey  into  Hollande.  WE£DES, 
containing,  The  ^uite  of  Fetters;  the  complaynt  of  the  green  Knight;  the  iiu«wel  to 
Fansie;  the  fable  of  Ferdinando  Jeronimi  and  Leonora  de  Velasco;  the  praise  of  a 
Gentlewoman  neither  fair  nor  wel  favoured;  the  praise  of  Phillip  Spanowe;  Faiewel 
with  a  mischief;  the  doale  of  disdaine;  Mars  in  despite  of  Vulcane;  Patioice  per- 
force; a  letter  for  a  yong  louer;  Dauid  saluteth  Bersabe;  Sone  acquainted,  sone  for* 
gotten;"  and  an  article  not  noticed  in  the  table  of  contents^  entitled  "  Certayne  notes 
of  Instruction  concerning  the  makmg  of  verse  or  ryme  in  English,  writtai  at  the  request 
of  Master  Edouardo  Donati/'  In  this  edition  the  pages  of  the  Flowers  run  from  1  to 
149,  and  Hearbes  from  1  to  290.  The  Certayne  Notes  of  Instniction  which  con- 
clude the  volume  are  not  paged. 

In  thb  edition,  it  is  more  material  to  notice  that  F.  L*  or  Freeman  Jones,  is  leered  to 
Ferdmando  Jeronimi;  Elinor  to  Leonora  de  Velasco,  Fraunces  into  Francischini;  and 
the  signatured  mitials  of  G.  T.  &c.  are  wholly  omitted. 

These  are  the  only  editions  of  Gascoigne's  poetry  collected  in  his  life-tinrie,  although 
Herbert,  p.  1077,  notices  an  edition  printed  in  157  5,  for  Christopher  Barker. 

His  separate  publications  appeared  mjhe  years  1575  and  1576.  The  first  vras  "The 
Glasse  of  Gouemement.  A  Tragical  Comedie  so  entituled,  bycause  therein  are  handled 
aswell  the  rewardes  for  Vertues^  as  also  the  punidunent  foi^  Vices.  'Done  by  Geoise 


Life  op  gascoigne.  4$$ 

Uhucoigoe  Esquire,  1575.  Blessed  are  they  tliat  feare  the  Lordc,  their  children  shalbe  • 
as  the  branches  of  Oliue  trees  rounde  about  their  table.  Seen  and  allowed,  according 
to  the  order  appointed  in  the  Qucenes  majesties  injunctions.  Imprinted  at  London  for 
C.  BarkerJ'  According  to  IJerbert,  there  was  a  second  edition  of  this  piece  in  the 
same  year.  The  dedication  noticed,  bj  Herbert,  in  these  editions,  to  sir  Owen  Upton,  is 
^vanting  in  the  copy  now  before  me. 

The  Steele  Glas  was  published  in  1576^  *'  A  Satyre  compiled  by  Georqe  Gascoigne 
Esquire,  togither  with  The  Complaint  of  Phylomene.  An  Eiegie  deuised  by  the  same 
A«ithor.  Tom  Marti,  qwm  Mercurio. .  Printed  for  Richard  Smith."  In  the  title  is  an 
ornamental  wooden  cut,  representing  Time  drawing  the  figure  of  Truth  out  of  a  pit  or 
cavenit  with  tbis  legend,  occulta  yeritas  temporb  patet.  Dr.  Percy,  in  whose 
Reljques,  Book  II [.  Vol.  2.  t{ib  device  b  copied,  with  some  variations,  observes  that  **  it 
is  nQt  improbable  but  the  accidental  sight  of  this,  or  some  other  title  page  containing  the 
s^me  device,  soggested  to  Rubens  that  well-known  design  of  a  similar  kind,  which  lie 
has  iptioduced  intp  the  Luxemburg  galleiy  (Le  Tems  decouvre  La  Verite),  and  which 
has  been  so  justly  censured  for  tfie  unnatural  manner  of  its  execution.*'  On  the  back 
of  tb^  title  is  Gascoigne.'s  portrait  in  armour,  ruff,  large  beard;  on  his  right  hand  a 
musket  and  bandaleers ;  on  hb  left,  books,  &c.  and  underneath  bis  motto  Tarn  Marti, 
&c.    Thb  edition  of  the  Steele  Glas  b  extremely  rare,  and  with  the  portrait,  yet  more 

In  th^  same  year  he  pubjished  '*  A  Delicate  Diet  for  daintie  mouthde  Drounkards: 
wherein  the  fowle  abuse  of  commcm  carowsing  and  quaffling  with  heartie  draughtes  b 
hpn^tly  a^monbhed.''  Imprinted  Aug.  22,  1576,  on  three  sheets,  octavo.  Thb  prose 
tract  was  ktely  republbhed  by  Mr.  Waldron,  in  hb  Literary  Museum,  from  a  copy,  the 
oqly  one  known,  in  the  possession  of  Mr*  Steevens.  The  Dedication  to  *'  the  Right 
WorshipfuU  hb  singuler  good  friend  Lewes  Dyve  of  Broomcham,  in  the  Countie  of 
Bedforde,  jgsqoyer''  b  datjcd  Aug.  IG,  1576:  it  b  partly  a  translation  from  St.  Au- 
gustine^  and  partly  compiled  from  other  authors,  with  a  view  to  prove  the  proposition, 
that  *<  all  droonkardes  are  beastes.'' 

The  Hermits  tale,  at  Woodstock,  1575,  b  printed  in  Mr*  Nichob^s  Progresses  of 
Queen  Elizabeth,  from  a  manuscript  m  the  British  Museum.  Mr.  Andrews,  in  his 
Continuation  of  Dr.  Henry's  hbtoiy,  has  the  foUowing  note ;  ^'  The  poet  Gascoigne, 
as  he  draws  hb  own  picture,  presenting  hb  book  to  Elizabeth,  has  a  pen  for  an  eav 
^nmm^  and  thus  he  sings, 

*'  Bebolde,  good  qaeene,  a  poett  with  a  speare^ 
(Straunge  f  ightes  well  mark'd  are  undentode  the  better) 
A  soldier  armde  with  pensyle  iii  his  eare. 
With  pen  to  fighte,  and  sworde  to  write  a  letter. 

Frontispiece  to  Gascoigne's  Translation  of  **  The  Herenyte.*' 

Some  verses  of  Oascoigne's  are  prefixed  to  Cardanus  comforte,  1576;  Hollyband's 
^'French  Littleton ;''  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert's  '<  Discourse,  of  a  Discoverie  of  a  new 
Passage  to  Catheia,^'  and  probably  to  other  works  of  contemporaries. 

The  only  posthumous  work  of  our  author,  published  in  1586^  is  entitled  ''The 
Droome  of  Doomes  Day.  Wherein  the  frailties  and  miseries  of  mans  life  are  lively 
portrayed  apd  learnedly  set  forth.    Deuided  as  appeareth  in  the  Page  next  following. 


I 


454  UFE  OF  6ASC0TGNE. 

TraDslafed  aud  collected  by  George  Gascoigne  Esqayre.     Tom  Marti  qwom  MeratruK 
At  London,  Imprinted  by  John  Windet,  for  Gabriel  Cawood:    dwelling  in  Paoles 
Churchyard,  at  the  signe  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  1586."    The  division  "  on  the  Ptege  next 
following,"  or  back  of  the  title,  will  give  the  reader  an  outline  of  thk  woik.    *'  Tliis 
work  is  deuided  into  three  partes,  the  first  whereof  is  entitnlcd,  Tke  Vieto  of  woritUy 
Vanities,  Exhorting  us  to  contempne,  all  pompes,  pleasures,  delights  and  vanities  of  this 
life.     And  the  second  part  is  named,  Tke  skame  of  siane.  Displaying  and  laying 
the  huge  greatnesse  and  enormities  of  the  same,  by  sundrie  good  examples  and 
parisons.    And  the  third  part  is  called.  The  Needels  £y«,  Wherein  wee  are  taught 
the  right  rules  of  a  true  Christian  life,  and  the  straight  passage  vnto  enerlasting  felidtie. 
Hereunto  is  added  a  prinate  Letter^  the  which  doth  teach  remedies  against  the  hitler* 
nesse  of  Death.**    In  the  dedication  to  hb  patron  the  eari  of  Bedford,  we  are  infoimcd 
that  this  work  b  principally  a  translation  from  an  old  volume  he  found  in  bb  libniy ; 
which  wanting  the  beginning  and  end,  he  could  not  aaoertain  the  author's  name;  tfmt 
he  was  prompted  to  translate,  arrange  and  publish  the  same,  partly  to  atone  for  nis- 
pent  time,  and  partly  in  consequoice  of  the  suggestion  of  a  fiiaid,  who,  after  allowiiig^ 
hb  poetry  its  foil  merit,  said  ''  bee  woulde  like  the  gardiner  much  better  if  he  would 
employ  his  spade  in  no  wone  ground,  then  either  diuinitie  or  moial  philosopbie."  The 
dedication  b  dated  <'  From  my  lodging  where  1  finbhed  thb  trauafle  in  weake  plight  for 
health  as  your  good  Lordshippe  well  knoweth  thb  2  of  Maye,  1576.*'  The  fnivate  letter 
at  the  end  of  the  woik,  teaching  remedies  agamst  the  fear  of  death,  b  said  to  have  been 
written  by  J.  P.  to  hb  familiar  friende  G.  P. 

In  1587,  the  third,  and  most  complete  edition  of  hb  works  was  published,  under  the 
title  of  *'  The  whole  woorkes  of  Geoi^  Gascoigne  Esquire :  Newlye  compykd  into 
one  Volume,  That  is  to  say :  Hb  Flowers,  Hearbes,  Weedes,  the  Fruites  of  warre,  the 
Comedie  called  Supposes,  the  Tragedie  of  Jocasta,  the  Steele  Glasse,  the  complamt  of 
I^ylomene,  the  Storie  of  Ferdinando  Jeronimi,  and  the  pleasure  at  Kenelwofth  Castle. 
London,  Imprinted  by  Abell  Jeffes,  dwelling  in  the  Fore  Streete,  without  Creq>iegate^ 
neere  unto  Grubstreete,**  small  quarto,  b.  I.  Thb  b  an  uniform  edition  of  the  pieces 
mentioned^  and  may  be  reckoned  the  bcst^  except  that  the  errors  pointed  out  in  the 
former  editions  are  not  corrected  in  thb. 

The  testimonies  to  Gascoigne's  merit  by  hb  contemporaries  are  so  numerous,  that  we 
are  at  a  loss  to  know  who  those  enemies  were,  and  ydhat  their  numbers  and  foroe,  which 
gave  Gascoigne  that  uneasiness  of  which  he  complains  with  all  the  bitteniess  of  wounded 
senubility.  Besides  the  eulogies  prefixed  to  hb  works,  he  b  celebrated  by  Gabiiel 
^ervey  as  one  of  the  English  poets  who  have  written  in  praise  of  women. 

Chaocemsqae  adsit.  Sorreaii  et  inclytas  adsit 
Cucoignoqiie  aliqait  nt,  mea  Corda  locos^. 

Arthur  Hall,  in  the  dedication  prefixed  to  hb  Translation  of  Ten  Books  of  Homer, 
compliments  '^  the  pretie  pythie  Cpnceits  of  M.  George  Gascoygne."  Thomas  Nash, 
in  lib  Address  to  Gentlemen  Students,  prefixed  to  Green's  Arcadia,  says,  *'  Who  euer 
my  priuate  opinion  condemneth  as  faultie,  Mabter  Gascoigne  b  not  to  be  abridged  of 
bis  dcseiued  esteeme,  who  first  beate  tbe  path  to  that  perfection  which  our  best  poets 

f  QratiiUtiones  Vddioenses,  Edit  Binnmap^  1578,  4to.  Lib.  IV.  p.  23.    C. 
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faane  aqiMred  to  allce  bis  departure^  whereto  bee  did  ascend,  by  compariDg  the  Italian 
with  the  Englbh,  as  Tolly  did  Gneca  cum  Latinis." 

This  testimony^  it  is  observed  by  a  writer  in  the  Censura  Liteniria,  will  be  sufficient 
to  obviate  Mr.  Park's  snspicion  that  Nash  intended  to  satirize  Gascoigoe  in  his  Pierce 
Pennilessey  as  ''  the  greasy  son  of  a  clothier."  On  examining  the  passage  in  Nash 
whence  this  suspicion  seems  to  arise,  I  find  that  the  principal  ground  is  the  quotation  of 
Gascoigne's  motto  Tom  Marti  quam  Mercurio*  No  other  particular  stated  can  apply  to 
Gascoigne,  if  the  account  we  have  been  able  to  furnish  be  accurate;  but  as  to  the 
motto,  it  is  well  known  that  after  Gascoigne's  death  it  was  used  by,  or  appropriated  to 
his  old  friend  sir  Walter  Raleigh,  who  might,  and  perhaps  with  as  little  reason,  be  the 
object  of  Nash's  coarse  abuse. 

Webbe,  in  hb  discourse  of  English  Poetrie,  158$,  mentions  Gascoigne  *'  as  pamful  a 
soldier  in  the  affiiirs  of  his  prince  and  country  as  he  was  a  witty  poet  in  his  writing/* 
and  Putteoham  gives  the  prize  to  him  for  **  a  good  meter  and  for  a  plentifull  vayne." 
Bolton  only,  in  his  Hypercritica,  contents  himself  with  the  sparing  notice  that  **  among 
the  lesser  poets^  Greorge  Gascoigne's  works  may  be  endured." 

If  we  consider  the  general  merit  of  the  poets  in  the  early  part  of  the  Elizabethan  period, 
it  will  probably  appear  that  the  extreme  rarity  of  Gascoigne's  works  has  been  the  chief 
cause  of  hb  being  so  much  neglected  by  modem  readers.  In  smoothness  and  harmony 
of  versification  he  yields  to  no  poet  of  his  own  time,  when  these  qualities  were  very 
common;  but  his  higher  merit  ts>  that  in  every  thing  he  discovers  the  powers  and  in- 
vention of  a  poet,  a  warmth  of  sentiment  tender  and  natural,  and  a  fertility  of  fiincy, 
although  not  always  free  from  the  conceits  of  the  Italian  school.  As  a  satirist,  if 
nothing  remained  but  his  Steele  Glass,  he  may  be  reckoned  one  of  the  first.  There  b  a 
vdn  of  sly  sarcasm  m  this  piece,  which  appears  to  me  to  be  original;  and  his  intimate 
knowledge  of  mankind,  acquired  indeed  at  the  expcnce  probably  of  health  and 
certainly  of  comfort  and  independence,  enabled  him  to  give  a  more  curious  picture  of 
the  dress,  manners,  amusements,  and  follies  of  the  times  than  we  meet  with  in  almost 
any  other  author. 

To  point  out  the  individnal  beauties  of  his  miscellaneous  pieces,  after  the  q^ecimens 
exhibited  by  Mrs.  Cooper,  Messrs.  Percy,  Warton,  Headley,  and  Ellis,  would  be  un- 
necessary; but  there  are  three  respects  in  which  his  claims  to  originality  require  to  be 
noticed  as  seras  in  a  history  of  poetry.  His  Steele  Glass  is  among  the  first  specimens  of 
fohink  verse  in  our  language ;  his  Jocasta  is  the  second  theatrical  piece  written  in  that 
measure;  and  his  Supposes  is  the  first  comedy  written  in  prose.  In  his  Jocasta,  which 
is  partly  paraphrased  and  partly  abridged  from  the  Phoenissse  of  Euripides,  he  was 
assisted  by  his  fellow-student  of  Gray's  Inn,  Francis  Kinwelmersh,  who  translated  the 
first  and  fourth  acts.  Mr.  Warton,  who  has  given  an  account  of  this  play,  m  the  thurd 
volume  of  the  History  of  Poetry,  remarks  that  **  so  sudden  were  the  changes  or  the  re- 
finements of  our  language,  that  in  the  second  edition  of  this  phiy,  printed  again  with 
Gascoigne's  poems  in  1587f  it  was  thought  necessary  to  affix  margmal  explanations  of 
many  words,  not  long  before  in  common  use,  but  now  become  obsolete  and  unin- 
telligible." These  obsolete  words,  however,  were  explained  in  the  second  edition  of  our 
author's  works,  printed  in  1575,  which  Mr.  Warton  had  probably  not  seen. 

Shakspeaie's  obligations  to  the  Supposes  have  been  stated  by  Mr.  Warton  and  Dr. 
Farmer;  by  the  former  in  his  History  of  Poetry,  and  by  the  latter  in  the  notes  on  the 
Taming  of  a  Shrew,  in  Johnson  and  Steevens*  edition  of  Shakspeare. 
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It  remains  yet  to  be  noticed ,  that  tliefe  is  in  the  British  Museuni  a  poem  written  hy 
our  author  which  has  not  been  added  to  liis  works:  it  is  entitled  The  Grief  of 
Joy,  Certeyne  Elegies,  wherein  the  doubtful  Delightes  of  Manes  Lyfe  are  displaied. 
Written  to  the  Queenes  most  excellent  M^estie,  1576,  Mr.  Beloe  has  printed  the 
dedication^  and  a  specimen  of  this  poem  in  his  Anecddtes  of  Literaitufe  and  scarce 
Books;  and  most  readers  will  probably  think  that  more  is  unnecessary. 


/ 


A  tlEMEMBHAVNCE 

of  the  wel  imployed  fii^,  «nd  godfy  end  of 

Geobgb  Gaskoignb  Esquire,  who 

doMAssed  at  StalnHf^rd  in  Lin* 

cohie  Shire  the  7  of  October 

1577 
The  reporte  of  Geor.  WhbtstoKH 

Gent,  an  eye  witne^  of  liia 

Godly  and  ebaritabk 

end  in  this  world. 

FomuB  nvUa  Fides 

IMPRINTED  AT  LON- 

don  for  Edward  Aggas,  dweifa'ng 

in  Pauls  Churchyard  and 

are  there  to  be  solde. 


■    

The  wel  imployed  life,  aiid  godly  end  of 

G.  Gascoigne,  Esquire. 

And  is  there  none,  wil  help  to  tel  my  tale, 
Q^o  (ah)  in  helth,  a  thousand  plaints  have  shone? 
teeles  all  men  joy  ?  ta  no  ma  skil  of  bale '  ? 

0  yes  I  see^  a  comfort  in  my  mone. 

help  me  good  George,  my  life  and  death  to  touch 
some  man  for  thee  may  one  day  doo  as  mui^h. 

Thou  seest  my  death,  and  long  my  life  tlidst  knowe, 
my  life;  nay  death,  to  live  I  now  begin: 
But  some  wil  say,  Dvms  est  fde  sermo, 
Tb  hard  indeed,  for  such  as  feed  on  sin. 
Yet  trust  me  fiends  (though  flesh  dodi  liardly  bow) 

1  am  resoly'dj  I  neyer  liv'd  til  now. 

And  on  what  cause,  in  order  shall  ennie, 
My  worldly  life  (b  first)  must  play  his  parte : 
Whose  tale  attend,  for  once  the  same  is  true. 
Yea  Whetston  thou,  has  knowen  my  hidden  hait 
And  therefore  I  conjure  thee  to  defend: 
(When  I  am  dead)  my  Ufe  and  godly  end. 

>  t  sirtpect  BOtoe  iiwccQnK^  \ti  tnoscriliiag  thhi  line.    C 
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first  of  my  life,  which  some  (amis)  did  knowe, 
I  leve  mine  annes,  my  acts  shall  blase  the  same 
Yet  on  a  thorne,  a  grape  will  never  growe, 
no  more  a  churle,  dooth  breed  a  diilde  of  fame, 
but  (for  my  birth)  my  birth  right  was  not  great 
my  fadier  did,  his  forward  Sonne  defeat^. 

This  froward  deed,  could  scarce  my  hart  dismay, 

Vertue  (quod  I)  wil  see  I  iihall  not  iacke: 

And  wel  I  wot  Domini  est  terrd. 

Besides  my  wit  can  guide  me  from  a  wrack. 

Thus  finding  caus?,  to  foster  hye  desire: 

I  clapt  on  cost  (a  help)  for  to  aspire. 

But  foolish  man  deckt  in  my  pecock's  plumes, 
my  wanton  wil  commaunded  strait  my  wit: 
Yea,  brainsick  I,  was  drunk  with  fiindes  tumes. 
But,  Nemo  nne  crimme  vivit, 
for  he  that  findes  himself  from  \ices  free 
I  give  him  leve,  to  throwe  a  stone  at  me. 

It  helps  my  praise,  that  I  my  fault  recite. 

The  lost  sheep  found,  the  feast  was  made  for  joy : 

Evil  sets  out  good,  as  far  as  black  dooth  white. 

The  pure  del^ht,  is  drayned  from  anoy. 

But  (that  in  cheef  which  writers  should  respect) 

Trueth  b  the  garbe,  that  keepeth  men  uncheckt. 

And  for  a  trueth  begilde  with  self  conceit, 

I  thought  that  men  would  throwe  rewards  on  me 

But  as  a  fish  seld  bites  without  a  baight. 

So  none  unforst^  mens  needs  will  hear  or  see. 

and  begging  sutes,  from  dunghil  thoughts  proceed: 

ihe  mounting  mlnde,  had  rather  iterve  in  need. 

Wel  leave  I  hear  of  thnftles  wil  to  write, 

wit  found  my  rents,  agreed  not  with  my  chaige : 

The  sweet  of  war,  sung  by  the  carpet  knight. 

In  poste  haste  then  shipt  me  in  Ventures  barge 

These  lusty  limes,  aaimce  we  (quod  I)  will  rust : 

That  pitee  were,  for  I  to  them  must  trust.  * 

Wel  plaste  at  length,  among  the  drunken  Dutch, 
(though  rumours  lewd,  impayred  my  desert) 
I  boldely  vaunt,  the  blast  of  fame  is  such, 
As  prooves  I  had  a  froward  sours  hart 

*  ^  He  was  Sir  John  G,  soane  and  heire  disinherited.*'    Mai^gintl  Dote  in  the  original.    C 
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My  slender  gabe  a  further  witDes  is: 
for  woorthiest  meOj,  the  spoiies  of  war  do  mis. 

£uen  there  the  man,  that  went  to  fight  for  pence, 

Cacht  by  sly  hap,  in  prison  Tile  was  popt: 

Yea  had  not  woordes,  fought  for  my  lives  defence*^ 

for  all  my  hands,  ray  breth  had  there  been  stopt 

But  I  in  fine,  did  so  persuade  my  foe : 

As  (set  firee)  I  was  homewards  set  to  goe. 

Thus  wore  I  time,  the  weltbier  not  a  whit, 

Yet  awckward  chance,  lackt  force  to  heard  my  hope 

lu  peace  (quod  1)  ile  trust  unto  my  wit^ 

The  windowes  of  my  muse,  then  straight  t  ope 

and  first  I  showe,  the  travail  of  sach  time: 

as  I  hi  youth,  imployd  in  looving  rime. 

Some  straight  way  said  (their  Inngs  with  envy  finet) 
those  wanton  layes,  inductions  were  to  vice: 
Such  did  me  wrong,  for  (quod  nocet,  docet} 
our  neyghbours  harms,  are  items  to  the  wise. 
And  sure  these  toyes,  do  showe  for  your  behoof: 
The  woes  of  loove,  and  not  the  wayes  to  love. 

And  that  the  wortde  might  read  them  as  I  ment^ 
I  left  this  vaine,  to  path  the  vertuous  waies : 
The  lewd  I  checkt,  in  Glasof  goverment, 
And  (laboring  stil,  by  paines,  to  purchase  praise,) 
I  wrought  a  Glasse^  wherin  eche  man  may  see 
Within  his  minde,  what  canckred  vices  be. 

The  droncken  soule,  transformed  to  a  beast, 
my  diet  helps  a  man,  again  to  make. 
But  (that  which  should,  be  praisd  above  the  rest) 
My  Doomes  day  Drum  from  sin  doeth  yoo  awake 
for  honest  sporte  which  doeth  refresh  the  wit: 
I  have  for  you  a  book  of  huntmg  writ. 

These  few  books,  are  dayly  in  your  eyes, 
Parhaps  of  woorth,  my  fame  alive  to  keep: 
Yet  other  woerks  (I  think)  of  more  emprise, 
Coucht  close  as  yet,  within  my  cofers  sleep, 
yea  til  I  dy,  none  shall  the  same  revele : 
So  men  wil  say,  that  GoBkoign  wrote  of  zeaU. 

3  ^  He  had  the  Latin,  Italian,  French  and  Dutch  languages.*'    Maiginal  note.    C. 


0  Eni^  vile,  foule  Jail  thee  wretcbed  sot 
Tbou  mortal  foe,  unto  tbe  fonratd  iDiode: 

1  cuTK  thee  wretch,  the  only  cauie  God  wot, 
Hiat  my  good  wil,  no  more  account  did  finde. 
And  not  content,  thy  self  to  do  me  lear : 

Tbou  nipst  my  hart,  with  Sjtight,  Sutpect  and  Care, 

And  first  of  spight  foule  Envies  poysoned  pye, 
To  Midas  eares,  this  as  hath  Lytitius  eyes: 
with  painled  shewes,  lie  heaves  himself  on  Eiie. 
full  oft  this  Dolte,  in  learned  authors  pries. 
Bat  as  the  Drone,  the  bony  hive  doth  rob: 
with  woorthy  books,  so  dealea  this  idle  lob. 

He  filchetb  tearms,  to  pamt  a  {MBtlisg  tung, 
M^en  (God  he  knowea)  he  knows  not  what  he  saiea 
And  lest  the  wise  sboald  finde  bis  wit  but  yung, 
be  woorfces  all  means,  their  wooikes  for  to  dispraise. 
To  tanootb  bis  speech,  the  beast  this  patch  dotb  ctof 
lie  shows  tbe  bad,  tbe  writere  mouthes  to  stop. 

Ye  woorse  than  this,  he  dealeth  in  ofience, 
(Ten  good  tumes,  he  with  siloice  striketh  dead) 
A  slender  fault,  ten  limes  beyond  pretence, 
Iliis  wretched  ipight  in  eveiy  place  doth  spread. 
And  with  hb  breth,  the  Viper  dooth  infect : 
The  bearers  heads,  and  harts  with  faUe  suspect. 

Now  of  tutptct:  the  propertie  to  showe, 
be  hides  his  dought,  yet  still  mistrusteth  more: 
Tbe  man  suspect,  is  so  debard  to  knowe, 
Tbe  cause  and  cure  of  this  his  raackUng  sore. 
Au  account  doeth  seek, 

wbf  >rought  into  mislike. 

Noi  luse  which  kild  my  bart, 

T1](  >d  me  under  foot : 

My  ged  faults  did  tbwait  : 

■o  t  it  was  no  boot. 

to  1  weeds  with  bony  dranes 

vriu  flowers  nito  banes. 

When  my-pfaic^woords,  1:^  fboles  misconlred  wcic 
by  whose  fon.d  tales  reward  held  bis  bands  back 
To  quite  «ny  wiWitb,  a  cause  to  settle  cafe 
within  my  brest^  who  wel  deserv'd,  did  lack, 
for  who  can  brook,  to  see  a  painted  crowe 
Sbgbg  aloft,  whoi  THirtles  mourn  bdowe. 
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What  man  can  yeld,  to  starve  among  his  books 
and  see  pied  Doultes,  uppon  a  booty  feed  ? 
What  honest  minde^  can  tive  by  fevring  loeks^ 
And  see  the  lewd,  to  rech  a  fteendly  deed  ? 
what  hart  can  bide,  in  bloody  warres  to  toile, 
when  carpet  swads,  devoor  the  soldiers  spoiled 

I  am  the  wretch,  whom  fortune  stirted  soe. 
These  men  were  bribed^  ere  I  had  breth  to  speak. 
Muse  then  no  whit,  with  this  huge  overthrowe 
though  crushing  care^  my  giltles  hart  doth  breaki 
But  you  wil  say,  that  in  delight  doo  dwell, 
my  outward  showe  no  mward  greef  did  td. 

I  graunt  it  true,  but  haik,  unto  Uie  rest, 
The  Swan  in  songs,  dooth  knoUe  her  pasting  bel: 
The  Nightingale,  with  thones  against  her  brest 
when  she  might  mourn,  her  sweetest  laye  doth  yeL 
The  valiant  man,  so  playes  a  pleasant  parte 
When  mothes  of  mone»  doo  gnaw  upon  hiis  bart. 

for  proofe  myself,  with  care  not  so  a  feard. 

But  as  hurt  Deere  waile  (through  thek  wounds 

Wlien  stoutly  they  doo  stand  among  the  heard)  alone. 

So  that  I  saw,  but  few  hark  to  my  mone, 

majde  choise  to  tel  deaf  walles,  my  wretched  .plaiatc 

in  sight  of  men,  who  nothing  seemd  to  faint* 

But  as  oft  use,  doeth  weare  an  iron  cote, 
as  misling  drops,  hard  flints  in  time  doth  pearse 
By  peece  meales,  care  so  wrought  me  under  foot 
but  more  than  straunge  is  that  I  now  rehearse. 
Three  months  I  lived,  and  did  digest  no  food: 
when  none  by  arte  my  sicknes  understood. 

What  helpeth  then?  to  death  I  needs  must  pin^, 
yet  as  the  horse,  the  use  of  warre  which  knowes; 
If  he  be  hurt,  will  neitlier  winch  nor  whine, 
but  til  he  dye,  poste  with  his  Rider  goes. 
Even  so  my  hart,  whilst  lungs  may  lend  me  breth  : 
Bares  up  my  iimmes,  who  living  go  like  death. 

But  what  availes,  Achilles  hart,  to  have, 

king  Cressus  welth,  the  sway  of  all  the  world; 

The  Prince,  the  Peere,  so  to  the  wretched  Slave, 

when  death  assaults,  from  earthly  boldes  are  whorid. 

yea  oft  he  strikes  ere  one  can  stir  his  eye : 

Then  good  you  live,  as  you  would  dayly  dye. 
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You  see  tbe  plight,  I  wietdied  now  am  io, 

I  looke  iniich  like  a  threshed  ear  4^ come: 

I  holde  a  fonne,  within  a  wrimpled  siun, 

hot  from  my  bones,  the  fiit  and  flesh  is  wonie* 

See,  see  the  man,  hate  plesores  minion : 

pinde  to  the  bones,  with  care  and  wretched  mone* 


See  gallants  see,  a  picture  worth  tbe  sights 

(as  yon  are  now,  mysdf  was  heretofore) 

my  body  late,  stnft  ful  of  many  mi^t 

As  bare  as  JtA^  is  brought  to  Death  his  doore. 

My  hand  of  late,  whkh  fought  to  win  me  lame: 

Stif  dung  with  colde,  wants  forse  to  write  my  name. 

My  legges  which  bare^  my  body  iul  of  flesh, 
Unable  are,  to  sts^  my  bones  upright: 
My  tung  (God  wot)  which  talkt  as  one  would  wah 
In  broken  words,  can  scarce  my  minde  recite* 
My  head  late  stuft,  with  wit  and  leanied  skill 
may  now  conceive,  but  not  convay  my  wiL 

• 

What  say  you  freends,  this  sudain  chaunge  to  see 
you  rue  my  greef,  you  doe  like  flesh  and  Mood. 
But  mone  your  sinnes,  and  never  mome  for  me, 
And  to  be  plain,  I  would  you  understood 
My  hart  dooth  swim,  in  seas  of  more  delight: 
Then  your  who  seems,  to  rue  my  wretched  pl^t. 

**  What  is  this  woiid  ?  a  net  to  snare  the  soule\ 

A  mas  of  sinne,  a  desart  of  decett: 

A  momei^  joy,  an  age  of  wretched  dole, 

A  lure  from  grace,  for  flesh  a  toothsome  baigfat. 

Unto  the  minde,  a  cankerworm  of  care : 

Unsure,  unjust;  in  rendring  man  his  share. 

**  A  place  where  pride,  oreruns  the  honest  minde. 
Where  rich  men  joynes,  to  rob  the  shifrles  wretch 
Where  bribing  mists,  the  judges  eyes  doo  blinde. 
Where  Parasites^  the  fattest  cnimmes  do  catch. 
Where  good  deserts  (which  chalenge  like  reward) 
Are  over  blowen,  with  blasts  of  light  regard. 

**  And  what  is  man?  Dust,  ^tme,  a  puff  of  winde, 
Conceivd  in  sin,  plaste  in  the  woorid  with  greef, 
'  Brought  up  with  care,  til  care  hath  caught  hb  minde. 
And  then,  (til  death,  vouchsafe  him  some  relief) 

4  Yheie  linei  between  commas  fonn  a  poem  called  A  Descriptioo  of  the  Worid,  hj  Gaflcoigne  jp 
the  Paiadue  of  Daiotj  Deviiei.  Bdit.  1592.    C. 
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Day  yea  nor  night,  his  care  dooth  take  an  end : 
To  gather  goods,  for  other  men  to  spend. 

*'  O  ibolisli  man,  that  art  in  office  plaste, 
Think  whence  thou  camst,  and  whether  the  shall  goe; 
The  huge  hie  Dkes,  small  windes  have  over  cast, 
when  slender  reeds,  in  roughest  wethers  growe. 
Even  so  pale  death,  oft  spares  the  wretched  wight 
And  woundeth  you,  who  wallow  in  delight 

*'  You  lusty  youths,  that  nourish  hie  desire. 
Abase  your  plumes,  which  makes  you  look  so  big: 
The  Colliers  cut,  the  Courtiars  steed  wil  tire. 
Even  so  the  Clark,  the  Parsones  grave  dooth  dig 
whose  bap  b  yet,  beer  longer  life  to  win: 
Dooth  heap  (God  wot)  but  sorowe  unto  simMb 

<'  And  to  be  short,  all  sortes  of  men  take  heede^ 
the  thunder  boltes,  the  loftyc  Towers  teare : 
The  lightning  flash,  consumes  the  house  of  reed, 
Yea  more  in  time,  all  earthly  things  will  weare. 
Save  only  man,  who  as  lus  earthly  living  is: 
Shall  live  in  wo,,  or  els  in  endies  blis.'^ 

More  would  I  say,  if  life  would  lend  me  space, 
but  all  in  vain,  death  waits  of  no  mans  will : 
The  tired  Jade,  dooth  trip  at  every  pace, 
when  pampered  horse,  will  praunce  against  the  hil^ 
To  helthfuH  men,  at  long  discourses  sporte, 
when  few  woords,  the  sick  would  fain  reporte. 

The  best  is  this,  my  will  is  quickly  made, 
my  welth  is  small,  the  more  my  conscience  ease : 
This  short  accompt  (which  makes  me  ill  a  paid) 
my  loving  wife  and  sonne,  will  hardly  please. 
But  m  thb  case,  to  please  them  as  I  may : 
These  folowing  woords,  my  testament  do  wray. 

My  soule  I  first,  bequeath  Almighty  God. 
And  though  my  ainnes  are  gfevous  in  his  sight : 
I  firmly  trust,  to  scape  his  firy  rod, 
when  as  my  faith  his  deer  Sonne  shall  recite 

* 

whose  precious  blood  (to  quench  his  Father's  ire) 
Is  sole  the  cause,  that  saves  me  from  hel  fire. 

My  body  now  which  once  I  decked  brave 
(from  whence  it  came)  nnto  the  earth  I  give : 
I  wish  no  pomp,  the  same  for  to  ingrave, 
once  buried  com,  dooth  rot  before  it  live. 
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And  flesh  and  blood  in  tins  self  Mile  is  tayed: 
Thus  buriall  cost,  is  (withoat  profit)  firide. 

I  humbly  give  my  gratioas  sovereign  Qneene 
(by  service  bound)  my  true  and  loyali  hart : 
And  trueth  to  say,  a  sight  but  rarely  seene, 
As  Iron  greves  from  thadamaot  to  parte, 
her  highnes  so,  hath  recht  the  Grace  alone: 
To  gam  all  harts,  yet  fpvea  her  hart  to  none. 

My  loving  wife,  whose  face  I  fain  would  see, 

my  love  I  give,  with  all  the  welth  I  have: 

But  since  my  goods  (God  knoweth)  but  slender  bee 

most  gratious  Queene,  for  Christ  hvi  sake  I  crave 

(not  for  any  service  that  I  have  doon) 

you  will  vouchsafe,  to  aid  her  and  my  sonue. 

Come*  come  deer  Sonne,  my  blessing  take  in  parte. 

and  therwithall  I  give  thee  this  in  charge: 

first  serve  thou  God,  then  use  bothe  wit  and  arte, 

thy  fathers  det,  of  service  to  discharge, 

which  (forste  by  death)  her  Majestic  he  owes : 

beyond  desarts,  who  still  rewaiides  bestowes. 

I  freely  now  all  sortes  of.  men  forgive. 
Their  wrongs  to  me,  and  wish  them  to  amend ; 
And  as  good  men,  in  charitte  should  live, 
I  crave  my  fiiults  may  no  mans  minde  offend, 
So  beer  is  ail,  I  have  to  bequest: 
And  this  is  all,  I  of  the  world  requedU 

Now  iarwell  Wife,  my  Sonne,  and  frends  farwel, 

farwell  O  world,  the  baight  of  all  abuse: 

Death  where  is  thy  sting  ?  O  Devil  where  is  thy  heU 

I  little  forse,  the  forses  you  can  use, 

yea  to  your  teeth,  I  doo  you  both  deiye 

Vt  esicm  Christo,  cupio  dissoluL 

In  this  good  mood,  an  end  worthy  the.fhowe, 
Bereft  of  speech,  his  hands  to  God  be  heavd : 
And  sweetly  thus,  ^ood  Gaskoigne  went  a  Dio, 
yea  with  such  ease,  as  no  man  there  preceivd 
By  strugling  signe,  or  strivmg  from  his  bretli; 
That  he  abode,  the  pains  and  pangs  of  Death. 
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.     EXHORTATIO. 

His  sean  is  playd,  you  folowe  od  the  act, 
Life  b  but  Death,  til  flesh  and  blood  be  slain  : 
God  graunt  his  woords,  within  your  harts  be  pact 
As  good  men  doo,  hoMe  earthly  pleasares  vain. 
The  good  for  their  aeeds^  Ftuniur  mmulo: 
And  use  good  deeds,  Vt/rmniur  Deo^ 

Contemne  the  chaunge  (use  nay  abuse)  not  God 

Through  holy  showes,  this  worldly  muck  to  scratch: 

To  deale  with  men  and  Saints  b  very  od 

hypocrisie^  a  man  may  over  catch. 

But  hypocrite,  thy  hart  the  Lord  dooth  see: 

who  by  thy  thoughts  (not  thy  words)  wil  judge  thee. 

Thou  jesting  foole,  which  makst  at  sin  a  face. 
Beware  that  God,  in  earnest  plague  tiiee  not: 
for  where  as  he,  b  coldest  b  lib  grace, 
Euen  there  he  is,  in  vengeance  veiy  hot. 
Tempt  not  to  far,  the  lotikest  man  to  fight: 
When  he  b  forste,  the  lustiest  blowes  dooth  smight. 

Your  Courtiers,  check  not,  Merchants  for  their  gain, 
you  by  your  losse,  doo  match  with  them  in  blame : 
The  Lawyeis  life^  you  Merchants  doo  not  staine. 
The  blinde  for  slouth«  may  hiurdly  check  the  lame. 
I  meane  that  yon,  in  BaUance  of  deceit: 
wil  Lawyers  payre,  I  feave  with  over  waight. 

you  Lawyers  now  who  earthly  Judges  are, 

you  sbal  be  judgd,  and  therfore  judge  aright: 

you  count  Ignorantia  Juris  no  bar. 

Then  ignorance,  your  sinnes  wil  not  acquite. 

Read,  read  Gods  law,  with  which  yours  should  agre : 

lliat  you  may  judge,  as  you  would  judged  bee. 

Yon  Prelats  now,  whose  woords  are  perfect  good, 

make  showe  in  wooikes,  that  you  your  woords  insne. 

A  Diamond,  holdes  hb  vertue  set  in  wood, 

but  yet  in  Golde,  it  hath  a  fresher  hue, 

Even  so  Grods  woord,  told  by  the  Devil  b  pure.; 

Preacht  yet  by  Saints,  it  doth  more  heed  procure. 

VOL.  II.  H  H 
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And  Reader  now,  what  office  so  thou  have, 
to  whose  behoofe,  this  breef  discourse  is  tolde: 
Prepare  thy  self,  eche  houre  for  the  grave, 
the  market  eats  as  wel  young  sheep  as  olde. 
Even  so,  the  Childe,  who  feares  the  smarting  rod  : 
The  father  oft  dooth  lead  the  way  to  God. 

And  bothe  in  time,  this  worldly  life  shall  leave, 
thus  sure  thou  art,  but  knowst  not  when  to  dye: 
Then  good  thou  live,  least  death  doo  the  deodve, 
as  through  good  life,  thou  mabt  his  force  defye. 
for  trust  me  man^  no  better  match  can  make: 
Then  leave  unsure,  for  certain  things  to  take. 

Viuit  postfunera  virtus. 


AN  EPITAPH, 

WRITTEN  BY  O.  W.  OP  THE  DEATH,  OP  M.  G. 

GASKOTOKE. 

For  Gaskoygnes  deatli,  leave  to  mone  or  mome 
You  are  deceived,  alive  the  man  is  stil: 
Alive  ?  O  yea,  and  laugheth  death  to  scome, 
m  that,  that  he,  his  fleshly  lyfe  did  kil. 

For  by  such  death,  two  lyves  he  gaines  for  one 
His  soule  in  heaven  dooth  live  in  endles  joye 
his  woorthy  woorks^  such  fame  in  earth  have  soMrne, 
As  sack  nor  wrack,  his  name  can  there  destroy. 

But  you  will  say,  by  death  he  only  gaines. 
And  now  his  life,  would  many  stand  in  stead : 
O dain not FVeend  (to counterchaunge hispaynes) 
If  now  in  heaven,  he  have  his  earned  meade. 
For  once  in  earth,  his  toyle  was  passmg  great: 
And  we  devourd  the  sweet  of  all  his  sweat. 

Finis. 
Ntmo  antt  obitwn  bcatus. 


TO 

THE    REUERENDE    DEUINES 

UNTO  WHOM  THESE  POSIES  SHALL  HAPPEN  TO  BE  PRESENTED, 
GEORGE  GASCOIGNE  ESQUIRE  (PROFESSING  ARMES  IN  DEFENCE  OF 
GODS  TRUETH)  WISHETH  QUIET  IN  CONSCIENCE,  AND  ALL  CONSO- 
LATION IN  CHRIST  lESUS. 

XviOHT  REUESBNDE:  I  have  thought  it  my  part  (before  I  wade  farther  in  publishing  of  these  Posies)  to 
lay  open  before  your  graue  judgements,  aswell  the  cause  which  presently  mooueth  me  to  pre«»ent 
them,  as  also  the  depths  and  secrets  of  some  conoeites,  which  (being  passed  in  clowds  and  figuratiue 
speeches)  might  percase  both  be  oifensiue  to  your  grauities  and  perilous  to  my  credit. 

It  is  verre  neere  two  yeares  past,  since  I  (being  in  Holland  in  seruice  with  the  yertuous  Prince  of 
Orenge)  the  most  part  of  these  Posies  were  imprinted,  and  nowe  at  my  retume,  1  finde  that  some  of 
them  haue  not  only  bin  offensiue  for  sundrie  wanton  speeches,  and  lasciuious  phrases,  but  further  i 
beare  that  the  same  haue  beene  doutfuUy  construed,  and  (therefore)  scandalous. 

My  reuerend  and  welbeloved:  wbatsoeuer  my  youth  bath  seemed  vnto  the  grauer  sort,  I  would  be 
verie  loth  nowe  in  my  middle  age  to  deserue  reproch:  mure  loth  to  touch  the  credite  of  any  other, 
and  most  loth  to  haue  mine  owne  name  become  vnto  you  odious.  For  if  I  shoulde  nowe  at  this  age 
aeeme  as  carelesse  of  reproch,  as  I  was  in  greene  youth  readie  to  goe  astray,  my  faults  might  quicklie 
^rowe  double,  and  my  estimation  should  bee  woorthie  to  remaine  but  single.  I  have  learned  that 
although  there  maie  bee  found  in  a  Gentleman  whereby  to  be  reprehended  or  rebuked,  yet  ought  hee 
not  to  be  worthie  of  reproofe  or  condemnation. 

All  this  I  set  downe  in  Preamble,  to  the  ende  I  maie  therby  purchase  your  patience.  As  I  desira 
that  you  wil  not  condemne  me  without  proofe,  so  am  I  contented  that  if  hereafter  you  finde  me 
guiltie,  your  deffnitive  sentence  shall  then  passe  publikelie  vnder  the  Scale  of  Seueritie. 

It  were  not  reason  (right  reuerend)  that  I  shoulde  be  ignorant  howe  generalie  we  are  all  mag/s 
pnmiad  nudum  ^am  ad  bonum,  Eoen  so  is  [it  i  requisite  that  I  acknowledge  a  generall  reformation 
of  maners  more  necessarie  to  be  taught,  than  anie  whetstone  of  vanities  is  meete  (in  these  daies)  to 
bee  suffered.  And  therefore  as  your  grauitie  hath  thought  it  requisite  that  all  idle  bookes  or  wanton 
pamphlets  shoulde  bee  forbidden,  so  it  might  seeme  that  I  were  woorthie  of  great  reprehension,  if  I 
should  be  the  author  of  euill  wilfullie,  or  a  prouoker  of  vicet  wittinglie.  And  yet  some  there  are  who 
haue  not  spared  to  report  that  I  receiued  gruat  snmmes  of  monie  for  the  first  printing  of  these  Posies, 
whereby  (if  it  were  true)  1  might  seeme  not  onelie  a  civftie  Broker  for  the  rtterance  of  garish  toies, 
but  a  corrupt  marchaunt  for  the  sale  of  deceitfuU  wares. 

For  answere  hereof  it  is  most  true  (and  I  call  heauen  and  earth  to  witnesse)  that  I  neuer  receiue<) 
of  Printer,  or  of  anie  other,  one  grote  or  pennie  for  the  first  copies  of  these  Posies.  True  it  is  that  I  was 
not  vnwilling^the  same  should  be  imprinted:  And  that  not  of  a  vaine  glorious  dosire  to  be  thought  a  pleas- 
ant Poet,  neither  yet  of  a  Hght  mind  to  be  counted  a  cunning  louer.  For  though  in  youth  I  was  often 
onerhardie  to  put  my  name  in  ballance  of  doubtful  judgements,  yet  nowe  I  am  become  so  bashful  1 
that  1  ooulde  rather  bee  content  to  leese  the  praise  of  my  follies,  then  to  hazard  the  misconceite  of  the 
graue  and  graie  headed  judges.  But  to  confesse  a  trueth  unto  yon  right  reuerend  (with  whom  I  may 
not  long  dissemble  in  cases  which  so  generallie  do  touch  all  men)  I  was  the  rather  contented  to  Me 
them  imprinted  for  these  sundrie  coniideFations. 
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First,  for  that  I  haue  seene  diuers  authers,  (boih  learned  and  well  learned)  whidi  after  they  hane 
both  reformed  their  lines,  and  conuerted  their  stodies,  bane  not  yet  disdeined  to  reade  the  Poems  which 
they  let  passe  their  pens  in  youth.  For  it  seemeth  Tnto  me  that  in  all  ages  Poetrie  hath  bene  not 
onelle  permited,  but  also  it  hath  bene  thought  a  right  good  and  excellent  qualitie. 

Next  vnto  this,  I  haue  alwaies  bene  of  opinion,  that  it  is  not  Tupossible  either  in  Poemes  or  Prose  to 
write  both  compendiouslie,  and  perfectly  in  our  English  tong.  And  therefore  although  I  challenge  not 
vnto  my  selfe  the  name  of  an  English  Poet,  yet  may  the  reader  find  out  in  my  writings,  that  I  have 
more  foulted  in  keeping  the  olde  English  wordes  (quamuis  jam  obtoUta)  than  in  borowing  of  other 
languages  such  Fjpithetes  and  AdiecUues  as  smell  of  the  lukhome. 

Tbirdlie,  as  I  seeke  aduancement  by  vertue,  so  was  I  desirous  that  there  might  remaine  in  publike 
recorde,  some  pledge  or  token  of  those  giftes  wherewith  it  both  pleased  the  Almightie  to  endue  mee: 
To  the  ende  that  thereby  the  vertuous  might  bee  ioconraged  to  emploie  my  pen  in  some  exercise 
which  might  tende  both  to  my  preferment,  and  to  the  profit  of  my  oountrie.  For  aaaie  a  man  which 
maie  like  mine  outward  presence,  might  yet  haue  doubted  whether  the  qualities  of  my  miode  had 
bene  correspondent  to  the  proportion  of  my  bodie. 

Fourthly,  because  I  bad  written  sundrie  things  which  could  not  chuse  but  content  the  leaimed  and 
godlie  reader,  therefore  I  hoped  the  same  shoulde  serue  as  vudouted  proofe,  that  I  bad  laide  askle 
Canities,  and  delighted  to  exercise  my  penn  in  morrall  discourses,  at  least  the  one  passing  (cheeke  by 
cheeke)  with  the  other,  must  of  necessity  persuade  both  the  learned,  and  the  light  minded,  that  I 
could  aswell  sow  good  graine,  as  graines  or  drafie.  And  I  thought  it  not  meete  (bemg  interauBgled 
as  they  were)  to  cast  away  a  whole  bnshell  of  good  seede,  for  two  or  thiee  graines  of  Darnell,  or 
Cockle. 

Lastly,  I  persuaded  my  selfe  that  as  in  the  better  sort  of  the  same  I  shoulde  purchase  good  Uking 
with  the  honorable  aged,  So  euen  in  the  worst  sort,  1  might  yet  serue  as  a  mjrrror  for  vnbridled 
youth,  to  auoide  those  perils  which  I  had  passed.  For  little  may  he  doe  which  hath  escaped  the  rocke 
or  the  sandes,  if  he  cannot  waft  with  his  hand  to  them  that  come  alter  him. 

7*hesc  considerations  (right  Reuerend)  did  first  mone  me  to  consent  that  these  Poems  ■fHMiHf 
passf  in  print.  For  recapitulation  whereof,  and  to  answere  mto  the  objections  that  maie  be  geneni 
.1  sale  to  the  first,  that  I  neither  take  example  of  a  wanton  Quid,  doting  Nigidius,  nor  foolish  Saao> 
cratius:  But  I  delight  to  thinke  that  the  reuerend  £Either  Theodore  Beza,  whoae  life  is  woortlidie  b»> 
come  a  lanteme  to  the  whole  worlde,  did  not  yet  disdaine  to  snfiTer  the  continued  publication  of  such 
Poemes  as  he  wrote  in  youth.  And  as  he  termed  them  at  last  Poemata  castrata.  So  shall  your 
reuerend  judgements  behold  in  this  second  edition,  my  poemes  gelded  from  all  filthie  phrases  corracu 
ed  in  all  erroneous  places,  and  beautified  with  addition  of  manie  monJl  examples. 

To  the  seconde,  although  1  be  somtimes  constreyned  for  the  cadence  of  rimes,  or  per  g^pffaff 
BfHieam,  to  vse  an  inkhome  terms,  or  a  strange  word:  yet  hope  I  that  it  shall  bee  appaiant  I  haue 
rather  regarde  to  make  our  native  language  commendable  in  it  selfe,  then  gay  with  the  feathers  of 
straunge  birds. 

To  the  third  reason  may  be  objected,  that  if  I  were  so  desirous  to  haue  my  eapacitie  knowae  I 
shoulde  haue  done  much  better  to  haue  trauailed  in  some  notorious  peece  of  worke,  which  might 
generallie  haue  spred  my  commendation.  The  which  t  confesse,  but  yet  is  it  true  that  I  must  take 
the  foord  as  I  finde  it:  Sometimes  not  as  1  would,  but  as  I  may.  And  since  the  ouenight  of  my 
youth  had  brought  me  for  behinde  hand  and  indebted  vnto  the  worlde,  I  thought  good  in  the  meaoe 
time  to  paie  as  much  as  I  had,  vntill  it  might  please  Ood  better  to  inaUe  me.  For  commonly  the 
greediest  creditor  is  appeased,  if  he  see  his  debtor  willing^  to  pay  when  be  hath  any  thing.  And  tbere^ 
fore  being  busied  in  martial]  affiures  (whereby  also  I  sought  some  aduancement)  I  thought  good  to 
notifie  vnto  the  worlde  before  my  returne,  that  I  coulde  us  well  persuade  with  pen,  as  pearce  with 
launce  or  weapon:  So  that  yet  some  noble  minde  might  bee  incouraged  both  to  exercise  mee  in  time 
of  peace,  and  to  emploie  me  in  time  of  seruice  in  warre. 

To  the  fourth  and  last  considerations,  I  had  alledged  of  late  by  a  right  reuerend  fether,  that  althogh 
in  deede  out  of  every  flower  the  industrious  Bee  maie  gether  honie,  yet  by  proofe  the  Spider  theraoat 
suekes  mischeeuous  poison.  Wheninto  I  can  none  otherwise  answere,  but  that  he  who  wil  throw  a 
itone.  at  euerie  dog  which  harketh,  had  neede  of  a  great  satchel  or  pocket  And  if  the  learned  jnd|t- 
ments  and  honest  minds  do  both  construe  my  doings  aright,  and  take  therein  ehber  cooncel  or  conJ 
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moditie,  then  care  I  the  lesie  what  the  wicked  conoeiue  of  my  conceits.    For  I  esteeme  more  the 
praise  of  ooe  learned  reader,  thea  I  regard  the  envious  carping  often  thousand  vnlettered  tatlers. 

To  conclude  (right  reuerend)  as  these  considerations  did  speciallie  mooe  me  at  first  to  consent  to 
the  imprinting  of  these  posies,  so  now  haoe  I  yet  a  Ihrther  consideration,  which  moueth  mee  most 
eamestlie  to  sue  for  this  second  edition  or  publishing  of  the  same.    And  that  is  this.    I  understand 
that  sundrie  wril  disposed  mindes  hare  taken  offence  at  certaine  wanton  words  and  sentences  passed 
in  the  Fable  of  Ferdinando  leronimi,  and  the  Ladie  Elinbra  de  Valasco^  the  which  in  the  first  edition 
was  tearmed  The  Aduentures  of  master  F.  I.    And  that  aUo  therewith  some  busie  coniectures  haue 
presumed  to  thinke  that  the  same  was  in  deed  written  to  the  scandalizing  of  some  worthie  personages^ 
whom  they  would  seeme  thereby  to  knowe.    Surelie,  (right  reuerend)  I  smile  to  see  the  simplicitie  of 
such,  who  bemg  in  deede  starke  staring  blind,  would  yet  seeme  to  see  iarre  into  a  milstone.     And  the 
rather  I  scome  their  rash  judgments,  for  that  in  talking  with  xz.  of  them  one  after  another,  there  have 
not  two  agreed  in  one  conjecture.    Alas,  alas,  if  I  had  been  so  foolish  as  to  have  passed  in  recitall  a 
thmg  so  done,  yet  all  the  world  might  think  me  very  simple  if  I  would  call  John,  John,  or  Mary, 
Maryi    But  for  the  better  satisfieng  of  all  men  vniversally,  I  doe  here  protest  unto  you  (reuerend) 
even  by  the  hope  of  my  salvation,  that  there  Is  no  lining  creature  touched  or  to  be  noted  thereby. 
And  for  the  rest  yon  shal  find  it  now  in  this  second  imprinting  so  tnrquened  and  turned,  so  clensed 
from  all  unclenlie  words,  and  so  purged  from  the  humor  of  inhumanitie,  as  percase  yon  would  not 
judge  it  to  be  the  same  tale.    For  although,  1  have  bin  hertofore  contented  to  su^r  the  publication 
thereof,  oolie  to  the  end  men  might  see  my  Methode  in  writing,  yet  am  I  now  thus  desirous  to  lette  it 
forth  eftsones,  to  the  end  al  men  might  see  the  reformation  of  my  mind :  and  that  al  suspitions  maie 
be  soppressed  and  tbrouglie  satisfied  by  this  mine  vnfeigned  protestation  which  1  make  vnto  you  in 
that  bebalfe.    Finally,  were  it  not  that  the  same  is  alredie  extend  in  such  sort  as  hath  moued  offence, 
I  should  rather  be  content  to  cancell  it  vtterlie  to  oblivion,  then  thus  to  return  it  in  a  new  patcht 
cottte.    And  for  ful  proofe  of  mine  earnest  zeale  in  Oods  seruice,  I  require  of  you  most  instantlie  that 
if  herebie  my  skil  seem  sufficient  to  wade  in  -matters  of  greater  importance,  you  wil  then  vouchsafe 
to  employ  me  accordingly.    Sorelie  you  shall  find  me  no  lesse  readie  to  vndertake  a  whole  yeres 
travel  in  any  worke  which  ytm  shall  thinke  me  able  to  ouercome,  then  I  have  bin  willing  heretofore  to 
spend  3.  hoores  iu  penning  of  an  amorous  Sonnet.    Even  so  being  desirous  that  all  men  generally 
(and  you  especially)  should  conceiue  of  me  as  I  mean,  I  have  thus  fiir  troubled  your  learned  eies 
with  this  plaSne  Epistle,  written  for  my  purgation,  in  matters  which  (els)  might  both  haue  ofiended 
you,  and  giuen  great  batterie  to  the  ramparts  of  my  poore  credit    The  God  of  peace  vouchsafe  to 
gooeme  and  product*  youi  and  mcj  and  all  his  in  quiet  of  conscience,  and  strength  of  spirit.    Amen. 


■  Probably  for  protect    C. 
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TO  AL  YOUNG  GENTLEMEN,  AND  GENERALLIE  TO  THE  YOUTH  OF 
ENGLAND,  GEORGE  GASCOIGNE  ESQUIRE  BY  BIRTH,  AND  SOULDYER 
BY  PROFESSION,  WISHETH  INCREESE  OF  KNOWLEDGE  IN  ALL 
VERTUOUS  EXERCISES. 


Gallamt  gentlemen,  aud  lustte  youtbes  of  this  my  natiue  Countrie.  I  bane  here  (as  70a  see) 
published  in  print  such  Posies  and  rimes  as  I  vsed  id  my  youtb,  the  which  for  the  barbarousaes  of  the 
stile  maie  seeme  worthlesse,  and  yet  for  the  doubtfulnes  of  some  darcke  places  they  haue  also  seemed 
heretofore  daungerous.  So  that  meu  maie  justiie  both  condemoe  me  of  rashnesae,  and  wonder  at  my 
simplicitie  in  suffering  or  procuring  the  same  to  be  imprinted. 

A  yong;  man  well  borne,  tenderlie  fostered,  and  delicatelie  accompanied,  sbal  hardiie  passe  ooer  his 
youth  without  falling  into  some  snares  of  the  deuil,  and  temptations  of  the  flesh.  But  a  man  of  middle 
yeres,  who  hath  to'  his  cost  experimented  the  vanities  of  youth,  and  to  his  peril  passed  them,  who 
bath  bought  repentance  deere,  and  yet  gone  through  with  the  bargaine,  who  seeth  before  his  £sce  the 
time  past  lust,  and  the  re^t  poasting  awaie  in  poast:  Such  a  man  had  more  need  to  be  wel  adrised  in 
his  doings,  and  resolute  in  his  determinations.  For  with  more  ease  and  greter  favor  maie  we  answers 
for  X.  mad  follies  comniitttd  in  greene  youth,  than  one  sober  ouersight  escaped  in  yeres  of  discretioo. 
Licurgus  the  good  princelie  philosopher,  ordeined  that  if  an  old  man  perceiuing  a  yong  man  to 
commit  anie  di»honestie,  did  not  rebuke  but  suffer  him,  the  aged  should  be  chastised^  and  the  yoqg 
man  should  be  absolued. 

All  this  rehearsed  and  considered,  you  maie  (as  I  sale)  grow  in  some  douot,  whether  I  were  wone 
occupied  in  first  deuisiug,  ur  last  in  publishing  these  toies  and  pamphlets,  and  much  the  rather,  for 
that  it  is  a  thing  comnionlie  scene,  that  (now  adaies)  fewe  or  no  things  are  so  well  handled,  hot 
they  shall  be  caiped  at  by  curious  readers,  nor  almost  anie  thing  so  well  meant,  but  may  be  much 
misconstrued. 

And  herewiihall  I  assure  my  selfe,  that  I  shall  be  greatly  condemned  as  a  man  verie  ligfatlie  bent, 
and  rather  desirous  to  continue  in  the  fresh  remembraunce  of  my  follies,  than  content  to  canceil  them 
iu  obliuion  by  discontinuance:  especiallie  since  in  a  house  where  manie  yong  children  are,  it  hath 
bene  thought  better  pollicie  quite  to  quench  out  the  fire,  then  to  leaue  any  loose  cole  in  the 
imbers,  wherewith  babes  maie  plaie  and  put  the  whole  edifice  in  danger. 

But  my  lustie  youtbes,  and  gallant  Gentlemen,  I  had  an  Intent  far  contrarie  mto  all  these  sup- 
poses,  when  1  first  permitted  the  publication  hereof.  And  because  the  greatest  offence  that  bath  bene 
taken  thereat,  is,  least  your  mindes  might  hereby  become  enuenomed  with  vanities,  therefore  vnto 
you  I  will  addres&e  my  tale,  for  the  better  satisfieng  of  common  judgements.  And  vnto  you  I  will 
explaine,  that  which  being  before  misticallie  couered,  and  commonly  misconstrued,  might  be  no  lesse 
perillous  in  seducing  you,  then  grieuous  euidence  for  to  prone  me  guiltie  of  condemnation. 

Then  to  come  vnto  the  matter,  there  are  three  sortes  of  men  which  (being  wonderfullie  offended  at  this 
booke]  haue  found  therein  three  maner  of  matters  (say  they)  verie  reprehensible.  The  men  are  these: 
curious  carpers,  ignorant  readers,  and  grave  Philosophers.  The  faultes  they  finde  are,  Judicare  in  the 
Creede,  chalkefor  cheese,  and  the  cooHnou  infection  of  lone.  Of  these  three  sorts  of  men  and  matters, 
I  do  but  verie  lightlie  esteeme  the  two  first.  But  I  deeply  regard  the  third.  For  a  verie  troth,  theie 
are  one  kinde  of  people  now  adaies  which  wil  mislike  anie  thing*  being  bred  (as  1  thinke)  of  the 
spawne  of  a  crab  or  creuish,  which  in  all  streames  and  waters  will  swim  either  sidewaies,  or  flat  back- 
wards: and  when  they  can  indeed  find  none  other  fault,  wil  yet  thinke  Judicare  verie  vntowardlie 
placed  in  the  creede.  Or  being  a  simple  sov/ter,  will  find  fiiult  at  the  shape  of  the  legge:  or  if  they 
be  not  there  stopped,  they  will  not  spare  to  step  up  higher,  and  sale,  that  Apelles  painted  dame  Veoiu 
verie  deformed  and  enill  fauoured. 

Of  this  sort  I  make  small  account  because  in  deede  they  seeke  a  knot  in  the  rush,  and  would  seeme 
to  see  verie  far  in  a  milstone.  There  are  also  ceitelne  others,  (bauing  no  skill  at  all)  wil  yet  be  verie 
husie  in  reading  all  that  may  be  read,  and  thinke  it  sufllcient  if  (Parrot  like)  they  can  reberse  things 
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without  booke:  wHeo  within  hooka  th«y  mderftond  neither  the  meaning  of  the  author^  nor  the  sense 
of  the  figurative  speeches,  I  will  Ibrbeare  to  recite  ezamples  by  anie  mine  owne  doings.  Since  all 
comparisons  are  odions,  I  will  not  saie  how  much  the  areignment  and  diuorce  of  a  louer  (being  written 
io  a  jest)  haue  bene  mistaken  in  sad  earnest.  It  shall  suffice  that  the  contentions  passed  in  verse 
long  sithens»  between  M.  Churchyard  and  Camel,  were  by  a  blocfc-headed  Reader,  construed  to  be  in 
deede  a  qoarel  between  two  neighbors.  Of  whom  one  hauing  a  Camel  in  keeping,  and  that  other 
hailing  chaige  of  the  Churchyard,  it  was  supposed  they  had  giowen  to  debate  because  the  camel  came 
into  the  Churchyard.  Laugh  not  at  this  lustie  yonkers,  since  the  pleasant  dittie  of  the  noble  Erie  of 
Sun-ie  beginning  thus,  *'  In  winters  just  retume,*'  was  also  construed  to  be  made  in  deede  by  a 
shepheard.  What  should  I  stand  much  in  rehersal  how  the  I.  Vanx  his  dittie  beginning  thus,  *'I  loath 
that  I  did  loue,**  was  thought  by  some  to  be  made  upon  his  death-bed,  and  that  the  eoul  knil  of  M. 
Edwards  was  also  written  in  extremitie  of  sicknesse.  Of  a  truth  my  good  Gallants,  there  are  such  as 
hauing  onlie  leamd  to  read  euglisb,  interpret  latin,  greke,  french  and  Italian  phrases  or  metaphors^ 
euen  according  to  their  own  motheriie  conception  and  childish  skill.  The  which  shall  neuer  trouble 
me  wbatsoeuer  fault  they  find  in  my  doings. 

But  the  third  sort  (being  graue  Philosophers,  and  finding  iust  fiuilt  at  my  doings  at  the  common 
infection  of  iooe)  I  must  needes  alledge  such  iust  excuse  as  may  countemaile  their  iust  complaints. 
For  else  I  shoulde  remaine  worth ie  of  a  seuere  punishment.  They  wiselie  considering  that  we  are  all 
in  youth  more  apt  to  delight  in  harmefuli  pleasures  than  to  disgest  wholesome  and  sound  aduice, 
baue  thought  meete  to  forbid  the  publishing  of  anie  riming  trifles  which  maie  seme  as  whetstones  to 
sharpen  youth  vnto  vanities.  And  for  this  cause  finding  by  experience  also,  how  the  first  copie  of 
these  my  posies  hath  been  verie  much  inquired  for  by  the  yonger  sort,  and  hearing  likewise  that  (in 
the  same)  the  greater  part  hath  bin  written  in  pursuit  of  amorous  enterprises,  they  haue  iustlie  con« 
ceyued  that  the  continuance  thereof  hath  bio  more  likelie  to  stirre  in  all  yong  Readers  a  venemous 
desire  of  vauitie,  then  to  seme  as  a  common  mirror  of  greene  and  youthfull  imperfections.  Wbere- 
unto  I  must  confesse,  that  as  the  industrious  Bee  may  gather  honie  out  of  the  most  stinking  weede,  so 
the  malicious  Spider  may  also  gather  poisbn  out  of  the  fairest  fioure  that  growes. 

And  yet  in  all  this  discourse  I  see  not  proued,  that  either  that  Gardner  is  too  blame  which  plantcth 
his  garden  full  of  fragrant  flowers,  neither  that  planter  be  dispraised  which  soweth  all  his  beds  with 
seedes  of  wholesome  hearbes,  neither  is  that  Orchard  vnfmitfull,  which  vnder  showe  of  sundrie  weedes, 
hath  medicinallie  plaisters  formal  I  infirmities.  But  if  the  Chirurgiao  which  should  seeke  sorrell  to 
ripen  an  vlcer,  wil  take  rewe  which  maie  more  inflame  the  imposthume,  then  is  he  more  to  blame  that 
mistoke  his  gathering  then  the  Gardner  which  planteth  aright,  and  presentetb  store  and  choice  to  be 
taken.  Or  if  the  Physition  will  gather  bote  percelie  instead  of  colde  endiue,  shal  he  not  worthilie 
beare  the  burthen  of  his  owne  blame } 

To  speake  english  it  is  your  vKog  (my  lustie  Gallants)  or  misusing  of  these  posies  that  maie  make 
me  praised  or  dispraised  for  publishing  of  the  same.  For  if  you  (where  you  maie  learae  to  auoide  the 
subtile  sandes  of  wanton  desire)  wtl  ron  upon  the  rockes  of  vnlawiul  lest,  then  great  is  your  follie, 
and  greter  will  grow  my  rebuke.  If  (where  you  might  gather  wholesome  herbes  to  cure  your  sundrie 
infirmities)  you  wil  spend  the  whol  dale  io  gathering  of  sweet  smelling  posies,  much  wil  be  the  time 
that  you  shal  roispende,  and  much  more 'the  harme  that  you  shal  heape  vpon  my  head.  Or  if  you 
will  rather  beblister  your  hands  with  a  netle,  then  comfort  your  senses  by  smelling  to  the  pleasant 
Marioram,  then  wanton  is  your  pastime,  and  small  will  be  your  profit. 

I  haue  here  presented  you  with  three  sundrie  sorta  of  Posies:  Floures,  Herbes  and  Weedes.  In 
which  division  I  haue  not  ment  that  only  the  Floures  are  to  be  smelled  vnto,  nor  that  onelie  the 
Weedes  are  to  be  rqected.  I  terme  some  Floures,  because  being  indeed  inuented  vpon  a  verie  light 
occasion,  they  haue  yet  in  them  (in  my  judgment)  some  rare  invention  and  M ethode  before  not  com- 
monlie  vsed.    And  therefore  (being  more  pleasant  then  profitable)  I  haue  named  them  Floures. 

The  second  (being  in  deede  moral  discourses,  and  reformed  inuentions,  and  therefore  more  profit- 
able then  pleasant)  I  haue  named  Hearbes. 

The  third  being  Weedes,  might  seeme  to  some  judgements  neither  yet  pleasant  nor  profitable,  and 
therefore  meete  to  be  cast  awaie.  But  as  manie  weedes  are  right  medicinable,  so  maie  you  finde  in 
this  none  so  vile,  or  stinking,  but  that  it  hath  in  it  some  virtae  if  it  be  rightlie  handled.  Marie  you 
must  take  heede  how  you  vse  then,  lor  if  yoa  delight  to  put  Hemlock  in  your  fellowes  pottage,  yon 
maie  chaunce  both  to  poison  him,  and  bring  yoorselfe  in  peril.    But  if  you  take  example  by  the 
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s  hannee  of  otben  who  hand  eaten  it  before  yoa,  then  naae  you  chance  le  becoaie  ao  wane,  tha*  yo« 
will  looke  adoiiedlie  on  all  the  Percelte  that  yon*gatber,  least  amonf  the  same  one  branch  of  Heni^ck 
might  annoie  yon. 

I  assure  youy  my  yong  blopds,  I  haae  not  poUi^ed  the  same  to  the  Intent  that  oiber  men  hereafter 
might  be  infected  with  my  follies  forepaased.  For  though  it  he  a  comfort  m  ikiierm  kaken  ammrtem^ 
yet  it  is  small  consolation  to  a  fellow,  to  haue  a  Coiner  hanged  in  his  companie.  A*nd  I  assure  yoa 
(although  you  will  thinke  it  strange)  that  1  haue  not  canasd  them  to  he  imprinted  for  any  raine  de- 
light which  I  haue  (my  selfo)  therein  conceiued.  For  the  most  of  them  being  written  in  my  madnease^ 
might  haue  yeelded  then  more  delight  to  my  frantike  foniie  to  see  them  published,  than  tliey  liow  do 
accumulate  cares  in  my  mind  to  set  them  forth  corrected:  and  a  deformed  youth  had  been  more 
likelie  to  set  them  to  sale  long  sithence,  than  a  reformed  man  can  be  abfo  now  to  protect  them  with 
simplicitie. 

The  scope  of  mine  intent,  and  the  matke  whereat  I  shot  is  doable,  I  meane  grounded  vpon  two 
sondrie  causes:  the  one  that  being  indebted  vnto  the  world  (at  the  least  fine  thousand  dues  verie 
yainlie  spent)  I  may  yeelde  him  yet  some  part  of  mine  account  in  these  Poemes.  Wherein  as  be 
male  finde  great  diuersitie  both  in  stile  and  sense,  so  male  the  good  be  ineoorsged  to  set  me  on  worke 
at  last,  though  it  were  noone  before  I  sooght  seruice.  The  other  reason  is,  that  because  I  haue  (to 
mine  owne  great  detriment)  mispent  my  golden  time,  I  male  serue  as  ensample  to  the  yonthfoll  Gen- 
tlemen of  Englande,  that  they  ronike  not  vpon  the  rocks  which  haue  brought  me  to  shipwrake.  Be- 
ware therefore,  lustie  gallants,  howe  you  smell  to  these  Posies*  And  leame  yon  to  vse  the  talent 
which  I  haue  highlie  abused.  Make  me  your  myrror.  And  if  hereafter  you  see  me  recouer  mine 
estate,  or  reedifie  the  decaied  walles  of  my  youth,  then  beginne  you  sooner  to  buildo  some  foundation 
which  may  beantifie  year  Pal  lace.  If  you  see  me  sinke  in  distresses  (notwithstanding  that  yon  judge 
me  quicke  of  capacitie)  then  learn,  jrou  to  mainteine  your  selues  swimmiiig  in  prosperitie,  and 
eschue  betimes  the  whirlpoole  of  misgouemment 

Finallie  I  beseech  you,  and  ooniure  you,  that  yon  rather  enconige  me  to  accomplish  some  worthier 
trauel,  by  seeing  theste  Posies  right  smelled  vnto,  then  discourage  me  from  attempting  other  laboun, 
when  I  shall  see  these  first  fraites  reiected  or  misused.*  I  bane  corrected  sundrie  faults,  which  if  ttey 
had  not  brought  suspitioo  is  the  first  Copie,  be  you  then  out  of  doubt  you  had  never  bin  troubled 
with  these  second  presents,  nor  persuaded  to  flourish  wiselie  with  a  two  edged  sword  in  3rour  naked 
hands.  But  as  I  haue  meant  them  wel,  so  I  craue  of  God,  that  they  maie  both  pleasure  and  proflte 
yoa  for  the  fartherance  of  your  skil  in  anie  commendable  enterprize.  From  my  poore  boose  at  WaW 
tamstowe  in  the  Forest,  the  second  of  February,  1575. 


473 


TO  THE  READERS  GENERALLY  A  GENERALL  ADUERTISEMENT  OF 

THE  AUTHOR. 

Au.  tkat  10  written  is  writt«a  for  our  instraction,  u  the  holie  apottle  witneueth  to  the  Romaot  in 
his  15.  .chapter.  And  in  his  oiDtb  ehatpter  of  his  first  epistle  to  the  CorinthiaaS)  be  glorieth  that  he 
coulde^as  it  were)  transfomie  himself  into  all  profiesnons^  thereby  to  winne  all  kinde  of  men  to  God: 
saieogt  that  with  the  lewes  he  became  a  lew:  with'  them  that  were  ruder  the  law,  bee  seemed  also 
▼Dder  the  Taw :  with  the  feeble,  he  shewed  bimsetfe  feeble.  And  to  conclude,  hee  became  all  things 
to  all  men,  to  thend  that  tberby  he  might  win  some  to  saluation.  My  schoolemaister  which  tanght 
me  giammar,  wonlde  alwaies  saie,  that  some  scholers  hee  won  to  studie  by  stripes,  some  other  by 
faire  meanes,  some  by  promises,  some  other  by  praises,  some  by  vaine  glorie»  and  some  by  verie 
shame.  But  I  neuer  heard  him  repent  him  that  euer  hee  had  persuaded  anie  schoUer  to  become  stu- 
dious, in  what  sort  soeuer  it  were  that  he  woune  him.  For  whether  the  braue  gennet  be  broken  with 
the  bitte,  or  with  the  snaffle,  whether  hee  be  brought  in  awe  with  a  spurre,  or  with  a  wand,  all  is 
one  if  hee  proove  readie  and  well  mouthed. 

Thus  much  1  write  (gentle  Reader)  to  the  end  that  mine  intent  may  appeare  in  publishing  of  these 
Posies.  Wherein  as  there  are  many  things  morall,  so  are  there  also  seme  verses  more  sauced  with 
wantonnesse  than  with  wisedome.  And  as  there  are  some  ditties  which  may  please  and  delight  the 
godly  and  grauer  sort,  so  there  are  some  which  may  allure  the  yonger  sort  vnto  fond  attempts.  But 
what  for  that?  Hath  Terence  bin  forbidden  to  be  read,  bicause  his  comedies  are  rehearsals  of  manie 
mad  pranks  played  by  wanton  youths  ?  No  surely. 

Parecelsus,  and  sundrie  .other  phisitions  and  philosophers,  declare,  that  in  euerie  thing  natuiall 
there  is  to  be  founde  salt,  oile,  and  brimstone.  And  I  am  of  opinion,  that  in  euerie  thing  which  is 
written  (the  holie  Scriptures  excepted)  there  are  to  be  found  wisdome,  folie,  emulation,  and  detrec- 
tion.  For  as  I  neuer  yet  saw  anie  thing  so  clearklie  handled,  but  that  therin  might  be  found  some 
imperfections:  so  could  ^  neuer  yet  reade  fable  so  ridiculous,  but  that  therein  some  morality  might 
be  gathered.  And  as  the  good  writer  shall  be  sure  of  some  to  be  maliced,  so  the  bad  shal  neuer 
escape  the  biting  tongues  of  slaunderers. 

But  to  retume  to  my  purpose:  if  in  the  hardest  flint  there  may  be  found  sparks  of  liuelie  fire, 
and  the  most  knottie  peece  of  box,  may  be  wrought  into  a  faire  Dudgen  hefte:  let  these  few  suffice 
to  persoade  thee,  that  I  have  not  procured  the  publication  hereof  to  anie  end,  so  muche  as  that  the 
youthful  sort  might  therin  take  example,  and  the  aged  recreation. 

Now  if  anie  (misgoueming  their  owne  wittes)  do  fortune  to.  vse  that  for  a  spurre,  which  I  had  heere 
appointed  for  a  bridle,  I  can  none  otherwise  lament  it,  but  to  saie  that  I  am  not  the  first  which  bath 
been  misjudged.  Truelie  (gentle  Reader)  I  protest  that  I  haue  not  meant  heerein  to  displease  any 
,  man,  but  my  desire  hath  rather  beene  to  content  most  men :  I  meane  the  diuine  with  godlie  himnes 
and  psdimes,  the  sober  mind  with  moral  discourses,  and  the  wildest  will  with  sufiScient  warning:  the 
which  if  it  so  fall  out,  then  shall  f  thinke  my  selfe  right  happie.  And  if  it  fall  ont  otherwise,  I  shall 
yet  neuer  he  ashamed  to  become  one  of  their  corporation  which  reape  flontes  and  reprehension-  for 
their  trauels. 

But  bicause  these  Posies  growe  to  a  great  bundle,  and  therof  also  the  number  of  louing  lines  ex- 
ceedeth  in  the  superiatiue,  I  thought  good  to  aduertise  thee,  that  the  most  part  of  them  wiere  written 
for  other  men.  And  out  of  all  doubt,  if  ener  1  wrote  line  for  my  selfe  in  causes  of  loue,  I  have 
written  ten  for  other  men  in  laies  of  lust.  For  I  count  greater  difference  betwixt  loue  and  lust,  than 
there  is  diuersitie  betweene  wit  and  wisdome:  and  yet  wit  and  I  did  (in  youth)  make  such  a  fraie, 
that  I  feare  his  coosin  wisdome  will  never  become  friends  with  me  in  my  age.  Well,  though  my  folic 
be  greater  then  my  fortune,  yet  oneigreat  were  mine  voconstancie,  if  (in  mine  owne  behalfe)  I  should 
compile  so  manie  sundrie  songs  and  sonets.  I  haue  heard  of  an  honest  plaine  meaning  citizen,  who 
(being  ouercharged  with  manie  matters  in  the  law,  and  hearing  of  a  common  solicitour  of  causes  in 
the  citie)  came  home  to  comfort  his  wife,  and  told  hir,  that  he  had  heard  of  one  which  dwelt  at  Bil- 
lingsgate' that  conld  help  a1  mett*    Eaen  so  (good  reader)  I  was  a  great  while  the  man  that  dwelt  at 
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Billingsgate,  for  in  wanton  delights  I  helped  all  men,  though  in  sad  earnest  I  neuer  furthered  my  adfe 
anie  kind  of  waie.  And  by  that  it  proceedetb  that  I  haue  so  often  changed  my  Posie  or  word.  For 
when  1  did  compile  anie  thing  at  the  request  of  other  men,  if  I  had  subscribed  the  same  with  mine 
owne  vsuall  mot  or  deuise,  it  might  haue  bewraied  the  same  to  have  Im  of  my  dooing.  And  I  was 
euer  curious  in  that  behalfe,  as  one  that  was  loth  to  bewraie  the  follies  of  other  men.  And  yet  (as 
you  see)  I  am  not  verie  dangerous  to  laie  my  selfe  wide  open  in  view  of  the  worid.  I  haoe  also 
sundrie  times  changed  mine  owne  word  or  deuise.  And  uo  maroel,  for  be  that  wandereth  much  ia 
those  wildernesses,  shall  seldom  continue  long  iu  one  minde. 

Well,  it  were  fblie  to  bewalle  things  which  are  Tnpossible  to  be  reconered,  sith  Had  I  wist  doth 
seldome  seme  as  a  blason  of  good  understanding.  And  therefore  I  will  spend  no  more  words  in  this 
Preface,  but  I  praie  thee  to  smell  ynto  these  Posies,  as  Flowres  to  comfort,  Hearbs  to  cure,  and 
Weedes  to  be  auoided,  so  hare  I  meant  them»  and  so  I  beseech  thee  reader  to  accept  them,    FarewelL 


COMMENDATORY   VERSES. 


T  B,  IN  PRAYS E  OF  GASCOGIXES  POSIES. 

V/e  prayse  tfae  plough,  that  makes  the  fruitelesse 

soyle  [might) 

To  bring  forth  corne,  (through  helpe  of  heaucnly 
And  eke  esteeme  the  simple  wretches  toyle. 
Whose  painefull  handes  doe  labour  day  and  night. 
We  prayse  the  ground,  whereon  the  herbet  do 

grow, 
Which  healc  or  helpe,  our  greeues  and  mortal! 

paine, 
Yea  weedes  haue  worth,  wherein  we  Tertue  know. 
For  natures  Art,  nothing  hath  made  in  vaine. 
We  prayse  those  floures  which  please  the  secrete 

sensp. 
And  do  content,  the  tast  or  sofiell  of  man. 
The  Gardners  paynes  and  worke  we  recompence, 
That  skilful!  is,  or  aught  in  conning  can. 
But  much  more  prayse  to  Gascoigoes  penne  is 

due. 
Whose  learned  hande  doth  here  to  thee  present, 
A  Posie  full  of  Hearbes,  and  Flowers  newe» 
To  please  all  braynes,  to  wit  or  learning  bent. 
Howe  much  tbe  miude  doth  passe  the  seuste  or 

smell, 
So  much  these  Floures  all  other  do  cxcell. 


E.  a  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOJGNES  POSIES. 

In  gladsome  Spring,  when  swcete  and  pleasant 

shoures 
Haue  well  renued,  what  winters  wrath  hath  tome, 
And  that  we  see,  the  wholesome  smelling  Floures, 
Begin  to  laugh  rousrh  v/inters  wraoke  to  scorne: 
If  then  by  cbaunce,  or  choyce  of  owners  will. 
We  roame  and  walke  in  place  of  rare  delightes. 
And  therein  fiude,  what  Arte  or  natures  skill 
Can  well  set  forth,  to  feede  our  hungrie  sightes: 
Yea  more,  if  then  the  owuer  of  the  soyle. 
Doth  licence  ypclde  to  vse  all  as  our  owne. 
And  gladly  thinkes,  the  fruitcs  of  al!  his  toyle. 
To  our  behoofe  to  be  well  set  and  sowne. 
It  cannot  be,  but  this  so  great  desart 
In  basest  breast  doth  breede  thus  due  regarde. 
With  worlde  of  thaukes,  to  prayse  this  friendly 

part, 
And  wish  that  woorth  mought  pay  a  iust  reivarde. 
Good  Reader  then,  beholde  what  gallant  spring 
This  booke  brings  forth,  of  fruites  of  finest  sortes, 
Be  bolde  to  take,  thy  list  of  eucrie  thing, 
For  so  is  ment.     And  for  thy  glad  disportes 
The  paine  was  tane:  therefore  lo  this  I  craue. 
In  his  behalfe,  tKat  wrote  this  pleasant  worke, 
With  care  and  cost,  (and  then  most  freely  gaue 
If  is  labours  great,  wherein  great  treasures  lurke: 
To  thine  auayle)  let  his  desartes  now  binde  thee, 
In  woorde  and  deede,  he  may  still  thankful!  finde 

thee. 


Af.  C.  COMMENDING    THE    CORREC- 
TION OF  GASCOIGNES  POSIES. 

Thb  Beares  blinde  whelpes,  which  lacke  doth  nayles 

and  heare, 
And  lie  like  lumpes,  in  filthie  farrowed  wise. 
Do  (for  a  time)  most  oogly  beastes  appeare. 
Till  dammes  deare  tongue,  do  cleare  the  closed 

eyes. 
The  gadde  of  Steele,  is  likewise  blunt  and  blacke. 
Till  file  and  fire,  do  frame  it  sharpe  and  bright: 
Yea  precious  stones,  their  glorious  grace  do  lacke, 
Till  curious  hand,  do  make  them  please  the  sight. 
And  so  these  floures,  although  the  grounde  were 

gayt 
Wheroon  they  grew,  and  they  of  gallant  hew, 

Yet  till  the  badde  were  cullde  and  cast  away, 

The  best  became  the  worse  by  such  a  crew. 

(For  my  part)  then:  I  lyked  not  their  smell. 

But  as  they  be,  I  like  them  pretly  well. 


R.  S.  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES  POSIES. 

Ths  pleasant  plot  wherein  these  Posies  grew. 
May  represent  Parnassus  springs  indeede. 
Where  Pallas  with  hir  wise  and  learned  crew. 
Did  plant  great  store,and  sow  much  cunning  seede. 
That  goddesse  then,  on  whom  the  Muses  wayte,  - 
To  garde  hir  grounde  from  greedie  gathrers  spoyle. 
Hath  here  ordeynde,  by  fine  and  close  concejrte, 
A  greene  knight  chiefe,  and  master  of  the  fbyle. 
Such  badge  beares  he  that  beautified  this  booke 
With  glorious  shew,  of  sundrie  gallant  flowers. 
But  since  he  first  this  labor  vndertooke, 
He  gleand  thereout,  (to  make  the  profite  ours) 
A  heape  of  Hearbes,  a  sort  of  fruitfiill  seedes, 
A  needefiill  salue,  compound  of  needlesse  weedes. 

APPEHDIX. 

All  these  (with  more)  my  freend  here  freely  giues: 
Nor  naked  wordes,  nor  streyne  of  strannge  deuise. 
But  Gowers  minde,  which  now  in  Gascoigne  lines, 
Yeeldes  heere  in  view,  (by  iudgement  of  the  wise) 
His  penne,  his  sworde,  bimselfe,  and  all  his  might, 
To  Pallas  schoole,  and  Mars  in  princes  right. 


T  CM.  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES 

POSIES. 

Thocgh  goodnesse  of  the  gold,  needes  no  mans 

praise  ye  know, 
(And  euery  coyne  is  iudgde  and  found,  by  weight, 

by  stamp,  or  show^ 
Yet  doth  the  prayse  of  men,  giue  gold  a  double 

grace,  [euery  place. 

And  makes  both  pearls  and  iewels  rich  desirde  in 
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The  horse  full  finely  formde,^ whose  pace  and  traine 

is  tVae,  [shape  and  view. 

Is  more  esteemde  for  good  report,  than  likte  for 
Yea  sure,  ech  man  himselfe,  for  all  his  wit  and 

skill,  [silence  still. 

(If  world  bestow  no  lawde  on  him)  may  sleepe  in 
Fame  shewes  the  value  first,  of  enerie  precioos 

thing, 
And  wiunes  with  lyking  all  the  brute,  that  doth 

the  credit  brin{^ 
And  fame  makes  way  before,  to  workes  that  are 

▼nknowne 
And  peoples  loue  is  caried  ther,  where  fame  hir 

tramp  bath  blown. 
A  cunning  workman  fine, in  Cloyster  close  nay  sit. 
And  carue  or  paint  a  thousand  things,  and  vse 

both  art  and  wit. 
Yet  wanting  worldea  renowne» may  scape  vnsought 

or  seene: 
It  is  but  feme  that  outruns  all,  and  gets  the  goall 

I  weene.  [harmes. 

The  learned  Doctors  lawd,that  healea  where  other 
By  cosnon  prayse  of  peoples  voyce,  brings  padents 

in  by  swarmes. 
A  goodly  stately  bouse,  hath  seldome  any  feme. 
Till  world  behold  the  buildings  through,  and  people 

see  the  same.  [held. 

The  Flowers  and  Posies  tweetoi  in  better  price  are 
When  those  haue  praysde  their  veitues  rare,  that 

haue  their  odor  smeld. 
So  by  these  foresayd  proofes,  I  haue  a  pardon  free, 
To  speake,  to  write,  and  make  discourse,  of  any 

worke  I  see. 
That  worthie  is  of  prayse :  for  prayse  is  all  we  get. 
Present  the  worlde  with  labors  great,  the  world  is 

in  your  det,  [will  giue: 

It  neuer  yeeldes  rewarde,  nor  scarce  inst  prayse 
llien  studie  out  to  stand  on  fame,  and  striue  by 

fame  to  line.  [dayes. 

Our  olde  forefethers  wise,  saw  long  before  these 
How  sone  feint  world  would  feil  deserts,  and  cold 

would  wax  our  prayse.  [rise. 

And  knowing  that  disdesme,  for  toyle  did  father 
Than  right  renowne  (whose  golde  buds,groweB  vp 

to  starry  skies) 
Betooke  tbeir  labors  loog,  and  eoery  act  they  did, 
Vnto  the  Godi,  froili  whose  deepe  sight,  no  secret 

can  he  hid.  [heauens  hie. 

And  these  good  gracious  Gods,  sent  downe  from 
(For  noble  minds)  an  endletse  feme,  that  throw 

the  world  doth  fiie. 
Which  feme  is  due  to  those,  that  seeke  by  new 

deuice,  [in  price. 

To  honor  learning  euery  way,  and  Vertue  bring 
From  Knowledge  gardeyn  gay,  where  science  sowes 

hir  seedes,  [and  Weedesi 

A  pretie  Posie  gathered  is,  of  Flowers,  Hearbes, 
The  Flowers  by  smel  are  found,  the  heart»  their 

goodnes  showes. 
The  Weedes  amid  both  hearbt  and  flowers,  in  dee^t 

order  growes. 
The  soft  and  tender  nose,  that  can  no  weedes  abide. 
May  make  his  choise  of  holesome  hearbes,  whose 

Tertnes  well  are  tride. 
The  fine  and  fiowing  wittes,  that  foede  on  straunge 

delites,  [weede  that  bites : 

May  tast  (for  seasning  daintie  mouthes)  the  bitter 
The  well  disposed  minde,  and  honest  meaning  man, 
Shall  finde  (in  floures)  proude  peacoks  plumes,  and 

feathen  of  the  Swan. 


The  Cunt  and  crabbed  Caiie,  that  Posies  fliagt 

away,  [floures  to  play. 

By  this  (perhaps)  may  find  some  cause,with  prettie 
The  kinde  and  louing  worme,that  wocUde  his  ladic 

please,  [both  much  ease. 

May  light  on  some  such  medcin  here,  shal  do  them 

both  much  eaae.  [ing  take : 

The  Lad  that  lykes  the  schoole,  and  will  good  wam- 
May  snatch  some  rules  oute  of  this  booke,  that 

may  him  doctor  make. 
The  hastie  trauayling  head,  that  flies  to  foreyne 

place,  [his  rouing  race. 

May  wey  by  this  what  home  is  woorth,  and  stay 
The  manly  conrage  stoute,  that  seeketh  feme  fiill 

ferre, 
Shall  find  by  this  how  sweeie  is  peace,  and  aae 

how  soure  is  warre. 
This  Posie  is  so  pickt,  and  cfaoysely  sorted  throw. 
There  is  no  Flower,  Herbe,  nor  Weede,  hut  semes 

some  purpose  now. 
Then  since  it  freely  comes,  to  you  for  little  coat. 
Take  well  in  worth  these  paynes  of  him,  that 

tbinkcs  no  labor  lost: 
To  do  his  countfie  good,  as  many  others  bane. 
Who  for  their  toyles  a  good  report,  of  worUe 

onely  craue.  [pece3rue. 

Grudge  not  to  yeeld  some  feme,  for  fruites  that  yon 
Make  some  exohaunge  for  franke  good  will,  soiae 

signe  or  token  leauet 
To  shew  your  thaakfeU  harts.    For  if  you  loue  to 

Uke,  [no  gift  fonake, 

And  haue  ja  conscience  growne  so  great,  you  can 
And  cannot  giue  againe,  that  men  deserue  to  reaper 
Adieu  we  leaue  you  in  the  hedge,  and  ore  the  atile 

we  leape. 
And  yet  some  stile  or  verse,  we  jifter  shape  in 

ryme,  [seines  in  tyme. 

That  may  by  arte  shewe  you  a  glasse,  to  see  3rour 
Thus  wish  1  men  their  right:  and  you  that  indge 

amisse. 
To  mend  your  minds,  or  frame  your  Muse,  to 

make  the  like  of  this. 


G.  ir.  IN  PRAYSE    OF  GA8C0IGNE,  AND 

HIS  POSIES. 

RsAOBft  rewarde  nought  else,  but  ouely  good  re- 
port, [sundrie  sort. 
For  all  these  pleasant  Posies  here,  bound  vp  in 
The  flowers  feyre  and  fr^h,  were  set  with  painefoll 
toyle,  [sant  soyle. 
Of  late  in  Gascoignes  Garden  plot,  a  passing  plea- 
Now  weedes  of  little  worth,  are  cnlde  from  out  the 

rest, 
Which  he  with  double  paine,  did  work,  to  gleane 

the  bad  fro  best 
The  state  is  very  straunge,  and  fortune  rare  in  vse. 
Whose  heauie  happe  he  neither  he1pes,nor  blazeth 
their  abuse.  [be  thrall. 

In  thundring  verse  he  wiayes,  where  highest  mlndes 
Where  mtscheefe  seekes  to  rayse  it  selfo,  by  force 
ofotber&fell.  [pride. 

He  pluckes  the  visour  of,  tnm  maskes  of  peeuidi 
And  wrayes  what  sowre  (in  sweet  pretSce)  the 

coustly  corts  ca  hide. 
In  enerie  gallant  flower,  he  setteih  forth  to  shoWt 
Of  Venus  thralles,  the  hap,  the  hanne,  the  want, 
the  weale,  the  woe. 
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He  finely  findes  their  Ualtts,  whoie  wdth  doth 

fotter  wrong/ 
Who  toncbeth  sinne  (without  oflfence)  most  plainly 

sing  his  f  ong. 
His  loftie  vaioe  in  verse,  his  stately  stile  in  prose, 
Foretelles  that  Pallas  ment  by  htm,  for  to  defende 

hir  foes.  [knit, 

Whcrwith  to  Mars  his  might,  his  lustie  limmes  are 
(A  sight  most  rare)  that  Hectors  mind,  should 

match  with  Pallas  wit 
By  proofe  of  late  appeared  (how  so  reportes  here 

ran)  [hynmost  man. 

That  he  in  field  was  formott  still,  in  spoyle  the 
No  backward  blastes  could  bruse  the  valour  of  his 

thought,  [credite  sought. 

Although  slie  hap,  forestoode  his  hope,  in  that  he 
In  fortunes  spight  be  straue,  by  vertues  to  aspire, 
Resoiude  when  due  deserts  might  mount,  then  he 

should  haue  his  hire- 
Thus  late  with  Mars  in  field,  a  lustie  Souldionr 

shewde,  [bath  bestowde. 

And  now  with  peace  in  Pallas  schoole,  he  freendly 
On  thee  this  heape  of  flowers,  the  fruites  of  all  his 

toyle,  [the  soyle. 

Whereof  if  some  but  simple  seeme,  consider  well 
They  grew  not  all  at  home,  some  came  from  for- 

rB3nie  fieldes, 
The  which  (percase)  set  here  againe,  no  pleasant 

sauour  yeddes* 
Yet  who  mislyketh  most,  the  worst  will  bardly 

mend,  [will  offend. 

And  he  were  best  not  write  at  all,  which  no  man 


And  gather  (frtend)  bat  ne]rtlier  spight  nor  spoyte. 
These  Poeies  made,  by  his  long  painfull  toyle. 


P,  B.  TO  SUCH  AS  HAVE  HERETOFORE 
FOUND  FAULT  WITH  QASC0IGNE8 
POSIES. 

Gavkst  good  deserts,  both  pride  and  enuie  swell, 
As  neede  repines,  to  see  his  neighbour  ritche: 
And  slaondcr  chafes,  where  vertues  prosper  well. 
As  sicke  men  thinke,  all  others  health  to  mitch : 
Such  filthie  faultes,  mens  harts  ofttsrmei  inflame. 
That  spight  presumes,  to  stayne  the  worthies 
liame. 

Are  brutall  things,  transferred  so  to  men  ? 
Or  men  become  more  sauage  than  the  beast? 
We  see  the  dogge,  that  kenelles  in  his  den, 
(For  onely  foode)  obeyes  his  Lordes  behest: 
Yet  more  than  that,  remembers  so  reliefey 
As  (in  his  kinde)  he  moumes  at  masters  griefe. 

If  thou  perceyue,  whereto  my  tale  intendes. 
Then  (slaunder)  cease  to  wrong  a  frendly  wight. 
Who  for  his  countreys  good,  his  trauayle  spendes, 
Sometime  where  blowes  are  giuen  in  bloudie  figbt: 
And  other  tymes  he  frames  with  skilfull  pen, 
Such  verse,  as  may  content  eche  moulde  of  men. 

As  nowe  bebolde,  he  here  presentee  to  thee. 
The  blossoms  fisyre,  of  three  well  sorted  seedes. 
The  first  he  feynes,  fresh  Flowers  for  to  bee: 
The  second  Herbes,  tbe  last  he  termeth  Weedes. 
All  these,  the  soyle  of  his  well  fallowed  brayne, 
(With  Pallas  droppes  bcdewde)  yeeldes  for  thy 
gaine. 

The  Hearbes  to  graue  conceyt,  and  skilfull  age. 
The  fragrant  Flowers  to  sent  of  yonger  smell: 
The  worthlesse  Weedes,  to  rule  the  wantonrage 
Of  recklesse  header,  be  giues:  then  vse  them  well: 


A.  W.    IN    COMMENDATION    OF    GAS^ 
COIGNES  POSIES. 

I  PRAYSBD  once  a  booke  (whereby  I  purchast 

blame] 
And  venturde  for  to  write  a  verse,  before  I  knewe 

the  same. 
So  that  I  was  deceyude,  for  when  it  came  to  light. 
The  booke  desenied  no  such  woide,  as  I  therein 

did  wrigfat. 
Thus  lept  I  ere  I  lookt,  and  wandred  ere  I  wist. 
Which  giues  (me  haggard)  warning  since,  to  trust 

no  falkners  fist. 
And  yet  the  booke  wst  good,  (by  bap  and  not  my 

skill)  [wordes  fulfill. 

But  not  a  booke  of  soeh  cootentes,  as  might  my 
Well  now  I  neede  not  foare,  these  Poeies  here  to 

prayse, 
Bicanse  I  knew  them  enery  flower,  and  whese  th«y* 

grew  alwayes. 
And  sure  for  my  conceyt,  euen  when  they  bloom- 
ed first,  [the  very  worst. 
Me  thought  they  smelt  not  much  amisse,  no  not 
Perhappes  some  daiutie  nose,  no  Batchlen  button 

lykes,  [quarell  pykes. 

And  some  at  Pimpemell  and  Pinkes,  a  slender 
Some  thinke  that  Gillyflowers,  do  yeeld  a  gelous 

swell. 
And  some  (which  like  none  herbe  but  sage)  say 

Finkell  tastes  not  well. 
Yet  Finkell  is  of  force,  and  Gillyflowers  are  goody 
And  Pinks  please  some,  and  Pimpemell  doth  seme 

to  steynch  the  blood: 
And  Batchlers  buttons  be,  the  brauest  to  bebolde. 
But  sure  that  flower  were  best  not  grow,  which  can 

abide  no  colde.  [uious  windes. 

For  slaunder  blowes  so  shrill,  with  easteree  en* 
And  frosts  of  frumps  so  nip  the  rootes,  of  vertu- 

ons  meaning  minds 
That  few  good  flowers  can  thriue,  vnlesse  they  be 

protected,  [proppes  erected* 

Or  gaided  from  sospitious  blastes,  or  with  some 
So  seemeth  by  tbe  wight,  which  gaideaad  this 

grounde,  [here  abonnde. 

And  set  such  flowers  on  euery  bed,  that  Posies 
Yet  some  tongues  cannot  well,  aflborde  him  worthie 

prayse,  [seoe  his  wayes. 

And  by  our  Lorde  they  do  him  wrong,  for  I  haue 
And  marked  all  his  moodes,  and  haue  had  proofo 

likewise,  [deoise. 

That  he  can  do  as  well  in  field,  as  pan  can  here 
Not  many  monthes  yet  past,  I  saw  his  doughtie 

deedes,  [heauie  hart  it  bteedes. 

And   since  (to  heare  what  slaunder  sayes]  my 
Yet  Reader  graunt  bnt  this,  to  trie  before  tbou 

trust,  [gallant,  good  and  iusL 

So  shalt  thou  find  his  flowers  and  him,  both 


/.    B.   IN  COMMENDATION  OP  GAS- 
COIGNES  POSIES. 

Thb  sanerie  sappes  in  Gaacoignes  Flowers  that  are. 
Which  strayned  were  by  lofty  learnings  lore: 
Could  not  content  the  surly  Ibr  their  share,  [fore: 
Ne  cause  them  once,  to  yeeld  him  thankes  Uiere- 
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Such  was  his  hap,  when  first  in  bande  he  tooke, 
By  labor  long,  to  bring  to  light  this  Booke. 

Yet  hath  he  not  (for  all  this)  seemde  to  cease. 
Those  Flowers  fresh  againe  in  ground  to  set. 
And  yeeld  them  earth  to  bring  forth  their  increase, 
With  other  slippes  from  forraine  soyle  yfeL 
Which  he  hath  gaynde  by  hazarde  of  his  life, 
In  bloudie  broyles,  where  pouldred  shot  was  rife. 

This  endlesse  toyle,  contented  well  his  minde, 
Hope  helde  the  helme,  his  Fame  on  shore  to  set: 
His  deepe  desire,  was  friendship  for  to  flnde, 
At  readers  handes,  he  nought  else  sought  to  get: 
Wherefore    (doubtlesse)    they    did   him    double 

wrong, 
Which  F.  and  I.  myseonstnied  haue  so  long. 

Yet  least  I  should  passe  from  the  golden  g^und, 
Of  Gascoignes  plat,  wherein  those  Posies  grew, 
1  list  to  tell  what  Flowers  there  I  found, 
And  paint  by  penne,  the  honour  to  him  dew: 
Since  that  his  toyle  duth  well  deserue  the  same, 
And  sacred  skill  hath  so  aduaunst  his  name. 

First  did  I  flnde  the  Flower  of  Fetters  frute. 
Whereof  my  selfe  haue  tasted  to  my  paine: 
Then  might  I  see  the  Greene  knight  touch  the  Luto, 
Whose  cordes  were  coucht  on  frettes  of  deepe  | 

disdaine : 
And  likewise  there,  I  might  perceyne  full  well, 
That  fragrant  Flower  which  fansie  bad  Farewell. 

In  fine  I  found  the  flowre  that  Belium  bight, 
Sweete  vnto  those,  of  sillie  simple  sense. 
Yet  shaipe  and  sowre,  to  those  that  do  delight 
In  martiall  martes,  for  gaine  of  peuish  pense. 
Such  buddes  ftiU  brane,  good  Gascoignes  Garden 

gaue 
To  all  estates,  which  list  the  same  to  haue. 

Wherefore  (good  friend)  flieenuies  yrkesome  yre. 
And  tied  the  trace,    which  Reasons  rule   hath 

wrougbti 
Yeeld  not  disdeyne  to  Gascoigne  for  his  hyre. 
Whose  brnsed  braine  for  thee  these  flowers  hath 

sought 
Least  if  thou  do,  the  blame  on  thee  do  light. 
Such  friendly  paynes  to  recompence  with  spight. 


Of  warres  also,  and  warriours  too,  euen  like  • 

martiall  knight. 
He  hath  discourst,  and  shewed  the  lottos,  tbat 

thereupon  do  light: 
Virgin  is  dead,  and  Galen  gone,  with  Poets  many 

more:  [in  store. 

Yet  workes  of  theirs  be  still  aline,  and  with  vs  kept 
This  Authour  lines,  and  Gascoigne  bights,  yet  once 

to  die  most  sure,  [alwayes  endure, 

Alas  the  while  that  worthie   wightes  may  not 
But  workes  of  his  among  the  best,  for  euer  more 

shall  rest,  [the  blest. 

When  he  in  heauen  shall  take  a  place  prepared  for 


/.  D.  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES  AND 
HIS  POSIES. 

If  Virgin  how  to  till  the  £arth,  to  euery  man 

doth  tell,  [excell. 

And  Galen  he  in  Phisicks  arte  doth  many  men 
If  Poets  olde  deseruen  prayse,  by  paynting  out 

aright,  [that  wright. 

The  frutes  of  vice,  as  Ouid  doth,  and  many  mo 
By  learned  skill  of  many  things:    If  such  exalt 

their  name,  [of  Ladie  Fame : 

And  for  their  hyre,  deserued  prayse  by  tnimpe 
Why  should  the  Authour  of  this  booke  then  leese 

his  due  desart,  [skilfoll  arte  ? 

Sith  he  so  freendly  here  to  vs,  hath  shewed  his 
The  healthsome    herbs  and  flowers    sweet,  fro 

weedes  he  hath  dtnided. 
The  finits  of  Giues  in  prison  ttrog  he  hath  right 

wel  decided. 


THE  PRINTER  (RICHARD  SMITH)  IN 
COMMENDATION  OF  GASCOIGNE  AND 
HIS  WORKS. 

CuAWCER  by  writing  purchast  fame. 
And  Gower  got  a  worthie  name: 
Sweete  Surrey,  suckt  Pernassus  springs. 
And  Wiat  wrote  of  wondrous  things: 
Olde  Rochfurt  clambe  the  stately  throne. 
Which  Muses  holde,  in  Hellicone. 
Then  thither  let  good  Gascoigne  go, 
For  sure  his  verse,  deseruetb  so. 


M.  A.  PERUGINO,  A  I  LETTORL 

CoNCiosiA  la  cosa  che  a*I  bono  vino,  non  ci 
bisogna  la  ghirlanda  nientedi  mr.no,  l*opere  vir- 
tuose meritano  sempremai  ogni  laude,  honore,  & 
mercede.  Tanto  per  etsersi  (nella  natuia  loro,  & 
di  se  stesse)  piaceuole,  grate,  &  piene,d*ogai  con- 
tento,  come  per  dare  stimoli  ad  altrui  d'imitar*  i 
loro  vestigy.  In  tanto  lo  stimo  Topera  presente 
vn'essempio  chiaro  k,  raro  delta  gloria  Inghlese. 
Suando  vi  si  truooano  non  salamSte  sonctti,  rime, 
caozoni,  k,  altre  cose  infinitemete  piac?uo'e,  ma 
con  cio  non  vi  mancano  discorse  tragiche,  mo- 
deme,  &  phylosophiche,  della  Guerra,  delli  stati, 
&  della  vera  Sapienza.  Tutte  procedute  d*vn  tal 
luchiostro,  che  lo  (sendo  forastlero)  lo  tniouo  vn* 
Immitotore  di  Petrarcha,  Amico  d'Ariosto,  & 
Parangon  di  Bocaccio,  Aretino,  &:  ogni  altro  poeta 
quanto  sia  piu  famoso  &  eccellente  dell'  etk 
nostra. 


/.  DE  B.  AUX  LECTEURS, 

Ceux  qui  voiront,  les  Rymes  de  Gascoigne, 
(Estants  Francis)  se  plaiiidront  nuicts  &  iour* 
Sue  la  beauts  &  I'odeur  de  ces  floeors, 
A  cest  heur  (de  France)  par  Gascoign,  tant  s* 
loigne. 


H.  M.  IN  POEM  ATA  GASCOIGNI  CARMEN. 

Si  iam  vena  viris  eadem,  que  vatibus  olim, 
logenioq.  pari  possunt  disponere  partas 
Materias,  pedibus  si  inoedunt  Carmina  certis, 
Qaudunturq.  suis  numeris :  Si  turba  sororum^ 
Supplicibus  potis  est  priscos  inflare  forores, 
Sed  si  quod  magis  est,  nostri  sua  themata  tezaot^ 
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Consona  tcnptarii  lacris,  nee  dissona  rectis 
Morilras:  amenos,  sed  que  cognoscere  floret 
Viittttis,  que  docent  duices  coUigere  fructus. 
Si  fictas  fabulas»  hlnq.  Cupidints  artes 
Cum  Venere  excludunt,  (ut  docta  indigna  poesi) 
Cur  Don  censemus  celebraodos  iure  Coronis 
^quales  virtnte  ▼iros,  equalibus  esse  2 
O  ingrata  tuis  non  reddere  tanta  peritis 
Premia,  quanta  mis  dignanint  prima  Poetts 
Saecnla  num  laudes  tantas  licet  addete  linguis 
R'oroane  primnm,  (quae  nil  tamen  attulit  vltia 
Vtjie)  germaoas,  vt&e  tit  spernere  gemmae? 
Sed  Tttium  hoc  patrie  est  Ac  peculiariter  Anglis 
Conuenit,  externis  quecuoq.  feruntur  ab  oris, 
Anteferre  suis.     Age  si  sic  sapitis,  Ecce, 
Anglia  qnos  profert  flores  Gasconia  pressit. 


B.  C.  m  POEMATA  GASCON  J,  CARMEN. 

Mbhs  generosa  sdet  generosos  edere  floresi 
Incassumq.  suoe,  non  sinit  ire  dies: 

HsBC  tua  Oasconi  laus  est,  mercede  remota 
Hac,  friget  rirtus,  base  tibi  suAciat 

Haec  tibi  (seu  Belgas  repetas,  Martemq.  ferocem, 
8tu  patriam  be  Musas)  inuiolata  comes. 


K.1X  IN  EUNDEM  CARMEN. 

ViDKRAT  buius:  ef.  I.  Titulum  nomenq.  Poeta, 
Letaq.  vix  potuit,  dicere  lingua,  bene  est: 

Mox  vbt  que  volnit,  libro  non  vidit  in  illo, 
Magnlq.  que  (uerat,  pars  ibi  parua  foit, 

Suiim  male  ait  sociot  Martem  secreuit  amore  ? 
Sni  bene  amat  pugnat,  qui  bene  pugnat  amat. 


EIUSDEM  DE  EODEM.     . 

Qvi  quondam  graue  Martis  opus,  sub  gente  ne- 
Militamq.  tuli,  non  rno  nomine  duram       [fiinda, 
Anna  quibns  letabar.  Ego  Tritonia  Pallas, 
PsUas   ego  trado  anna  tibi,  &  nunc  per   iuga 

Cyntbi 
Per    sacrum   te    Hellicona   tuns,  per  Thessala 

Tempe 
Iosequor,etemumq.  sequar,  dum  sydera  mundum, 
Dum  deus  etemos,  certo  moderamine  Ccelos 
Dirigat,  etfaereasq  animas  9l  sydera  Ceeli. 
O  que  felices  celesti  nectare  mentes 
Peifundis,  Diui^mq.  doces  nos  dicere  Cantns, 
Suales  Aonias  inter  celiberrima  tuibas 
Calliopea  canit,  vel  gestis  Clio  loquendis 
Nata.  rNouenarum  pars  ingens  Clio  sororum.) 
Da  regioa  tuis  adytis,  antrisq.  recepto 
Cantari  vates  inter,  diciq.  Britannos. 


R  W.  IN  GASCQIGNUM,  CARMEN. 

Snrr  quorum  mentes,  tenebre,  Caligoq.  turpis 
Infuscant,  Tates  qui  tetigisse  timent. 

Tu  pete  florentero,  fiKunde  Poeta  Cofollaai, 
Ezcoltis  pateat,  versibus  iste  locus. 


G.  H.  PRO  EODEM. 


QviSQUis  es  bac  nostri  qui  gaud«8  parte  laboris, 

lodicio  nobis,  cantu^  adesto  precor. 
Perlege  scripta  prius,  quim  pergas  scripta  probare» 

£t  bene  perlectis,  inde  videbis  opus. 
Nam  nihil  in  titulum,  iouat  inspexisse  li belli. 

Si  vis  materie  sit  tibi  nota  minus. 
Non  etentm  primo  veniunt  fundamina  rerum, 

Sed  sunt  in  rariis^  inspicienda  locis. 
Perge  igitur  quo  sit  pergendum,  fine  reperto, 

In  tenebris  tum  que  dilitu^re  proba. 


E.  H.  IN  POEMATA  GASCOIGNI,  CARMEN^ 

Si  quam  Romani  laudem  moeruere  Poirte 

Siq.  fnit  Gratis  debitus  vUus  honos, 
GrsBcia  si  quondam  vatem  suf  pexit  Homerum, 

Si  domitriz  magni  Ruma  Maronis  opus. 
Cur  non  Gasconii  facunda  poemata  laudat 

Anglia?  fc  ad  coeli  sydera  somma  ferat? 
Carmina  nam  cum  re,  sic  consentire  videntur, 

Egregiom  &  prestans,  vt  videntur  opus. 
Dixerit  has  aliquis  Musas  nimis  esse  iocosat, 

Et  iuuenum  facile  posse  iiocere  animis. 
Non  ita,  ni  forsan,  velit  iisdem  Hector  abuti, 

Non  obsunt,  pura  si  modd  mente  legas. 


THE  OPINION  OF  THE  AUCTHOR  HIM- 
SELF AFTER  ALL  THESE  COMMEND- 
ATIONS. 

What  neede  I  speake  my  self,  since  other  say  so 

much? 
Who  seme  to  praise  these  poesies  so,  as  if  ther  wer 

none  such : 
But  Aure  my  silly  self,  do  find  therein  no  smell. 
Which  may  dcserue  such  passing  pniyse,  or  seeme 

to  taste  so  well,  [deinge 

This  boone  1  onely  craue,  that  veaders  yet  will 
(If  any  weede  herein  do  seeme,  his  fellow  flowres 

to  stayne)  [they  finde. 

Then  reade  but  others  workes,  and  marke  if  that 
No  toyes  therein  which  may  dislike,  some  modest 

readers  mi nde? 
Reade  Virgills  Pryapus,  or  Quids  wanton  verse. 
Which  he  about  Corinnaes  oouche,  so  clerkly  can 

rehearse. 
Reade  Faustoes  filthy  tale,  in  Ariostoes  ryme, 
And  let  not  Marots  Alyz  passe,  without  impeach 

of  crime.  [excuse 

These  things  considered  well,  I  trust  they  will 
This  muze  of  mine,  although  she  seem,  such  toyes 

sometimes  to  vse. 
Beleeue  me  liordings  all,  it  is  a  Poetes  parte. 
To  handle  eche  thing  in  hiskinde,  for  therein  lieth 

his  arte:  [lawe, 

Lttcillius  ledde  the  daunce,  and  Horace  made  the 
That  poetes  by  Aucthoritie^  may  call  (a  Dawe)  a 

Dawe, 
And  eke  (a  hore)  a  Hore,but  yet  in  cleanly  wordes. 
So  that  the  vice  may  be  rebukt,  as  though  it  were 

in  hourdes:  [foute) 

This  phrase  sometimes  I  vse,  which  (if  it  be  a 
Condempne  not  all  the  rest  theribre,  that  here  in 

verse  is  taught, 
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Smell  eueiy  poesie  right,  and  you  therein  shall 

fittde. 
Fresh  flowres,  good  hearbei,  and  bolsome  weedes, 

to  please  a  skilfull  minde. 
Finis.    Tam  Marti,  qoim  Mercurio. 


HJS  VLTIMUM  VALE  TO  AMOROUS 

VERSK 

KiMDB  Erato,  and  wanton  Thalia, 

(Whose  name  my  muze,  deuouUy  did  innoke) 

Adieu  deare  dames,  Caiiope  sings  atia^ 


Which  are  more  worth,  and  smdl  not   of 

smoke. 
And  if  blinde  Cupide,  cbaonoe  to  stryke  a  atroke, 
I  vowe  my  verse,  Apocrypha  shalbe, 
In  silence  sbutte,  that  none  (but  yon)  may  ■»«■- 

Finis. 

Tam  Marti,  quia  Mercurio. 


>  These  tines,  and  the  ««Opiiiion  of  the  Aoctbor^ 
are  not  In  the  edition  of  Gaseoigne  published 
15W.    C. 
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THE  ANAWMYB  OF  A  LOUER. 

nr^O  make  a  loiker  knowne,  by  {ilaine  Anatoinie, 
"7    Yon  louen  all  that  list  bisware*  loe  here  behold 

yon  me.  [mi^bt  moae, 

Wbo  tboogh  mine  ondy  looket,  your  pittie  wel 
Yet  euery  part  ibaU  plajre  his  part,  to  paiiit  the 

panges  of  loue.   • 
If  Artt  my  feeble  bead^  bane  ko  much  matter  left. 
If  fansies  raging  force  haue  not,  bis  feeble  skill 

bereft.  [^M^d  eyes. 

These  loclces  that  bang  vnkenipt,  theke  hoUowe 
These  chattering  teeth,  this  tribling  toogiWy  well 

tewed  with  carefull  cries. 
These  wan  and  wrinkled  cheekes,  wel  washt  with 

wanes  of  woe,  [carkasse  goe. 

Maye  stancl  for  patteme  of  a  ghost,  where  so  this 
These  sbonlden  they  sostaine,  the  yoake  of  heauy 

care,  ribeare. 

And  on  my  bmsed  broken  backe,  the  btttdcn  niust 
These  armes  quite  braunfidne  are*  with  bating  on 

my  brest,  [chltieth  rest: 

Tikis  right  hand  weary  is  to  write,  thii  left  hand 
These  sides  enclose  the  forge,  where  sorro^e  playes 

the  smith,  [mettall  with. 

And  hot^  dfinret  bath  kindled  fire,  to  worke  this 
The  Anuile  is  my  heart»  my  thooghtes  they  strike 

the  stfoake,  [sigbes  ascend  for  steoake. 
My  lights  and  lunges  Uke  beltowes  blow,  and 
My  secreete  partes  are  so  with  tecreete  sorrow  soketi , 
As  for  the  sepreete  shame  thereof,  deseraes  not  to 

be  spoken,  [my  feete. 

My  thighes,  my  knees,  my  tegges,  and  last  of  all 
To  seme  a  loners  tame,  are  so  VhaBle  and  vnroeete, 
That  scarce  they  iustaine  vp,  this  restlesse  body 

well,  [doth  dwell, 

tlolesse  it  be  to  set  the  bonre,  ivberein  my  lone 
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And  there  by  sight  eftsoone,  to  feede  my  gazing 

«yp» 

And  so  content  my  bungrie  corps,  tyll  doUours 

doe  me  dye: 
Yet  for  a  iust  reward  of  loue  so  dearely  bought, 
I  pray  you  saye,  loe  this  was  he,  whome  loue  had 

wome  to  nought. 

Euer  or  tieuer. 


^ 


THE  ARRAIOMENT  OF  A  LOVER. 

At  Beautyes  barre  as  I  dyd  stande. 

When  false  suspect  accused  mee, 

Oeotrge  (quod  the  Judge)  bolde  vp  thy  hande. 

Thou  art  arraignde  of  Flatlerye  : 

Tell  therefore  howe  thou  wylt  bee  tryde : 

Whose  iudgement  here  wylt  thou  abyde, 

.  My  Lorde  (quod  I)  this  Lady  here, 

Whome  I  esteeme  aboue  the  rest, 
both  knowe  my  guilte  if  any  were  : 
Wherefore  hir  doome  shall  please  me  best 
Let  hir  bee  Judge  and  Jurour  boathe. 

To  trye  mee  gniltlesse  by  myne  oathc. 

fiuod  Beaotie,  no,  it  fitteth  not, 
A  Prince  hir  seHPe  to  iodge  the  cause: 
Wyll  is  our  Justice  welt  you  wot. 
Appointed  to  discosse  our  Laweft : 
If  you  wyll  guiltlesse  seeme  to  goe, 
God  and  yonr  bodntrey  quitte  you  so. 

Theik  crafte  the  cryer  ca]*d  a  quest. 
Of  whome  was  falshoiode  formost  feere, 
A  pack  of  pickethankes  were  the  rest. 
Which  came  fislse  witnesse  for  to  beare. 
The  Jurye  suchp,  the  Judge  fniust, 
Sentence  was  layde  L  should  be  trust 

I  I 
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Jeloui  the  layler  bound  mee  hat. 
To  heare  the  verdite  of  the  byll, 
George  (qnod  the  Judge)  nowe  thou  art  cast. 
Thou  must  goe  hence  to  heauie  hilly 
And  there  be  hangde  all  but  the  bead, 
God  rest  thy  soule  when  thou  art  dead. 

Downe  fell  I  then  vpon  my  knee. 
All  flatte  before  Dame  Beauties  (ace. 
And  eryed,  good  Ladye  pardon  mee. 
Which  here  appeale  vnto  your  grace. 
You  knowe  if  I  haue  bcene  vntraei 
It  was  in  too  much  praysing  you. 

And  though  this  Judge  doe  make  suche  haste. 
To  shead  with  shame  my  guiltlesse  blood: 
Yet  let  your  pittie  first  b^  plaste. 
To  saue  the  man  that  meant  you  good. 
So  shall  you  shewe  your  selfe  a  SueenCj 
And  I  maye  bee  your  seruaunt  seene. 

(Snod  Beautie)  well :  tticause  I  gnesse. 
What  thou  dost  meane  hencefoorth  to  bee, 
Altbouich  thy  faultes  deserue  no  lesse. 
Than  Justice  here  hath  iudged  thee, 
Wylt  thou  be  bounde  to  stynt  all  strife. 
And  be  true  prisoner  all  thy  lyfe  ? 

Yea  Madame  (quod  I)  that  I  shall, 
Loe  fayth  and  tmeth  my  sueities> : 
Why  then  (quod  shee)  come  when  I  call, 
I  aske  no  better  warrantise. 
Tbos  am  I  Beauties  bounden  thrall. 
At  bir  commaunde  when  shee  doth  call. 

£ugr  or  ntuer. 


THE  PASSION  OF  A  LOUEH. 

I SHTU  sometimes  although  ndy  griefe  be  great. 
To  heare  and  see  these  louer8.paint  their  peine. 
And  how" they  can  in  pleasauut  rimes  repeate. 
The  passing  pangs,  which  they  in  Anctes  foine. 
But  if  I  had  such  skyll  to  frame  a  verse, 
I  could  more  peine  than  all  tbeir  panges  rehearse 

Some  saye  they  finde  nor  peace,  nor  power  to 
fijrht, 
Whicb  seemeth  strange :  but  stranger  is  my  state: 
I  dwell  in  dole,  yet  soiome  with  delight, 
Reposde  in  reste,  yet  weryed  with  debate. 
For  flatte  repulse,  might  well  appease  my  wyll. 
But  fancie  fightes,  to  trye  my  fortune  ityll. 

Some  other  saye  they  hope,  yet  line  in  dread. 
They  friese,they  flame,  they  flie  aloft,  they  fill, 
But  I,  nor  hope  with  happe  to  rayse  my  bead. 
Nor  feare  to  stoupe,  for  why,  my  gate  is  small. 
Nor  can  I  fnese,  with  cold  to  kyll  my  heart. 
Nor  yet  so  flame,  as  might  contnme  my  smart. 

How  liue  I  then,  which  thus  drawe  foorth  my 

dayes? 
Or  tell  me  howe,  J  found  this  feuer  first } 
What  fits  I  feele  ?  what  distance  ?  what  delayes? 
What  griefe  ?  what  ease  >  what  lyke  t  best?  what 

worst?  [psioe* 

These  thingts  they  telli  which  teeke  redresie  of 
And  so  wyll  I,  Although  I  ooumpt  it  vainc, 

s  GQvammk  BaylL 


I  liue  in  lone,  enen  so  I  lone  to  line, 
(Oh  happie  state,  twise  happie  he  that  findea  it} 
But  lone  to  life  this  cognisance  doth  geue. 
This  badge  this  marke,  to  euery  man  that  mindea  it. 
Lone  lendeth  life,  which  (dying)  cannot  dye. 
Nor  lyuing  liue:  and  sueh  a  life  leade  I. 

The  Sonny  dayes   which  gladde  the  saddfat 
wightes. 
Yet  neuisr  shine  to  cleare  my  misty  moone : 
No  quiet  deepe,  amidde  the  mooneshine  nigfates. 
Can  close  mine  eyes,  when  I  am  woe  begone. 
Into  such  shadet  my  peeuishe  sorrowe  shrowdes'. 
That  Suune  and  Moone  are  still  to  me  in  clowdea. 

And  feuerlike  I  feede  my  fancie  styll. 
With  such  repast,  as  most  empaires  my  health. 
Which  feuer  first  I  caught  by  wanton  wyll. 
When  coles  of  kind  dyd  stirre  my  blood  by  stealth : 
And  gazmg  eyes,  in  bewtie  put'such  tmst. 
That  lone  enflamid  my  liuef  ftl  witti  lost. 

My  fits  are  lyfce  the  f.ner  Ectick  fits<. 
Which  one  daye  quakes  within  andbumes  witiMMt, 
The  next  day  heate  within  the  boosoms  sits. 
And  sbiuiring  coMe  the  body  goes  about. 
So  is  my  heart  most  bote  when  hope  is  colde. 
And  qanketh  most  when  I  most  heata  behold. 

Tormented  thus  without  delayes  I  stand. 
All  wayes  in  one  and  euermore  shalbe. 
In  greatest  griefe  when  heipe  is  nearest  hand. 
And  best  at  ease  if  death  might  make  me  free : 
Delighting  most  in  that  which  fanrtes  my  heart. 
And  hating  change  which  might  relieue  my  sa»rt« 

tBNUGTe. 

Yet  you  deara  dame :  to  whome  this  enre  pertaiii^y 
Deuise  by  times  some  drarames  for  my  ~ 
A  noble  name  shall  be  your  greatest  gaines. 
Whereof  be  snre,  if  you  wyll  worke  mine 
And  though  fond  foulea  set  forth  their  fittcs  aa  fost. 
Yet  graunt  withme_that  my  straangepanion  past. 


A  STRAUNGE  PASSION  OF  A  LODES. 

AmiO  my  Bale  I  bath  in  blisse, 
I  swim  in  heanen,  I  sinke  in  hell : 
I  find  amends  for  euery  misse. 
And  yet  my  moanc  no  tongue  can  tell. 
1  liue  and  loue,  what  wold  you  more: 
As  nener  louer  lin'd  before. 

I  laugh  sometimes  with  little  lost. 
So  test  I  oft  and  feele  no  ioye : 
Myne  case  is  builded  all  on  tmst : 
And  yit  mistrust  breedes  myne  anoye. 
I  liue  and  lacke,  1  lacke  and  haue: 
I  haue  and  misse  the  thing  I  crane. 

These  things  secme  strange,  yet  are  they  tteWm 

Beleeue  me  sweete  my  state  is  such. 

One  pleasure  which  I  wold  eschew. 

Both  slakes  my  grief  and  breedes  my  gruteb.' 

So  doth  ooe  paine  which  I  would  shoon. 

Renew  my  ioyea  where  grief  begoon. 


Then  like  the  larke  that  pa|t  the  night. 
In  beany  sleepe  with  cares  opprest : 
Yit  when  shee  spies  the  pleasannt  light. 
She  sends  sweete  notes  firom  out  hlr  biest» 

■  Itwre  is  indeed  suche  a  hindc  of  fcT«r» 
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So  ting  I  now  because  I  tbinke 

How  ioyes  approch,  when  a orrowei  shrinke. 

And  as  fayre  Philomene  againe. 

Can  watch  and  singe  when  other  sleepe : 

And  taketh  pleasure  in  hir  paync. 

To  wray  the  woo  that  makes  hir  weepe. 

So  sing  I  now  for  to  bewray 

The  lothsome  life  I  lead  alway. 

The  which  to  thee  (deare  wencbe)  I  write, 
That  koow*st  my  mirth,  but  not  my  moane: 
I  praye  God  graunt  thee  deepe  delight. 
To  Hue  in  ioyes  when  I  am  gone. 
I  cannot  liue,  it  wyll  not  bee : 
I  dye  to  thinke  to  parte  from  thee. 

Fetendo  Naiura. 


THE  DIUORCE  OF  A  LOUER. 

DiuoRCE  me  nowe  good  death,  from  loue  and 

lingring  life,  [was  my  wife. 

That  one  bath  been  my  concubine,  that  other 

In  youth  I  liued  with  loue,  she  had  my  lustye 

dayes.  [widering  wais. 

In  age  I  thought  with  lingering  life  to  stay  my 
But  now  abusde  by  both,  1  come  for  to  comptaine, 
To  thee  good  death,  in  whom  my  belpe  doth  wholy 

now  remain. 
My  libell  loe  behold :  wherein  I  doe  protest, 
The  processe  of  my  plaint  is  true,  in  which  my 

griefe  doth  rest,  [trimme, 

First  loue  my  concubine  (whome  I  baue  kept  so 
Euen  she  for  whome  I  seemd  of  yore,  in  seas  of 

ioy  to  swimme: 
To  whom  I  dare  anowe,  that  I  baue  serued  cs  well, 
And  played  my  part  as  gallantly,  as  he  that  beares 

the  bell) 
She  cast  me  of  long  since,  and  holdes  q^e  in 

disdaine,  [is  but  vaine. 

I  cannot  pranke  to  please  hir  nowe,  my  vaunting 
My  writhled  cheekes  bewraye,  that  pride  of  heate 

is  past,  [ture  fadeth  fast, 

My  starring  steppes  eke  tell  the  tnieth,  that  na- 
My  quaking  crooked  ioyutes,  are  combred  with 

the  crampe,  [feede  my  lampe. 

The  boxe  of  oyle  is  wasted  wcl,  which  once  dyd 
The  gieenesse  of  my  yeares,  doth  wytber  now  so 

sore,  [me  no  more. 

That  lusty  loue  leapes  quite  awaye,  and  lyketh 
And  loue  my  lemmao  gone,  what  lyking  can  I  take'  ? 
In  lothsome  lyfe  tKat  crokcd  croaoe,  although  she 

be  my  make  ?  [cold, 

Sbee  cloyes  me  with  the  cough,  hir  comfort  is  but 
She  bids  me  giue  mine  age  for  almes,  wher  6rst 

my  youth  was  sold.  [brail. 

No  day  cau  passe  my  head,  but  she  beginnes  to 
No  mery  thoughts  conceiued  so  fast,  but  she 

confounds  them  al.  [still. 

When  I  pretend  to  please^  she  ouerthwarts  me 
When  I  would  faynest  part^with  hir,  she  onerwayes 

my  will.  [hand, 

Be  iudge  then  gentle  death,  and  take  my  cause  in 
Consider  euery  circumstaunce,  marke  how  the 

case  doth  stand.  [none  see, 

Percase  thon  wilte  aledgc,  that  cause  thou  canst 
But  that  I  like  not  of  that  one^  that  other  likes 

not  me : 

>  Such  a  sect  there  is  that  desire  no  longer  lyfe 
then  whiles  thty  are  in  lovt. 


Yet  gentle  iudge  pue  eare,  and  thou  shalt  see  mt 

proue, 
Myconcubine  incontinent,  a  common whoreislone. 
And  in  my  wyfe  I  find,  such  discord  and  debate, 
As  no  man  lining  can  endure  the  tormentes  of 

my  state.  [tbeni  both« 

Wherefore  thy  sentence  say,  deuorce  me  from 
Since  only  thou  mayst  right  my  wronges,  good 

death  nowe  be  not  loath. 
But  cast  thy  pearcing  dart,  into  my  panting  brest. 
That  1  may  leaue  both  loue  and  life,  and  thereby 

purchase  rest. 

Hand  ictus  sapio. 


THE  LULLABIE  OF  A  LOUER. 

Smo  lullaby,  as  women  doe, 
Wherewjth  they  bring  their  babes  to  rect. 
And  lullaby  can  1  sing  to. 
As  womanly  as  can  the  best. 
With  lullaby  they  still  the  chUde, 
And  if  I  be  not  much  beguild. 
Full  many  wanton  babes  baue  I, 
Which  must  be  stild  with  luUabie. 

First  lullaby  my  youthfuU  yeares, 

ft  is  nowe  time  to  go  to  bed. 

For  croocked  age  and  hoary  heares, 

Haue  wone  the  haueu  with  in  my  head : 

With  Lullaby  then  youth  be  still. 

With  Lullaby  content  thy  will, 

Since  courage  quayles,  and  commes  behiad| 

Go  sleepe,  and  so  beguile  thy  minde. 

Next  Lullaby  my  gasing  eyes. 
Which  wonted  were  to  giaunce  apac«. 
For  euery  Olasse  maye  nowe  suffise. 
To  shewe  the  fiirrowes  in  my  face  : 
With  Lullaby e  then  winke  awhile. 
With  LnUabye  your  iookes  beguile ; 
Lette  no  fayre  fiice,  nor  beaut ie  brighte. 
Entice  yon  efte  with  Tayue  delighte. 

And  Lullaby  my  wanton  will, 
Lette  reasons  rule,  nowe  relgne  thy  thoiTght, 
Since  all  to  late  I  finde  by  skyll, 
Howe  deare  I  haue  thy  fansics  bought : 
With  Lullaby  nowe  tak  tbyne  eajte. 
With  Lullaby  thy  doubtes  appease : 
For  trust  to  this,  if  thou  be  styll. 
My  body  shall  obey  thy  will. 

Thus  Lullabye  my  youth,  myne  eyes, 
My  will,  my  ware,  and  all  that  was, 
I  can  no  mo  delayes  deuise. 
But  welcome  payne,  let  pleasure  passe: 
With  Lullaby  now  take  your  leaue. 
With  Lullaby  your  dreames  deceiue. 
And  when  you  rise  with  waking  eye. 
Remember  then  this  Lullabye. 
Euer  or  Neaer. 


THE  LAMENTATION  OF  A  LOUER. 

Now  haue  I  found  the  waie,  to  weepe  and  wayl^ 
my  fill,  [my  will. 

Now  can  I  ende  my  dolfull  dayes,  and  so  content 
The  way  to  weepe  inongb.for  such  as  list  to  waylc^ 
Is  this:  to  go  abord  the  sbip,  wbeit  pleasure 
beiwaih  sayle. 


GASCOIGN£*S  POEMS. 


484 

And  there  to  marke  the  iettes,  of  eoery  ioyfull 

wight, 
And  with  what  winde  and  waue  they  fleet,  to 

nourish  their  delight. 
For  ai  the  striken  Deare,  that  seeth  hii  felloves 

fecde,  Ito  bleede. 

Amid  the  lustie  heard  (ynhurt,)  and  feeles  himselie 
Or  aa  the  seely  by  id,  that  with  the  Bolte  if  bmid. 
And  lieth  aloofe  among  the  leaues,  of  al  hir 

pheares  refusd,  [reioyce. 

And  hear«w  them  sing  full  shrill,  yet  cannot  she 
Kor  frame  one  wai-bling  note  to  passe,  out  of  hir 

monmfuU  voyce.  [payne, 

Euen  so  I  finde  by  proole,  that  pleasure  duhleth 
Unto  a  wretched*  wounded  hart,  which  doth  in  I 

woe,  remaine.  [ioye, 

I  passe  where  pleasure  is,  I  heare  some  sing  for 
I  see  som  laugh,  som  other  dauce,  in  spight  of 

darke  anoy. 
But  out  alas  my  mind,  amends  not  by  their  myrth, 
I  deeme  al  pleasurs  to  be  paine,  that  dwell  aboue 

the  earth.  [breath, 

Such  heauy  h|miors  feede,  the  bloud  that  lendes  me 
Aa  mery  medcins  cannot  seme,  to  keepe  my  corps 

from  death. 

SprtBta  tamen  vimaiL 


Gertaine  Terses  written  to  a  Gentlewomnn  whome 
hee  liked  very  wel,  And  yet  had  neoer  any 
oportunity  to  discouer  htt  affection,  being  al' 
wayes  bridled  by  leloose  lookes  which  attended 
them  both,  and  tbcrefofe  gessing  by  hir  lokes, 
that  she  partly  also  liked  htm :  he  wrote  in  a 
booke  of  hirs  as  Ibloweth,  being  termed  with 
the  rest  that  follow 

TBE  LOKES  OF  A  LOUER  ENAMOURED. 

Thou  with  thy  lookes  on  whom  1  loke  foil  ofte. 
And  find  there  in  great  cause  of  deepe  delight : 
Thy  face^is  fayre,  thy  skin  is  smoth  and  softe. 
Thy  lippes  are  sweet,  thine  eyei  are  deere  and 

bright. 
And  euery  part  seemes  pleasant  in  my  sight 
Yettrote  thou  well,  those  lokeshaoe  wrought  my  wo, 
BIfrause  1  loue  to  looke  vpon  them  so« 

For  first  those  lookes  allord  mine  eft  to  k>ke. 
And  strayght  mine  eye  stird  up  my  hart  to  louci 
And  cniell  loue  with  deepe  deceitfiiU  hooke, 
Chokt  vp  my  mind  whom  fancie  cannot  moue, 
Nor  hope  releeue,  nor  other  helpe  behoue  i 
But  still  to  loke,  and  though  I  loke  to  mnch, 
Needes  must  1  loke  bicause  I  see  none  such. 

Thus  in  thy  lookes  my  lone  and  life  hane  bold, 
And  with  sneh  life  my  death  drakes  on  a  pace : 
And  for  such  death  no  medcine  can  be  told. 
But  loking  still  vpon  thy  louely  &ce, 
VTberin  are  painted  pitie,  peace,  and  grace. 
Then  though  thy  lokes  should  cause  qiefof  to  dye, 
Meedes  must  1  looke,  bicanse  I  line  tberby. 

Since  then  thy  lookes  my  lyfe  hane  so  in  thrall. 
As  I  ean  like  none  other  lookes  but  thine: 
Lo  here  I  yeelde  my  lyfe,  my  loue,  and  all 
lAto  thy  hands,  and  all  things  else  resigne, 
But  libertie  to  gaze  vpon  thyne  eyen. 
Whi^^h  when  I  doe,  then  think  it  were  thy  part. 
To  looke  agiiin,  and  linke  with  me  in  hart 
9f  ftrtunatyt  v/j&x. 


With  these  verses  yon  shall  lodge  the  qnicke 
pacitie  of  the  Lady :  for  she  wrote  tberennder 
this  short  aunswere. 

LooKB  as  long  as  you  lyst,  but  surely  tfl  take  you 
looking,  I  will  looke  with  you. 

And  for  a  Airthef  proofe  of  this  Dames  qnicka 
vnderstanding,  yon  shall  now  vnderstand^  thai 
sone  after  this  aunswere  of  hin,  the  same  Auc- 
thonr  chaused  to  be  at  a  supper  in  hir  company^ 
where  were  also  hir  brother,  hir  husbaod,  and 
an  old  louer  of  hirs  by  whom  shoe  had  beae  long 
suspected.  Nowe,  althoogh  there  wanted  no 
delicate  viandes  to  content  them,  yei  their 
chiefe  repast  was  by  entreglancing  of  lokiia.  For 
the  Aocthoor  being  stong  with  hotte  aflection, 
coulde  none  otberwyse  ieiieue  bis  pataion  bat 
by  gazing.  And  the  Dam6  of  a  curteons  endi- 
nation  deigned  (nowe  and  then)  to  requite  the 
same  with  glancing  at  him.  Hir  olde  kraer  oc- 
cupied his  eyes  with  watching:  and  her  brother 
perceiuing  all  this  coulde  not  abstaine  from 
winking,  whereby  hee  might  putte  hia  Syster  in 
remembraunce,  least  she  sHodlde  too  much  forget 
hir  selfe.  But  most  of  all  her  husbande  behold- 
ing the  first,  and  being  euyll  pleased  with  the 
seconde,  scarce  contented  with  the  thirde,  and 
misconstruing  the  fourth,  was  const  rayned  to 
playe  the  fifth  part  in  frowarde  frowning.  This 
royal  1  banquet  thns  passed  ooer,  the  Aacthor 
knowing  that  after  supper  they  should  pasae  the 
tyme  in  propounding  of  Ryddles,  and  making 
of  purposes :  contriued  all  this  conceipt  in  a 
Riddle  as  fblloweth.  The  which  was  no  soner 
pronouced,  but  shee  coulde  perfectly  perccioe 
his  intent,  and  draue  out  one  nayle  with  another, 
as  also  enseweth. 

His  Ryddle. 

I  Cast  mine  eye  and  sawe  ten  eyes  at  once. 

All  seemelye  set  vppou  one  lonely  face  : 

Twoo  g4lz*d,  twoo  glane*d,  twoo  watched  for  the 

nonce. 
Twoo  winked  wiles,   twoo  froand  with   frOVaid 

grace. 
Thus  euerye  eye  was  pitched  in  his  place. 
And  euerye  eye  which  wrought  eche  othen  wo, 
Saide  to  it  selfe,  alas  why  lookt  I  so? 
And  euerye  eye  for  ielousie  did  pine, 
And  stgh'd  and  sayde,  I  would  that  eye  were  mine. 
Si  forimudMt  h^fida, 

to  all  this  louelie  company  was  not  one  that  cooJde 
and  would  expound  the  meaning  hereoC  Ai 
last  the  Dame  hir  selfii  aunswered  on  this  wise. 
Syr,  qnod  she,  because  your  darke  spcach  is 
much  to  curious  for  this  simple  company,  I  wyf 
bee  so  boide  as  to  quit  one  question  with  aft-* 
other.  And  when  you  haue  aunswered  mine,  it 
maye  fall  out  peraduenture,  that  I  shall  some- 
wtet  the  better  iudge  of  yours. 

Hir  fiuestion. 

WHAf  thing  is  that  which  swimmes  in  bliste;. 
And  yet  consumes  in  burning  griefe: 
Which  being  plaste  where  pleasure  is. 
Can  yet  r6couer  no  reliefe. 
Which  sees  to  sighe,  and  sigfaes  to  see^ 
All  this  is  QW,  what  mayo  it  bee  ? 
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He  held  bim  telfe  herewith  contented :  and  alter- 
wardes  when  thejr  were  better  acquaintedy  he 
chaunsed  once  (groping  in  her  pocket)  to  find 
a  letter  of  hit  olde  loners:  and  thynking it  were 
better  to  wincke  than  vtterlye  to  put  out  his 
eyes,  seemed  not  to  vnderstande  this  first  of- 
fence: but  soone  afer  finding  a  lemman  (the 
which  be  thought  he  sawe  hir  olde  lemman  put 
there)  he  deutsed  therof  thus,  and  ddiuered  it 
▼nto  hir  in  writing. 

I  OKOOPBD  in  thy  pocket  pretty  peate, 
And  found  a  Lemmau  which  I  looked  not : 
So  fouode  1  once  (which  nowe  I  must  repeate) 
Both  leaues  and  letters  which  I  lyked  not. 
Such  hap  haue  I  to  finde  and  seeke  it  not, 
But  since  I  see  no  laster  meanes  to  bind  them, 
I  wy U  (hencefoortb)  take  lemmans  as  I  fiode  them. 

Tiie  dame  within  Terie  short  space  dyd  annswere 

it  thus. 

A  LTMONB  (but  no  Lemmaoe)  syr  yon  found. 
For  Lemmans  beare  their  name  to  broade  before : 
The  which  since  it  hath  giuen  you  such  a  wound. 
That  you  seeme  now  oflfended  very  sore : 
Content  your  selfe  you  shall  find  (there)  no  more. 
But  take  your  Lemmans  henceforth  whereyou  lnst» 
For  I  wyU  shewe  my  letters  where  1  trust. 


THE  lOOKBS  OF  A  LOUER  FORSAKEN: 

WRITTEN  BY  A  GBMTLBWOMAN  WHO  PASSBO  BY 
BIM  WITH  HIR  ARUES  SET  BRAGGING  BY  HIR 
SiniS,  AND  LBFTB  IT  VNFINISHBO  AS  FOL^ 
LOWETB. 

Wbrb  my  hart  set  on  hoygh  as  thine  is  bent. 
Or  in  my  brest  so  braue  and  stout  a  will : 
Then  (long  ere  this)  I  oonlde  haue  bene  content, 
With  sharpe  reueng  thy  cerelesse  corpes  to  kilL 
For  why  thou  knowest  (although  thou  know  not 

all) 
What  rule,  what  raygne,  what  power,  what  segnory, 
Thy  mdtiog  minde  did  yeeld  to  me  (as  thrall) 
When  first  1  pleasd  thy  wandring  fantisie. 
What  lingring  lookes   bewray'd   thyne  inward 

thought. 
What  panges  were  poUisht  by  perplexcitie^ 
Such  reakes  the  rage  of  kHie  in  thee  had  wronghi 
And  no  gramercie  for  thy  cnrtesie. 
1  list  not  vaunt,  but  yet  I  dare  auow? 
(Had  bene  my  haimelesse  hart  as  barde  as  thine) 
I  conlde  haue  bounde  thee  then  for' starting  nowe. 
In  bonden  of  bale,  in  pangs  of  deadly  pyiie. 
For  why  by  profe  the  field  is  eath  to  win. 
Where  as  the  chiefteyiies  yeeld  them  seines  in 

chaynes: 
The  port  or  passage  plaine  to  enter  in. 
Where  porters  list  to  leaue  the  key  for  g^yncs. 
But  did  1  then  deoise  with  craeltie, 
(As  tyrants  do)  to  kill  the  yeelding  pray  ? 
Or  did  I  bragge  and  boast  tcinmphiuntly. 
As  who  ihould  saye  the  field  werje  mine  that  daye? 
Did  I  retire  my  selfe  out  of  thy  sight 
To  beat  afresh  the  bolwarkes  of  thy  brest  ? 
Or  did  my  mind  in  choyce  of  change  delight. 
And  render  thee  as  refiuse  with  the  rest? 
No  Tygre  no,  the  lyon  is  not  lewd, 
He  shewes  no  force  on  sedy  wounded  sheepe,  &€• 


Whiles  he  sat  at  the  dore  of  his  lodging,  denising 
these  verses  aboue  rehersed,  the  same  Gentle- 
woman passed  by  againe,  and  casta  longe  luoke 
towardes  him,  whereby  he  left  his  former  inuen- 
tion  and  wrote  thus. 

Howe  long  she  lookt,  that  lookt  at  me  of  late. 
As  who  would  say,  hir  lookes  were  all  for  loue  : 
When  God  he  knowes  they  came  from  deadly 

hate, 
To  pinch  me  yit  frith  pangs  which  I  must  prone. 
But  since  my  lakes  hir  liking  maye  not  moue, 
Looke  where  she  likes,  for  lo  this  looke  was  cast. 
Not  for  my  loue,  but  eoen  to  see  my  last. 
Si  forUmatut  v^fitHat. 

ANOTHER  SONET  WRITTEN  BY  THE  SAME  OBN« 
TLEWOBAN,  VPFON  TBE  SAKE  OCXJASION. 

I  LOOKT  of  late,  and  sawe  thee  loke  askance. 
Upon  my  dore,  to  see  if  I  satte  there. 
As  who  should  say:  if  he  be  there  by  chance. 
Yet  maye  he  thinke  I  loke  him  euery  where. 
No  cruell  no,  thou  knowest  and  I  can  tell. 
How  for  thy  loue  I  layd  my  lokes  a  side : 
Though  thou  (par  case)  hast  loOkt  and  liked  wel. 
Some  newe  founde  lookes  amide  this  world  so  wide. 
But  since  thy  lookes  my  loue  haue  so  iu  chaynd 
That  to  my  lokes,  thy  liking  now  is  oast: 
Loke  where  thou  lil^est,  apd  let  thy  hands  be 

staynd. 
In  true  loues  blond,  whic^  thou  shalt  lack  at  last. 
So  looke,  so  lack,  for  in  these  toyes  thus  tost. 
My  lookes  thy  loue,  thy  lookes  my  life  haue  lost. 
Si  farUauttUi  infalix. 

TO  THE  lAHE  GENTLEWOMAN  BECAUSE  SHE  CHAL. 
LENOED  THE  AVGTBOUR  FOR  HOLDING  OOWNR 
HIS  BEAD  ALWAIES,  AND  FOR  THAT  HER 
LOOKED  NOT  VPFON  HIR  IN  WONTED  MANNER. 

You  must  not  wonder    though  you  thinke  i* 

straunge. 
To  see  me  holde  my  lowring  head  so  lowe : 
And  that  myne  eyes  take  no  delyght  to  raunge. 
About  the  gleames  which  on  your  face  doe  growe. 
The  mouse  which  once  liath  broken  out  of  tfappe. 
Is  sildome  tysed  with  the  trustlesse  bayte. 
But  lyes  aloofe  for  feare  of  more  mishappe. 
And  feedeth  styll  in  double  of  deepe  deceipte. 
The  skorched  flye  which  once  hath  scapt  the  flame, 
Wyll  hardlye  come  to  playe  againe  with  fyre. 
Whereby  I  learne  that  greeiioos  is  the  game. 
Which  foUowes  fonsie  dazled  by  desire. 
So  that  I  wynke  or  eUe  holde  downe  my  head. 
Because  your  blazing  eyef  my  bale  bane  bred. 
Si  fariimatus  tifatHs, 


THE  RECANTACWS  Of  4  LQUER. 
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Now  must  I  needes  i«cant  the  wordes  which 

onoe  I  spoke. 
Fond  iansie  fumes  so  nie  my  noose,  I  nedes  must 

smell  the  smoke : 
And  better  were  to  beare  a  Faggot  from  the  fire. 
Than  wylfully  to  bwrnc  and  blaze,  in  flames  o 

vaine  desire.  ,  [^«" 

You  Judges  then  giue  eare,  you  people  marke  M 
I  sayet  both  heauen  and  earth  record  the  taia 

which  I  shaU  tell. 
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And  knowe  that  dread  of  death,  nor  hope  of  better 

hap,  [cap* 

Haue  forc^  or  perswaded  me  to  take  my  turning 
But  euen  that  migbtye  loue,  of  his  great  clemencie, 
Hath  ginen  me  grace  at  last  to  iudge,  the  trueth 

from  heresie :  [heart, 

I  saye  then  and  profeise,  with  free  and  faithfiill 
That  womSfl  vowes  are  nothing  eia,  bat  snares  of 

secret  smart: 
Their  beauties  blaze  are  baites  whidi  seeme  of 

pleasant  taste,  [for  repast : 

Bat  who  deooures  the  hidden  hooke,  eates  poyson 
Their  smyling  is  deceipt,  their  faire  wordes  traines 

of  treason,  [of  reason. 

Their  wit  alwaies  so  full  of  wyles,  it  skometh  rules 
Percase  some  present  here,  bane  heard  my  sdfe  of 

yore,  [then  the  inore : 

Both  teach  and  preach  the  contraryy  my  fault  was 
I  graunt  my  worket  were  these,  first  one  Anatomie, 
Wherein  I  painted  eoery  pangof  louers  perplexitye : 
Next  that  I  ^as  arraignde,  with  George  holde  vp 

thy  hand,  [to  stand : 

Wherein  lyeelded  Bewties  thrall,  at  hir  commaund 
Myne  eyes  so  blinded  were,  (good  people  marke 

my  tale]  [weary  Bale: 

That  once  I  song,  I  Bathe  in  Blisse,  amidde  my 
And  many  a  frantike  vene,  then  from  my  penoe 

dyd  passe,  [was. 

In  waues  of  wicked  heresie,  so  deepe  I  drowned 
All  which  I  nowe  recant,  and  here  before  you 

bume  [^Ppc^  ^i^  1  turne. 

Those  trifling  bookes,  from  whose  lewde  lore  my 
And  hencefoorth  wyl  I  write,  howe  mad  is  that 

mans  minde,  [kind. 

Which  is  entist  by  any  traine  to  trust  in  woman- 
I  spare  not  wedlocke  1»  wholyst  that  state  aduance, 
Aske  Astolfe*  king  of  Lumbardie,  howe  trim  his 

dwarfe  coulde  daunce. 
Wherefore  fayre  ladies  you,  that  heare  me  what 

I  saye,  [astraye: 

If  yon  hereafter  see  me  slippe,  or  seeme  to  goe 
Or  if  my  tongue  reuolte  from  that  which  nowe  it 

sayth,  [my  &yth. 

Then  piagoeme  thus,  Bdeeue  it  not,  for  this  is  nowe 

Hind  ieiu*  tapio* 


IN  PRAYSE  OF  BRIDGES,  NOJVE  lADY 

SANDES. 

In  Court  who  so  demaundes  what  Dame  doth  most 
excel],  [beares  the  bell: 

For  my  concejrt  I  mast  needes  say,  faire  Bridges 
Uxxm  whose  liuely  cheeke,  to  propue  my  lodge- 
ment true,  [of  bewe: 
TheRoae  and  Lillieseemetoftrioe  for  equal]  change 
And  therewithal]  so  well  her  graces  all  agree, 
No  frowning  cheere  dare  once  presume  in  hir 
sweeie  face  to  bee-  [other  best, 
Althongh  some  laoishe  lippes,  which  like  some 
Wyll  saye  the  blemishe  on  hir  browe  di«graceth 

all  the  rest*. 
Thereto  I  thus  replie,  God  wotte  they  litle  know. 
The  hidden  cause  of  that  mishap,  nor  how  the 
harme  dyd  grow. 

*  Astolf  being  the  goodliest  personne  in  the 
worlde  founde  a  dwarfe  lying  with  his  wife. 

*  She  had  a  scar  on  her  forehead.    See  Percy's 
Relics,  vol,  2.  p.  150.  Edit  1765.  C. 


For  when  Dame  nature  first  had  fmmAt  hir 

heauenly  face,  [of 

And  thoroughly  bedecked  it,  willi  goodly  gk 
It  lyked  hir  so  well :  Lo  here  (quod  shee)  a  peece. 
For  perfect  shape  that  passeth  all  Apellea  worke 

in  Greece.  [God  of  Jjooe, 

This  bayte  may  channce  to  catcbe  the  greatest 
Or  mighty  thoiidring  loue  himself  that  rules  the 

roast  aboue.  firainey 

But  out,  alas,  those  wordes  were  vattotea  all  in 
And  some  Tnsene  were   present  there    (poore 

Bridges)  to  thy  pain. 
For  Cupide  craftie  boye,  dose  in  a  comer  atoode. 
Not  blyndfokl  then,  to  gaze  on  hir,  I  gesse  it  dyd 

him  good. 
Yet  when  he  felt  the  flame  gan  kindle  in  his  brest. 
And  hard  dame  nature  boast  by  hir,  to  breake  him 

of  his  rest. 
His  bote  newe  chosen  loue,  he  chaonged  into  bate. 
And  sodainly  with  mighty  mace,  gan  rap  hir  on 

the  pate. 
It  grieued  Nature  much  to  see  the  cruel!  deedc  r 
Me  seemes  I  see  hir  how  she  wept,  to  see  hir 

dearling  blede.  (helpe  I  trowe. 

Well  yet  (quod  she)  this  hurt  shall  haue  some 
And  quicke  with  skin  she  oouered  it,  that  whiter 

is  than  snowe.  [flame. 

Wherewith  Dsn  Cupid  fled,  for  feare  of  fiirther 
Wbi  angel  like  he  saw  hir  shine,  whom  be  had 

smit  with  shame. 
Lo  thus  was  Bridges  hurt,  in  cradel  of  hir  kind. 
The  coward  Cupid  brake  hir  brow,  to  wxeke  his 

woSded  mind,  [it  be. 

The  skar  styll  there  remaines,  no  force,  there  let 
There  is  no  clowde  that  can  eclipse,  so  bright  a 

siinne  as  she. 

Euer  or  neuter. 


m  PRAYSE  OFZOUCfTE  LATE  THE  LADY 
GREYE  OF  WJLTOK  WHOME  THE  AUC^ 
TOR  FOUND  IN  A  HOMELY  HOUSE. 

Thbie  rustie  walles  whome  cankredyearesdefiice 
The  comely  corps  of  seemdy  Zouche  enclose,    * 
Whose  auncient  stocke  dcrtode  fix>m  woithy  race. 
Procures  hir  praise,  where  so  the  carkas  goes : 
Hir  aungels  face  declares  hyr  modest  oiii^e, 
Hjrr  lonely  lokes  the  gazing  eyes  allure, 
Hyr  deedcs  deserue  some  endletse  prayse  to  finde, 
To  blaze  suche  brute  as  euer  might  endure. 
Wherfore  my   penne  in  tiemUiog  leare  shall 

staye. 
To  write  the  thing  that  doth  surmount  my  skill. 
And  I  will  wish  of  God  both  night  and  daye. 
Some  worthier  pboe  to  guide  hir  worthy  will. 
Where  princes  peeres  hir  due  desertes  maye  see. 
And  I  content  hir  seruannt  there  to  bee. 

EuerorNeuer. 


GASC0IGNE8  PRAISE  OF  HIS  MISTTIESS. 

The  hap  which  Paris  had,  as  due  for  his  deaert. 
Who  faoord  Venus  for  hir  (ace,  and   skomde 

Meneruas  art:  [esteeme« 

May  seme  to  warne  the  wise  that  they  no  moiw 
The  glistering  glosse  of  bewties  bUze,  than  reaaea 

should  it  deme. 
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Van  PrianiB  jpons^r  son,  taad  oat  th«  frireftdame, 
That  eaer  trode  on  Troyane  mold>  what  folowcd 

of  the  same  ? 
I  Jist  not  brut  hir  bale,  lot  others  spread  itibrth, 
Bat  for  bis  parte  to  speake  my  minde  his  choice 

was  little  worth,  [shewe, 

My  meaiuDg  is  but  this,  who  markes  the  outward 
And  neuer  grops  for  graftes  of  grace  which  in  the 

mind  should  grow :  [had, 

May  chance  vpon  such  choise  as  trusty  Troilus 
And  dwel  in  dole  as  Paris  did,  when  be  would 

fiiine  be  glad.  [finde, 

How  bappie  then  am  I  whose  happe  hath  bene  to 
A  mistresse  first  that  doth  exceU  in  vertues  of  the 

mind.  [suche  grace, 

And  yet  therewith  hath  ioynd,  such  fauonre  and 
As  Fnndors  niece  if  (she  wer  here)  would  quickly 

giue  hir  place.  [to  dwel, 

With  in  whose  worthy  brest.  Dame  Bounty  seekes 
And  saith  to  beawty,  yeeld  to  me,  since  I  doe 

thee  excel].  [appeare, 

Betwene  whose  heanenly  eyea»  doth  ri^t  remorse 
And  pitie  placed  by  the  same,  doth  muche  amende 

hir  cheere.  [mee  good» 

Who  in  my  daungers  deepe,  dyd  deigne  to  doe 
Who  did  relieue  my  heauy  heart,  and  sought  to 

saue  my  blood.  [my  fooes, 

Who  first  encreast  my  friendes,  and  ouerthrew 
Who  loned  al  them  that  wisht  me  wel,  and  liked 

none  but  those. 

0  Ladies  giue  roe  leaue,  I  prsyie  not  hir  to  hrre. 
Since  she  doth  pas  you  al,   as  much,  as  lltan 

Staines  a  starre.  [seme. 

You  hold  such  semauntes  deare,  as  able  are  to 
She  held  me  deare,  when  I  poore  soule,  could  no 

good  thing  deseme. 
Yon  set  by  them  that  swim  in  all  prosperitie. 
She  set  by  me  when  as  I  was  in  great  calamitie. 
You  best  esteeme  the  braoe,  and  let  the  poorest 

passe,  [as  it  was. 

8bee  best  esteemde  my  poore  good  wy  11,  all  naked 
But  whether  am  I  went?  what  humor  guides  my 

brune?   -  [pepper  grain. 

1  seeke  to  wey  the  woolsack  down,  with  one  poore 
I  seeme  to  penne  hir  praise,  that  doth  rarpasse 

my  skill>  [the  hill. 

I  striue  to  rowe  against  the  tide,  I  hoppe  against 
Then  let  ^hese  fewe  sufllse,  shee  Helene  staines 

for  hewe,  [Thisbye  true. 

Dydp  for  grace,  Cressyde  for  cheere,  and  is  as 
Yet  if  you  rarder  crane,  to  bane  hir  name  displ^ide. 
Dame  Fanor  is  my  mistres  name*  dame  Fortune 

is  hir  maid. 


GA^X>1GNES  GOOD  MOBROW, 

YoD  that  haue  spent  the  silent  night. 

In  sleepe  and  quiet  rest. 

And  iofs  to  see  the  cheerefiill  lyght 

That  ryseth  in  the  Kast : 

Kow  cleare  your  voyce,  now  chere  your  hart. 

Come  heipe  me  nowe  to  sing: 

Eche  willing  wight  come  beare  a  party 

To  prayse  the  heanenly  King. 

« 

And  you  whome  care  in  prison  keepes^ 
Or  sickenes  doth  suppresse. 
Or  secret  sorowe  breakes  your  sleepeS| 
Or  dolours  doa  distressa: 


Yet  beare  a  parte  in  doliuU  wise. 
Yea  tbinke  it  good  acoorde. 
And  ezceptable  sacrifice, 
Eche  sprite  to  prayse  the  lorde. 

The  dreadfull  night  with  darkesomnesse^ 
Had  ouer  spread  the  light, 
And  sluggish  sleepe  with  drowsy  nesse, 
Had  ouer  ^rest  our  might : 
A  glasse  wherio  you  may  beholde, 
Eche  storme  thatstopes  our  breath. 
Our  bed  the  graue,  our  clothes  lyke  molde. 
And  sleepe  like  dreadfull  death. 

Yet  as  this  deadly  night  did  laste. 
But  for  a  little  spaoe. 
And  beauenly  daye  nowe  night  is  past, 
Dotb  shewe  bis  pleasannt  foee : 
So  must  we  hope  to  see  Oods  foee. 
At  last  in  heauen  on  hie. 
When  we  haue  ohaog'd  this  mortal!  plice^ 
For  ImmortaUtie. 

And  of  such  happes  and  heanenly  ioyes,. 

As  then  we  hope  to  bolde. 

All  earthly  sightes  and  wordly  toyes. 

Are  tokens  to  bebblde. 

The  daye  is  like  the  daye  of  doome. 

The  sunne,  the  Sonne  of  man. 

The  skyes  the  heauens,  the  earth  the  tomhe 

Wherein  we  rest  till  than. 

The  Ratnbowe  bending  in  the  skye, 
Bedeckte  with  sundrye  hewes. 
Is  like  the  seate  of  God  on  bye. 
And  seemes  to  tell  these  newes  t 
That  as  thereby  he  promised. 
To  drowne  the  world  no  more. 
So  by  the  blond  which  Christ  hath  shead| 
He  will  our  belth  restore. 

The  mistie  cloudes  that  &11  somtime. 
And  ooercast  the  skyes. 
Are  like  to  troubles  of  our  thne. 
Which  do  but  dymme  onr  eyes : 
But  as  soche  dewes  are  dryed  vp  quite, 
When  Phcebus  shewes  his  face. 
So  are  such  ftinsies  put  to  flighte. 
Where  God  doth  guide  by  grace. 

The  caryon  Crowe,  that  lothsome  beast^ 
Which  cryes  agajmst  the  rayne. 
Both  for  hir  hewe  and  for  the  rest, 
The  Deoill  resemUeth  playne : 
And  as  with  gonnes  we  kill  the  crow^ 
For  spoyliog  onr  releefe^ 
The  Deuill  so  must  we  ouerthrowe. 
With  gonsbote  of  bdeefe. 

The  little  byrde  which  sing  so  swete, 
Are  like  the  angelles  voyce. 
Which  render  God  his  prayses  meete. 
And  teache  ys  to  reioyce: 
And  as  they  more  esteeme  that  myrtb, 
Thau  dread  the  nights  anoy, 
So  much  we  deeme  our  days  on  earth, 
Bnt  hell  to  heanenly  ioye. 

Unto  which  Joyes  for  to  attasma 
God  graunt  vs  all  his  grace. 
And  sende  ts  after  wortdly  payne^ 
In  heanea  to  haue  a  place.    . 
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CrASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


Where  wee  maye  fUU  enioye  tbat  light. 
Which  neuer  shall  decaye : 
Lorde  for  thy  mercy  lend  ts  might. 
To  see  tbat  ioyfulj  daye* 


GASCOYGNES  GOOD  NIGHT. 

Whxk  thoQ  Imst  spent  the  liDgriog  day  in  p]< 

sure  and  delight. 
Or  after  toylc  and  wearje  t^ye,  dost  n^\t  to 

rest  at  Qigbte: 
Unto  thy  paynes  or  pleasures  past,  adde  this  one 

labour  yet,  [&od  forget. 

Ere  sleepe  close  vp  tbyne  eye  to  fiut,  do  not  thy 
But  searche  withm  thy  secret  thoughts,  what 

deeds  did  thee  befttl:  [call; 

And  if  thou  find  amisse  in  ought,  to  God  for  mercy 
Yea  though  thou  find  nothing  amisse,  which  thou 

canst  qal  to  mind,  [behind : 

Yet  euer  more  remember  thiSf  there  is  the  more 
And  thinke  how  well  so  euer  it  be,  that  thou  hast 

spent  the  daye,  [v^aye. 

It  came  of  God»  and  not  of  thee,  so  to  direct  thy 
Thus  if  thou  trie  thy  dayly  deedes,  knd  pleasure 

in  this  payne. 
Thy  life  shall  )*lense  thy  come  from  weeds,  and 

thine  shal  hp  the  gaine :  [to  winlce. 

But  if  tfiy  sinfuH'sluggishe  e3re,  will  venter  fpr 
Before  thy  wading  will  may  trye,  how  far  thy  soule 

maye  sin|(e,  [smoth  is  made, 

Bewareand  wake,  for  else  thy  bed,  which  soft  and 
May  heape  more  harm  vp5  thy  head,  than  blowes 

of  enmies  blade.  [thou  doest  lye, 

Thus  if  this  paine  procure  thine  ease,  in  bed  as 
Perhaps  it  shall  not  God  displease,  to  sing  thus 

soberly ; 
I  see  that  sleepe  is  lent  me  here,  to  ease  my 

wearye  lK>nes,  [greenous  grooes. 

As  death  at  laste  shall  eke  appeere,  to  ease  jny 
My  dayly  sportes,  my  panch  full  fed,  baue  causde 

my  drousie  eye,  [soule  to  dye : 

As  carelesse  life  in  quiet  led,  might  cause  my 
The  stretching  armes,  the  yauning  breath,  which 

I  to  bedward  vie,  [me  refuse: 

Are  patternes  of  the  pangs  of  death,  when  life  will 
And  of  my  bed  eche  sundrye  part  in  ibaddowies 

doth  resemble. 
The  sudry  shapes  of  deth,  whose  dart  shal  ^ke 

my  flesh  to  trSble. 
Hy  bed  it  selfe  is  like  the  graue,  my  sheetes  th^ 

winding  sheete»  [me  most  meete : 

My  clothes  the  mould  which  1  must  haue,  to  oou^ 
The  hungry  ileas  which  friskeso  freshe,  to  wonnes 

I  can  cSpare,  [the  bones  ful  bare: 

Which  greedily  shall  gnaw  my  fleshe,  and  leaue 
The  waking  Cock  that  early  crowes  to  weare  the 

night  awaye,  [the  latter  day. 

Puts  in  my  minde  the  trumpe  that  blowes  before 
And  as  1  ryse  yp  lustily,  when  sluggish  sleepe  is 

past,  [last. 

So  hope  I  to  rise  ioyfully,   to  Judgement  at  the 
Thus  wyll  1  wajte,  tjius  wyll  I  sleepe,  thus  wyl  I 

hope  <o  ryse,  [S^dly  wyse. 

Thus  wyll  I  neither  waile  nor  weepe,  but  sing  in 
My  bones  shall  in  this  bed  remaine,  my  soule  in 

God  shall  trost. 
By  whome  I  hope  to  ryse  againe  from  death  and 
rtbly  dust. 

Baud  iciut  soph. 


THE  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  PSALME 
OF  DEPEOFUNDIS. 

Thb  akies  gan  ooowle,  orecast  with  misty  dowdea. 
When  (as  I  rode  alone  by  London  waye, 
aoakelesse,  vndad)  thus  did  I  sing  and  say: 
Behold  quoth  I,  bright  Titan  how  he  shrooda 
His  bead  ahacVe,  apd  yelds  the  nine  his  reach. 
Till  in  his  wrath,  Dan  loue  bane  soust  the  soiie. 
And  washt  ifie  wnstch  which  in  hi«  trauaile  toile. 
But  boUa  (here)  doth  rudenf  sse  me  appeach. 
Since  loue  is  Lord  and  king  of  mighty  power. 
Which  can  oommaund  the  Sunne  to  sheve  his  ikoew 
And  (when  him  lyst)  to  giae  the  ralne  bis  plaoa. 
Why  doe  not  I  my  wery  muses  frame, 
(Although  I  bee  well  soused  in  this  showre,) 
To  writ^  some  verse  in  honour  of  his  name? 


^ASCOIGITBI  OEPRoFUIIDIf. 

From  depth  of  doole  wherein  my  soule  doth 

dwell. 
From  beany  heart  which  harbours  in  my  brest. 
Prom  iinoubled  sprite  which  sildome  taketh  rest. 
From  hope  of  heauen,  from  dreade  of  darkesome 
heik 

O  gracious  God,  to  thee  I  crye  and  ydU 

My  God,  my  Lorde,  my  lonely  Lorde  afoane. 

To  thee  I  call,  to  thee  I  make  my  moane. 

And  tboii  (good  God)  vouchsafe  in  rree  to  take. 

This  woefull  plaint,  ^ 

Wherein  I  faint, 

Oh  heare  me  then  fbr  thy  great  mercies  sake. 

Oh  bende  thine  eares  attentinely  to  heare. 
Oh  torne  thine  eyes,  behold  me  how  I  wayle» 
Oh  hearken  Lord,  giue  eare  for  mine  auail^ 
O  marke  in  minde  the  burdens  that  I  bcsre : 
See  howe  I  sinke  in  sorrowes  euerye  where. 
Beholde  and  see  what  doUors  X  endure, 
Giue  eare  and  marke  what  plaiot^s  1  put  in  new 
Bende  wylling  eare:  and  pittie  thei^thaO, 
My  wayling  voyce. 
Which  bath  no  choyce. 
But  euermore  vpon  thy  name  to  calL 

If  thou  good  Lorde  shouldest  take  thy  red  in 
hande. 
If,  thou  regard  what  sinnet  are  daylye  done. 
If  thou  take  holde  where  wee  our  workei  b^ooep 
If  thpu  decree  in  Judgement  fbr  to  stande. 
And  be  extreame  to  see  our  senses  skande. 
If  thott  take  note  of  euery  thing  amysse. 
And  Wr3rt6  in  rowles  howe  frayle  our  nature  is, 
O  gloryous  God,  O  king,  O  Prince  of  power, 
Wliat  mortaH  irigj[)t, 
Maye  then  bane  light» 
To  feele  thy  frowne.  If  thoa  haue  lyst  to  lowre  ? 

But  thou  art  good,  and  hast  of  mercye  store. 
Thou  not  delyghst  to  see  a  sinner  fSUI, 
Thoi^  hearknest  first,  before  we  come  to  call. 
Thine  ei^res  are  set  wyde  open  euermore. 
Before  we'  knocke  thou  commest  to  the  doore. 
Thou  art  more  prest  to  heara  a  sinner  crye. 
Then  he  is  qoicke  to  climbe  to  thee  on  bye. 
Thy  mighty  name  bee  praysed  then  ahraye^ 
Let  fiiyth  and  feare, 
True  witnesse  beare. 
Howe  fiut  they  stand  which  on  thy  mercy  itaj«>. 


FLOWERS. 


489 


I  loolce  for  ^ee  (m^  looelye  Lord)  therefore. 
For  thee  I  wayte,  for  thee  I  Urrye  ttyll, 
Myne  eyes  doe  long  to  gaze  on  thee  my  fyU. 
For  thee  I  watche,  for  thee  I  prye  and  pore. 
My  Scale  for  thee  attendeth  euenpore, 
My  Soule  doth  thynt  to  take  of  thee  a  taste. 
My  Soole  desires  with  thee  for  to  bee  plaste. 
And  to  thy  worde  (which  can  no  man  deceyoe) 
Myne  onely  trust, 
My  lone  and  lust. 
In  confidence  continnallye  shall  cleane. 

Before  the  breake  or  dawning  of  the  daye. 
Before  the  lyght  be  seene  in  loftye  Skyes, 
Before  the  Sonne  appeare  in  pleasaunt  wyse, 
Before  the  watche  (before  the  watche  1  saye) 
Before  the  warde  that  waytes  therefore  alwaye : 
My  scale;  my  sense,  my  secreete  thought,  my 

sprite, 
My  wyll,  my  wishe,  my  ioye,  and  my  delight : 
Unto  the  Lord  that  sittes  in  heauen  on  highe. 
With  hastye  iring, 
From  me  doeth  fling, 
J^d  stjryoeth  styll,  vnto  the  Lorde  to  flye. 

O  Israeli,  O  housholde  of  the  Lorde, 
O  Abrahams  Brattes,  O  broode  of  blessed  seede, 
P  chosen  sheepe  that  looe  the  Lord  in  deede  : 
O  hungrye  beartes.  feede  styll  vpon  his  worde. 
And  put  your  trust  in  bim  with  one  accorde. 
For  hs  hath  mcrcye  euenyi<^  %t  hande. 
His  fountaines  flowe,  his  springes  doe  neuer  stande. 
And  plenteouslye  bee  loi|eth  tp  jredeeme. 
Such  sinners  all. 
As  on  him  call. 
And  fiiiihfolly  his  mercies  most  eateeme, 

Hee  wyn  redeeme  our  deadly  drowping  state. 
He  wyll  bring  home  the  sheepe  that  goe  astraye, 
He  wyll  helpe  them  that  hope  in  him  alwaye: 
iHe  wyll  appease  our  discorde  and  debate, 
He  wyll  soone  sane,  though  we  repent  vs  late. 
He  wyll  be  ours  if  we  continewe  bis. 
He  wyll  bring  balit  to  ioye  and  perfect  bllsse, 
He  wyll  redeeme  the  flocke  of  his  electe. 
From  all  that  is. 
Or  was  amisse. 
Since  Abrahams  beyres  dyd  first  his  Lawep  reiect 

EUMf    Of  fUtftfm 
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Written  Tpon  this  occasion.  Hee  had  (in  myddest 
of  his  youth)  determined  to  abandone  all  Taioe 
delightes  and  to  returne  ynto  Greyes  Inne, 
there  to  rndertake  againc  the  stioddie  of  the 
common  lawes.  And  being  required  by  fiyie 
sundry  Gentlemen  to  write  in  Terse  somewhat 
worthye  to  bee  remeipbred,  before  he  entered 
into  their  fellowshippe,  hee  compiled  these  fiue 
•undrie  sortes  of  metre  yppon  flue  supdrye 
theames,  whiche  they  deliuered  Toto  him,  and 
the  first  'was  at  request  of  Frauncis  Kinwel- 
marsbe  who  deliuered  hiui  this  theame.  Audaeet 
fi^tttna  umat.  And  ther^vppon  hee  wrote  this 
Sonnete  following. 

J'p  jdding  feare,  or  cancred  Tillanie, 
n  Cssars  haugfatie  heart  had  tane  the  charge, 
T'he  walles  of  Rome  had  not  bei|e  leaide  so  bye, 
FTor  yet  the  mighty e  Empire  left  sol  argt. 


If  Menelans  could  hane  mid  his  wyll. 

With  fowte  reproefae  to  loose  his  (aire  delight. 

Then    had   the  stately  towres  of  Troy  stoode 

•tyii. 

And  Greekes  with  grudge  had  dronke  their  owne 

despight. 
If  dread  of  drenching  waues  or  feare  of  fire. 
Had  stayde  the  wandring  Prince  amjrdde  bis 

race, 
Ascanius  then,  tbe  fmite  of  his  desire. 
In  Lauine  Lande  had  not  possessed  place. 
But  true  it  is,  where  lottes  doe  lyght  by  chaunce» 
There  Fortune  helpes  the  boldest  to  aduaunce. 

SktulL 


The  nexte  was  at  request  of  Antony  KinweU 
oiarshe,  who  deliuered  him  this  theame,  8t^ 
tmffkii,  and  therevpon  he  wrote  as  folowetb. 

Thb  Taine  ezcesse  of  flattering  fortunes  giftes, 

EnoenooMth  the  minde  with  vanitye. 

And  beates  the  restel^se  braine  with  endless* 

driftes. 
To  staye  the  stallh  of  woridly  dignltje: 
The  hegger  standee  in  like  extremitie. 
Wherfore  to  lacke  the  moste,  and  leaue  the  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

By  too  too  much  Dan  Croesus  caught  bis  death. 
And  bought  with  bloud  the  price  of  glittering 

gold. 
By  too  too  litle  many  one  lackes  breath 
And  sterues  in  stretes  a  mirroure  to  beholde : 
So  pride  for  heate,  and  Pouertye  pynes  for  colde. 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  most,  and  leaue  the  least* 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

Store  makes  no  sore:  loe  this  seemes  oontrarye« 
And  mo  the  merier  is  a  Prouerbe  eke. 
But  store  of  sores  maye  make  a  maladye. 
And  one  to  many  maketh  some  to  seeke. 
When  two  be  mette  that  bankette  with  a  leeke : 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  most   and   leaue  the 

I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast 

The  rych  man  surfetteth  by  glottony. 
Which  feedeth  still,  and  neuer  standes  content. 
The  poore  agayne  be  pines  for  penurye. 
Which  Uues  with  lacke  when  all  and  more  is 

spente: 
So  to  much  and  to  little  bothe  bee  sbeote. 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  moste,  and  leaue  the  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  |^ood  as  any  feast. 

The  conqnerour  w|th  mcontented  swaye. 
Doth  rayse  vp  rebelles  by  his  auarice, ' 
The  recreannt  dothe  yeeld  himselfe  a  praye. 
To  forraine  spoyle  by  slputh  and  cowardyce : 
So  too  much  and  to  little  both  be  ryce. 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  most,  and  leaue  the  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

If  so  thy  wife  be  too  too  feyre  of  feoe ; 
It  drawee  one  gest  too  many  to  thine  inne: 
If  she  be  fowle,  and  foyled  with  disgrace. 
In  other  pillowes  prickst  thou  many  a  pinne : 
So  fowle  poore  fooles,  and  foyrer  fell  to  sinne, 
Wherfore  to  lacke  the  moste,  and  leaue  the  leasts 
1  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast 
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And  of  enoQgb,  enoofb*  and  aove  no  more, 
]By  cause  my  braynes  no  better  can  denitep 
Wbep  thingei  be  baddc,  a  Bmall  amame  maketh 

store, 
So  of  sucbe  versf  9.  feve  maye  soone  fufflce : 
Yet  still  to  this  my  weary  penne  replye& 
That  I  sayde  last,  and  though  you  like  it  least. 
It  is  enough  and  as  good  as  a  feast. 

Sie  tuH 


Who  spaKs  the  first  and  keepcf  the  !att  nupetAp 
Shall  finde  that  sparing  yeeldes  a  goodly  renti 

&c  tuU, 


John  Vanghan  deliuered  him  this  theame.  Mag" 
num  vtctigal  parcimonia,  wh(BreFppon  he  wrote 
thus. 

Trb  common  speech  is,  spend  and  .God  will  send 
But  what  sendes  he  ^  a  bottell  and  a  bag*,e, 
A  staffie  a  wallet  and  a  wofiill  ende. 
For  anch  as  list  in  brauery  so  to  bragge. 
Then  if  thou  couet  coyne  enough  to  spend, 
Leame  first  to  spare  thy  budget  at  the  brinke. 
So  shall  the  bottome  be  the  faster  bound : 
But  he  that  list  with  lauish  hand  to  Unke, 
(In  like  expence)  a  pcnnye  with  a  pound. 
May  chaunce  at  last  to  sitte  a  side  and  shrinke 
His  harbraind  head  with  out  dame  dainties  dore. 
Hick,  hobbe,  and  Dick,  with  clouts  vpon  their 

knee, 
Haue  many  times  more  goonhole  grotes  in  store 
And  change  of  crownes  more  quicke  at  cal  then 

he, 
Which  let  their  lease  and  take  their  rent  before. 
For  he  that  rappes  a  royall  on  his  cappe, 
Before  he  put  one  penny  in  his  pursse. 
Had  neede  tume  quicke  and  broch  a  better  tappe, 
Or  els  his  drinka  may  chance  go  downe  the 

wursse. 
I  not  denie  but  some  men  haue  good  hap. 
To  climbe  a  lofte  by  scales  of  courtly  grace. 
And  winne  the  world  with  liberalitye : 
,  Yet  he  that  yerks  old  angells  out  apace. 
And  hath  no  newe  to  purchase  dignitye,    ' 
When  orders  fall,  may  chaunce  to  lacke  his  grace, 
For  bagrard  hawkes  mislike  an  emptie  hand : 
So  stiffdy  some  sticke  to  the  mercers  stall, 
Till  >utei  of  silke  haue  swet  out  all  their  land. 
So  ofte  thy  neighbours  banquet  in  thy  hall. 
Till  Dauic  Debst  in  thy  parler  stand. 
And  bids  the  welcome  to  thine  owne  decay. 
I  like  a  Lions  lookes  not  worth  a  leeke 
When  euery  Foxe  beguiles  him  of  his  praye : 
What  sauce  but  sorrow  serueth  him  a  weeke. 
Which  all  his  cates  eonsumeth  in  one  daye> 
First  vse  thy  stomacke  to  a  stand  of  ale, 
Before  thy  Malmesey  come  in  Marchantesbookes, 
And  rather  were  (for  shifte)  thy  shirte  of  male, 
Than  teare  thy  silken  sleues  with  teynter  hokes, 
put  feathers  in  thy  pillowes  great  and  small, 
Lette  them  be  princkt  with  plumes,  that  gape  for 

plummes, 
Heape  vp  bothe  golde  and  siluer  safe  in  hoocheF, 
Catche,  snatche,  and  scnitche  for  scrapings  and 

for  crommes 
Before  thou  deckcthy  battc(on  high]  with  brooches. 
Lette  first  thyne  one  hand  hold  foste  all  that  commes. 
Before  that  other  leame  his  letting  flie: 
Remember  still  that^oft  fire  makes  sweet  malte, 
No  haste  but  good  (who  meanes  to  muUiplye:) 
Bought  witte  is  deare,  and  drest  with  sower  salte, 
K^pantaunot  commas  to  late,  and  then  saye  I, 


Alexander  Neuile  deliuered  him  thrs  theame,  &# 
crfo,  if  sai  bene,  wherevpon  bee  compiled  these 
seuen  Sonets  in  sequence,  therin  bewraying  his 
cwne  Nmit  cio:  and  therwith  his  yis  btme, 
as  foloweth. 

In  haste  poste  haste,  when  first  my  wandrtnf 

minde, 
Behelde  the  glistring  Courte  with  gazing  eye, 
Suche  deepe  deligbtes  I  seemde  therin  to  finde. 
As  might  beguile  a  grauer  guest  than  L 
The  stately  pompe  of  Princes  and  their  peeres. 
Did  seeme  to  swimme  in  flooddes  of  beaten  goulde^ 
The  wanton  world  of  yong  delightfull  yoeres. 
Was  not  vnlyke  a  heauen  for  to  behonlde. 
Wherein  dyd  swarme  (for  euery  saint)  a  Dame^ 
So  faire  of  hue,  so  freshe  of  their  attire. 
As  might  excel!  dame  Cinthia  for  Fame, 
Or  conquer  Cupid  with  his  owne  desire. 
These  and  suche  lyke  were  baytes  that  blazed 

still 
Before  myne  eye  to  feede  my  greedy  wilL 

S.  Before  mine  eye  to  feede  my  greedy  will, 
Gan  mustef  eke  mine  olde  acquainted  mates, 
Who  helpt  the  dish  (of  rayne  delighte)  to  fill 
My  empty  month  with  dayntye  delicates: 
And  folishti  boldenesse  toke  the  whippe  in  hande^ 
To  lashe  my  life  into  this  trustlesse  trace. 
Til  all  in  haste  I  leapte  a  loofe  lirom  lande. 
And  hoyste  vp  soyle  to  catche  a  Qourtly  grace : 
Eche  lingring  daye  did  seeme  a  world  of  wo. 
Till  in  that  haplesse  hauen  my  bead  was  brought : 
Wanes  of  warthope  so  tost  mp  to  and  fro, 
III  deepe  dispayre  to  drowne  my  dreadful!  thought: 
Eclie  houre  a  day  eche  day  a  yeare  did  seeme. 
And  euery  yeare  a  worlde  my  wil|  did  deene. 

3.  And  euery  yeare  a  worlde  my  will  did  deeme^ 
Till  lo,  at  last,  to  Court  nowe  am  1  come, 
A  seemely  swayne,  that  might  the  place  beseeme* 
A  gladsome  guest  embrtiste  of  all  and  some : 
Not  there  contente  with  common  dignitie. 
My  wandring  eye  in  haste,  (yea  poste  pofte  haste) 
Behelde  the  blazing  badge  of  brauerie, 
For  wante  wherof,  I  thought  my  selfe  disgcaste: 
Then  peeuishe  pride  pufite  vp  my  swelling  hart^ 
To  further  foorth  so  hotte  an  enterprise : 
And  comely  cost  beganne  to  playe  his  parte. 
In  praysing  pattemes  of  mine  owne  deuise. 
Thus  all  was  good  that  might  he  got  in  baste, 
To  princke  me  vp,  and  make  me  higher  ph 


4.  To  prinke  me  vp  and  make  me  higher  plaste. 
All  came  to  late  that  taryed  any  tim^ 
Pilles  of  prouision  pleased  not  my  taste. 
They  made  my  heeles  to  beanie  for  to  clime  s 
Mee  thought  it  best  that  boughesof  boystrousooke. 
Should  first  be  shread  to  make  my  i^theirs  gaye. 
Tyll  at  the  last  a  deadly  dinting  stn>ake»  ' 
Brought   downe  the   bulke  with  edgetooles  af 

decaye : 
Of  euery  forme  I  then  let  flye  a  lease. 
To  feede  the  purse  that  payde  for  peeuishnesset 
Till  rente  and  all  were  fiilne  in  suche  disease, 
Af  scane  conMe  feme  to  mayntayne  cleanlynetfet 


FLOORS. 
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Tliey  boQghty  tlw  bodie,  floe,  ferme*  leAse»  and 
lande, 

411  were  to  little  for  the  merchaantes  hande. 

5.  All  were  to  little  for  the  merchauntet  hande. 
And  yet  my  brauerye  bigger  than  his  booke : 
But  when  this  botte  accompte  was  coldly  scande, 
I  thought  highe  time  about  me  for  to  looke: 
With  heauie  cbeare  i  caste  my  head  abacke. 

To  see  the  fbuntaine  of  my  furions  race. 
Comparde  my  loss,  my  Uuing,  and  my  lacke, 
In  equall  balance  with  tny  iolye  grace. 
And  sawe  expenccs  grating  on  the  groonde 
Like  Inmpes  of  lead  to  presse  my  pursse  full  ofte. 
When  light  rewarde  and  recompence  were  founde. 
Fleeting  like  feathers  in  the  winde  alofke: 
These  thus  comparde,  I  left  the  Courte  at  large. 
For  why?   the  gaines  doth  seeldome  quitte  the 
charge. 

6.  For  why?    the  gaines  doth  seldome  quitte 

the  charge. 
And  so  saye  I,  by  proofe  too  dearely  bought. 
My  haste  mad  wast,  ray  brane  and  brainsicke 

barge, 
Did  float  to  £uit,  to  catch  a  thing  of  nought  : 
With  leasnre,  measure,  meane,  and  many  mo, 
I  mought  baue  kept  a  chayre  of  quiet  state. 
But  hastie  heads  can  not  bee  setled  so, 
Till  croked  Fortune  giue  a  crabbed  mate: 
As  busie  braynes  muste  beate  on  tickle  toyes. 
As  rashe  innention  breedes  a  rawe  deuise. 
So  9oda3rne  Mies  doe  binder  hastie  ioyes. 
And  as  swifle  basrtes  doe  fleetest  (ysbe  entice. 
60  haste  makes  waste,  and  therefore  nowe  I  saye, 
Ko  haste  but  good,  where  wisdome  makes  the 

waye. 

7.  No  haste  but  good  where  wisdome  makes  the 

waye. 
For  profe  whereof,  behold  the  simple  snayle, 
(Who  sees  tbe  souldiers  caroasse  cailBte  a  waye. 
With  hotte  assaulte  the  Castle  to  assayle.) 
By  line  and  leysure  clymes  the  loftye  wall. 
And  winnes  the  turrettes  toppe  more  conoingy, 
Than  doughtye  Dick,  who  loste  his  life  and  all. 
With  hoysting  vp  his  head  to  hastilye. 
The  swiftest  bitche  brings  foorth  tbe  blyndest 

whelpes,  . 
The  hottest  Feuers  coldest  crampes  ensue, 
Tbe  nakedst  neede  bathe  oner  latest  helpcs: 
With  Neuyle  then  I  finde  this  prouerbe  true, 
That  haste  makes  waste,  and  therefore  still  1  saye. 
No  haste  but  good,  where  wisdome  makes  the 

waye. 

Sic  tnli. 


I^icbarde  Coartop  (the  last  of  the  floe)  gaoe  him 
this  theame.  Durum  ^mntm  &i  miteralnle  ^uum, 
and  tbereTpon  bee  wrote  in  this  wise. 

WaBw  peerelesse  Princes  courtes  were  free  from 

flatterie,  [periurie. 

The  Justice  from  Tnequal  doome,  tbe  quest  from 

The  pillers  of  the  state,  foom  proude  presumption, 

The  dearkes  from  beresie,  tbe  commones  from 

rebellion :  [dewe  desarte, 

Then  right  rewardet  were  ginen,  by  twaye  of 

Th^  vertues  deilinges  might  ba  pUsta  aloft  to 

play  their  part : 


I  Then  might  they  coumpt  it  true,  that  hath  beene 

sayde  of  olde,  [in  beds  of  golde. 

The  children  of  those  bappie  dayes,  were  borne 

And  swadled  in  the  same :  the  Norse  that  gaoe 

them  sucke. 
Was  wife  toliberallitie,  and  lemman  to  good  lucke. 
When  Cssar  woon  the  fielde,  his  captaines  caught 
the  Townes,  [ful  of  crownes. 

And  enery  painful  souldiours  purse  was  crammed 
Licurgus  for  good  Lawes,  lost  his  owne  libertie. 
And  thought  it  better  to  prefSerre  common  com- 

moditie. 
But  nowe  the  timet  are  tumde,  it  is  not  as  it  was. 
The  golde  is  gone,  the  siloer  sunke,  and  nothing 
left  but  braase.  {seeme. 

To  see  a  King  encroache,  what  wonder  should  it 
When  commons  cannot  be  content,  with  countrie 

Dyadeeme  ? 
The  Prince  maye  dye  a  babe,  trust  vpby  trecherie, 
Where  vaine  ambition  doth  moue  trustlesse  no- 

billitye.  [hood  failos, 

Erronrs  in  pulpit  preache,  where  faith  in  priest- 
Promotion  (not  deuotion)  is  cause  why  cleargie 

quailes.  [be  plaide. 

Thus  is  the  stage  stakt  out,  where  all  these  partes 
And  I  the  prologue  should  pronounce,  but  that  I 

am  afraide.  [as  king. 

First  Caypbas  playes  the  Priest,  and  Herode  sits 
Pylate  the  Judge,  ludas  the  Jorour  Tcrdict  in  doth 

brmg,  [aray, 

Vaine  tatling  plaies  the  Tice,  well  cladde  in  ritche 
And  poore  Tom  Trooth  is  laught  to  skom,  with 

garments  nothing  gay.  [trainee 

The  woman  wautonnesse,  shoe  commes  with  ticing 
Pride  in  bir  pocket  plaies  bo  peepe,  und  bawdry  in 

hir  braine.  [aonoe, 

Hir  handmaides  be  decelpte,  daunger,  and.dalli- 
Riot  and  Reuell  follow  hir,  they  be  of  hir  alliaunce : 
Next  these  conimes  in  Sim  Swashe,  to  see  what 

storre  they  keepe. 
Clim  of  the  Clough  then  takes  his  heeles,  tis  time 

for  him  to  creepe :  [a  song. 

To  packe  the  pageaunt  rp,  commes  Sorrow  with 
He  say  these  testes  can  get  no  grotes,  and  al  this 

geare  goth  wrong :  [treble  parte, 

Fyrst  pride  without  cause  why,  he  singes  the 
The  meane  bee  mumbles  out  of  tune,  for  lacke  of 

life  and  hatt : 
Cost  lost,  the  counter  Tenor  chanteth  on  apace. 
Thus  all  in  discords  stands  the  cliffe,  and  beggrie 

singes  the  base.  [pence  are  sturring. 

The  players  loose  their  paines,  where  so  fewe 
Their  garmets  weare  for  lacke  of  gains,  and  fret 

for  lack  of  furring.  [but  one 

When  all  is  done  and  past,  was  no  part  plaide 
For  euerye  player  plaide  the  fbole,  tyll  all  be  spent, 

and  gone. 
And  thus  this  foollsfae  iest,  1  put  in  dogrell  rime. 
Because  a  crosier  staffe  ia  best,  for  such  a  crooked 

time. 

And  thus  an  ende  of  these  flue  Theames,  ad- 
mounting  to  the  number  of.  CCLVIII.  verses, 
deuised  ryding  by  the  way,  writing  none  of 
them  vntill  he  came  at  the  ende  of  his  Journey, 
the  which  was  no  longer  than  one  day  in  ryding, 
one  daye  in  tarying  with  his  friend,  and  the 
thirde  in  letoming  to  Oreyes  Inne:  and  thera* 
fore  called  Oascoignes  meoMrias. 
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A  GLOZE  VTON  TffIS  TEXT,  DOMlNUS 
EJUS  OPUS  HABET. 

My  recklefse  race  U  n}DDe»  greene  youth  and 

pride  be  past,     <  [aa  fast. 

My  riper  mellowed  yeeres  beginne  to  follow  uii 
My  glancing  lookes  ^llt  gone,  which  wonted  were 

to  prie,  [mine  eie. 

In  enerie  gorgioiu  garishe  glasse,  that  glistred  in 
My  sight  is  dqw  so  dimtne,  it  can  behold  none 

such,  [my  fensie  much. 

No  mirrour  but  the  merrie  mcane,  can  please 
And  in  that  noble  gla^se,  1  take  delight  to  vewe, 
The  fashfoQS  of  the  woated  worid,  compared  by 
'  the  newe.  [selfe, 

For  marke  who  lyst  to  looke,  eche  man  is  for  him 
And  heaths  his  braine  to  hord  and  heapey  this 

trasbe  and  worldly  pelfe. 
Our  handes  are  plosed  Yp«  great  giftes  go  not 

obroade^  [gaine  a  loade. 

Fewe  men  wyll  leode  a  locke  of  heye,  but  for  to 
Gtue  Gaiie  is  p  good  maji|  what  neede  we  bshe  it 

out,  [bids  men  doubt, 

'^he  world  is  wondrous  feareful  nowe,  for  danger 
And  aske  how  chaunceth  this  ?  or  what  meanea  all 

this  meede  ? 
Foreqotbe  the  common  aunswere  is,  because  the 

Lord  hath  neede. 
A  noble  test  by  gtase,  I  finde  it  in  my  glasse^ 
The  same  freeholde  our  sauiour  Christ,  conueyed 

to  his  ease.  [6tte, 

A  texte  to  trie  the  tnietb,  and  for  this  time  full 

o  where  should  we  our  lessons  leame,  but  out 

.    ofholywritte?  [rost, 

First  marke  our  ondy  God,  which  ruleth  all  the 

He  sets  a  side' all  pompe  and  pnde,  wherin  fond 

wordlings  boast. 
His  trayne  is  not  so  great,  us  ^thy  Satbaos  band, 
A  smaller  beard  maye  seme  to  feede,  at  our  gr^at 

masters  hand.  [we  see, 

Next  marke  the  heathens  Gods,  and  by  them  shall 
They  be  not  now  so  good  feUowes,  as  they  were 

wonte  to  be.  [rest, 

loue,  Mars,  and  Mercurie,  Dame  Venus  atid  the 
They  baquet  not  as  they  were  wont,  they  know  it 

were  not  best  [at  laige, 

Sk)  kinges  and  princes  both,  haue  left  their  bailee 
Their  priuie  chambers  cost  enough,  they  cut  off 

euery  charge.  [maye  bee. 

And  when  an  office  falles,  as  chaunoe  somtimes 
First  kepe  it  close  a  yeie  or  twayoe»  then  geld  it 

(qt  the  fee. 
And  giue  it  out  at  la^t,  but  yet  with  this  prouiso, 
(A  bridle  for  a  brainsicke  Jade)  durante  bene  placito. 
Some  thinke  these  ladders  low,  to  dimbe  alofte 

with  speede :  [Lord  hath  neede. 

Well  let  them  creepe  at  leisure  thS,  for  sure  the 
Dukes  Earles  and  Barons  bold,  haue  learnt  like 

lesson  nowe. 
They  breake  vp  house  andcometocourte,  they  line 

not  by  the  plowe. 
Percase  their  roomes  be  skant,  not  like  their  stately 

boure,  [floure. 

A  field  bed  in  a  comer  couch t,  a  pallad  on  the 
But  what  for  that  ?  no  force,  they  make  thereof  no 

boast,  [princes  cost. 

They  feede  them  selues  with  deljrcates,  and  at  the 
And  as  for  all  their  men,  their  pages  and  their 

swaynes. 
They  choke  thC  vp  with  chynes  of  beefo,  to  multi- 
ply their  gaines. 


Themselues  lie  neere  to  looke,  when  any  leslb 

doth  fall. 
Such  cromes  were  wont  to  feede  poor  gromes,  bat 

nowe  the  Lords  licke  al. 
And  why?  oh  sir,  because,  both  dukes  and  lords 

haue  neede,  [creede. 

I  mocke  not  I,  my  text  is  true,  beleeue  it  as  yonx 
Our  Prelates  and  our  Priests,  can  tdl  this  text 

with  mee,  [no  lease  go  free. 

They  can  hold  fast  their  fattest  fermes,  and  lei 
They  haue  both  wife  and  childe,  which  maye  no# 

be  forgot,  [fore  blame  them  not. 

The  scriptures  say  the  Lord  hath  neede,  and  tbere- 
Then  come  a  little  lower,  voto  the  contrye  knight. 
The  squire  and  the  gentleman,  they  leane  the 

countrye  quite,  [to  long. 

Their  Halles  were  all  to  large,  their  tables  wei« 
The  clouted  shoe;:  came  in  so  foste,  they  kepte  to 

great  a  throng,  [feede. 

And  at  the  porters  lodge,  where  lubbers  wonte  to 
The  porter  learnes  to  answer  now,  hence  hence 

the  Lord  hath  neede,  [great* 

His  geates  came  in  to  thicke,  their  diet  was  to 
Their  horses  eate  vp  all  the  hey,  which  sboukl 

haue  fed  his  neate :  [and  souae. 

Their  teeth  were  ferre  to  fine,  to  feede  on  porke 
Fyue  flocks  of  sheepe  could  scarce  maintaine  good 

mutten  for  his  house.  [here, 

And  when  this  count  was  cast,  it  was  no  biding 
Unto  the  good  lowne  is  he  gonne,  to  make  his 

frauds  good  cheere.  [howe : 

And  welcome  there  that  will,  but  shall  I  tell  yon 
At  his  owne  dish  he  feedeth  them,  that  is  tha 

fashion  nowe, 
Side  bords  be  lay^  aside,  the  tfible^  ende  it  goane^ 
His  cooke  sb&H  make  you  noble  cheere,   \m% 

hostler  bath  he  none.  [to  eate* 

The  chargers  now  be  changde,  wherin  he  wont 
An  olde  frutedish  is  bigge  ynougb  to  hold  a  ioynte 

of  meate. 
A  sallad  or  a  sauce,  to  test  your  cates  with  aM, 
Som  strag  deuise  to  feede  mCs  eies,  mSs  stomackt 

now  be  small.  [ters  rent. 

And  when  the  tensuntes  come  to  paie  tjheir  qoar* 
They  bringe  some  fowle  at  Mi^ommer,  a  dish  of 

Fish  in  Lent, 
At  Christmasse  a  capon,  at  Mighelmasse  a  gooses 
And  somewhat  else  at  Kewyeres  tide,  for  feare 

their  lease  flie  loose.  [groates. 

Good  reason  by  iny  troth,  when  Gentlemen  lacke 
Let  Plowmen  pinche  it  out  for  pace,  and  patch 

their  russet  ^oates : 
For  better  Fermers  fhst,  than  Manner  houses  foH, 
The  Lord  hath  neede,  than  says  the  text,  bring  old 

Asse,  colt  and  alL 
Well  lowest  nowe  at  last,  let  see  the  contrye  loute. 
And  marke  how  he '  doth  swink  and  sweat,  to 

bring  this  geare  about : 
His  feastinges  be  but  fewe,  cast  whipstockes  ckmt 

his  fchoone,  [doone: 

The  wheaten  loafe  is  locked  rp  as  sone  as  dinne  s 
And  where  he  wonte  to  kepe  a  kihber,  two  or  thi^e. 
Now  hath  he  l^rnd  to  kepe  no  more,  but  Sim  bia 

sobne  and  he,  [the  carte. 

His  wife  and  Mawite  his  mayd,  a  boye  to  pitch' 
And  tume   him  vp  at  Hollontidey  to  feele  the 

winter  smarte:  [meale. 

Dame  Alyson  his  wife  doth  knowe  the  price  of 
Hir  bride  cakes  be  not  halfe  so  Mgge  as  she 

wont  to  Steele : 
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She  veares  no  liluet  bookes,  ibe  is  Content  with 

wors8e»  [bir  porsM. 

Hir  pendantes  and  bir  fiiloer  pinnes  she  puttetb  in 
Thus  learne  I  by  my  glasse,  that  merri^  meane  is 

best, 
And  be  most  wise  that  finds  the  meane,  to  keepe 

himselfe  at  rest. 
P^chaunce  some  open  mouth  will  mutter  now 

and  than, 
And  at  the  maritet  ttll  hii  mate,  our  landlordes  a 

zove  man : 
He  racketb  Tp  our  rentes,  ind  ke^iet  the  best  in 

band,    . 
He  makes  a  wddrous  deale  of  good  out  of  his 

own  measne  land : 
Yea  le^  suche  pelters  prate,  sainte  Needambe 

their  speede. 
We  oeede  no  text  to  answer  tbem,  but  this,  the 

I/>rd  hath  ncde.« 

Eoer  or  neur. 


iiii'  iPITAPff  VPON  CAFTAJNE  BOUR- 

CHER 

tATE  SLAIRE  IN  TRE  WARRES  lil  ZELANBB,  THE 

Which  iiAtH  beme  termed  tub  tale  of  a 

STONE  AS  rOLOWKTH. 

Ftb  captaines  ^,  your  tongues  are  tyed  to  dose. 
Your  souldiours  ^e  by  silence  purchaiie  shame: 
Can  ho  man  penne  in  moetre  nor  in  prose. 
The  lyfe,  the  death,  the  valliaunt  actes,  the  fame, 
The  birlh,  behaaiour,  nor  the  noble  name. 
Of  such  a  feere  as  you  in  fight  haue  lost ; 
Alas  such  paines  would  quickly  quite  the  cost. 

Boorcber  is  dead,  whome  eche  of  you  dyd  knowe, 
Vet  no  man  writes  one  worde  to  paint  bis  praise, 
His  sprite  on  highe,  bis  cai^kasse  here  belowei 
l>oth  both  coodemne  yottr  doting  ydle  dayes : 
Yet  ceasse  they  not  to  sonnde  bis  worthy  wayes, 
Who  lined  to  dye,  and  dyed  againe  to  line. 
With  death  deere  bought,  he  dyd  bis  death  forgine* 

He  might  for  byrth  Aaue  boasted  noble  race. 
Yet  were  his  manners  meeke  and  alwayes  milde^ 
Who  gaue  a  gesSe  by  gazing  on  his  face, 
And  iudgde  thereby,  might  quickly  be  begnilde. 
In  fielde  a  Lion,  and  in  Towne  a  Cbilde, 
Fieite  to  his  (be,  but  courteouse  to  his  iiriende, 
Alas  the  while,  his  life  so  soone  should  ende  ? 

To  serue  his  Prince  his  llfb  was  euer  prest. 
To  serue  bis  God,  Hi^  death  he  thought  blit  dew, 
In  all  attempts  as  foreward  as  the  best, 
And  all  to  forewardes,  which  we  all  niay  rew. 
His  life  so  shewed,  his  death  eke  ttied  it  tme : 
For  where  bis  foes  in  thickest  prease  dyd  stande, 
Bourcber  caught  band  With  bloddie  swOrde  ill 
hande. 

And  marke  the  courage  of  a  noble  heart. 
When  he  in  bed  laye  wounded  wondrous  sore. 
And  beard  allarme,  be  soone  forgot  his  smart 
And  calde  for  armes  to  shewe  his  seruice  more : 
t  wyll  to  fielde  (quod  he)  and  Qod  before. 
IVhich  sayde,  he  sailde  into  more  qntet  ooast, 
Styll  praysing  Ood^  and  so  gaue  Tp  the  ghost, 
* 

'  In  the  old  editions  of  our  poet  this  gloae  is 
f  riat«d  also  among  his  Heaxbes<  C. 


Nowe  muze  not  reader  though  we  stones  caii 

speake, 
Or  write  sometimes  the  deedes  of  worthy  ones, 
I  could  not  holde  although  my  heart  should  breaker 
(Because  here  by  me  buryed  are  his  boiies,) 
But  I  must  tell  this  tale  thus  for  the  nones 
When  men  erye  mumme  and  keepe  such  silence 

long,  (haue  wrong. 

Then  stones  must  speake,  else  dead  men  shah 
fiaif  jfttorf  Marmaduk*  MarbktUnie, 


A  DEUISE  OF  A  MASKS  FOR  THE  RIGHT 
HOISIORABLB  VISCOUNT  MOUNTA- 
CUTE, 

Written  vpon  this  occauon,  when  the  sayde  L. 
had  prepared  to  solemnize  twoo  marriages  be« 
tweene  his  sonne  and  beyre,  and  the  Daughter 
of  tyr  William  Dormer  Knight,  and  betweene 
the  Sonne  and  beyre  of  syr  William  Dormer, 
and  the  Daughter  of  the  said  L.  Mountacute : 
there  were  eight  Gentlemen  (all  of  blood  or 
alliaunce  to  the  sayd  L.  Mountacute)  which 
had  determined  to   present  a  Maske  at  the 
dasre  appointed  for  the  sayde  marriages,  and 
so  farre  they  had  proceeded    therein,    thai 
they  had  alreadye  bought  furniture  of  Silkcs, 
&c.   and  had  caused  their  garmentes  to  bee 
cut  of  the  Venetian  fashion.    Nowe  then  ihey 
began  to  imagine  that  (without  some  speciaU 
demonstration)  it  would  seeme  somewhat  ob^ 
scure  to  haue  Venetians  presented  rather  than 
other  oountrey  men.  Wherevpon  they  entreated 
the  Aucthour  to  deuise  soAie  vefses  to  bee  vt- 
tered  by  an  Actor  wherein  might  be  some  dis- 
course conuenient  to  render  a  good  cause  of 
the  Venetians  presence.    The  Aucthour  calling 
to  minde  that  theire  is  a  noble  house  of  the 
Moontacutes  in  Italic,  and  therwithall  that  the 
L.  Mountacute  here  doth  quarter  the  coate  of 
an  auncient  English  Gentleman  called  Moun- 
tbermer,  and  hath  the  inheritaunce  of  the  sayde 
bouse,  dyd  therevpon  deuise  to  bring  in  a  Boya 
of  the  age  of  twelue  or  xiiii.  yeeres,  who  should 
fiiine  that  he  was  a  Mounthermer  by  the  fa- 
thers side,  and  a  Mountacute  by  the  mothers 
side,  and  that  his  father  being  slaine  at  the  last 
warres  against  the  Turke,  and  he  there  taken, 
bee  was  recouered  by  the  Venetians  in  their 
last  victorie,  and  with  them  sayling  towardet 
Venice,    they  were  driuen  by  tempest  ypon 
these  coastes,   add  so  Came  to  the  mariage 
vpon  report  as  followetb,  and  the  sayde  Boye 
pronounced  the  deuise  in  this  sort. 

What  wdder  you  my  Lordes  ?  why  gaze  you  gen- 

themen? 
And  wherefore  maruaile  you  Mez  Dames,  I  praya 

yotl  tell  mee  then  ? 
Is  it  so  rare  a  sight,  or  yet  so  strannge  a  toye. 
Amongst  so  many  nooble  peeres,  to  see  one  Pouer 

Boye  ?  [age, 

Why  ?  boyes  baue  bene  allowed  in  euerye  kinde  of 
As  Ganymede  that  pretye  boye,  iu  Heauen  is  loua 

bis  page. 
Cupid  that  mighty  God  although  his  force  be  fearse. 
Yet  is  he  bnt  a  naked  Boye,  as  I^oets  doe  rebearse. 
And  many  a  prettye  boye  a  migbtye  man  hatb 

proued,  [bee  loued. 

And  serued  his  Prince  at  all  atsayes  desf  ruing  t« 
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Percase  my  strange  attire  iny  gfittering  golden 

gite,  [you  with  delite. 

Doth  eyther  make  you  mafttaile  thus,  or  mone 

Yet  wonder  not  my  Lordei  for  if  your  honours 

please,  [doubtes  appease. 

But  euen  to  gioe  me  eare  a  while,  I  wyll  your 

And  you  shall  knowe  the  cause,  wherefore  these 

roabes  are  wonie^  [lishe  borne. 

And  why  I  goe  outlandishe  lykei  yet  being  £ng* 

And  why  1  thus  presume  to  presse  into  this  place, 

And  why  1  ^simple  boye)  am  bolde  to  looke  such 

men  in  face. 
Fyrst  then  you  must  perstande,  I  am  no  strattnger  1, 
But  Erfgiish  boye,  in  England  borne,  and  bred  but 
euen  hereby.  [name, 

My  father  was  a  knight,  Mount  Hermer  was  his 
My  mother  of  the  Mountacutes,  a  bouse  of  worthy 

fame, 
My  father  from  his  youth  was  trained  Tp  in  field. 
And  alwayes  toke  bis  chiefe  delight,  in  helmet 

speare  and  shielde. 

Soldado  for  his  life,  and  in  his  happie  dayes, 

Soldado  like  hath  lost  his  life,  to  his  immortal! 

prayse.  [worlde  so  wyde, 

7*he  thundering  fame  which   blewe   about  the 

Howe  that  the  Christian  enemye,  the  Turke  that 

Prince  of  pride,  [seas. 

Addressed  had  his  power,  to  swarme  vppon  the 

With  Gallies,  foists,  aud  such  like   ships,  well 

armde  at  at  assaies.  TS^ut, 

And  that  he  made  his  vaunt,  the  greedy  fishe  to 

With  gobs  of  Christian  carkasses,  in  cruell  peeces 

cut.  [eares. 

These  newes  of  this  report,  did  pearce  my  Others 

But  neuer  touched  his  noble  heart,   with  any 

sparke  of  feares.  [warres. 

For  well  he  knewe  the  trade  of  all  the  Turkishe 

And  had  amongst  them  shed  his  blood,  at  many 

cruell  iarre$.  [man. 

In  Rhodes  his  race  begonne,  a  slender  tale  yong 

Where  he  by  many  martiall  feats,  his  spurres  of 

knighthood  wan.  [styil, 

Yea  though  the  peece  was  lost,  yet  won  he  honour 

And  eoennore  against  the.Turkes  he  warred  by 

his  wyil. 
At  Chios  many  knowe,  how  hardily  he  fought. 
And  bowe  with  streames  of  stryuing  blood,  his 

honoure  deare  bee  bought. 
At  length  enforst  to  yeeld  with  many  captaines 
9     mo,  [goodesago. 

He  bought  his  libertie  with  Landes,  and  let  his 
Zechines>  of  glistering  golde,  two  thousand  was 
his  price,  [he  were  vnwise. 

The  which  to  paye  his  landes  must  leape,  for  else 
Beleeue  me  nowe  my  Lordes  although  the  losse  be 
mine,  [to  pine. 

Yet  I  confesse  them  better  solde,  than  lyke  a  slaue 
"  For  landes  maye  come  againe,  but  lybertie  once 
lost,  [the  cost.'* 

Can  neuer  finde  sifth  recompenceas  counteruailes 
My  selfc  now  know  the  case,  who  lyke  my  ftttbers 
lot,  [wot. 

Was  lyke  of  late  for  to  hane  lost  my  libertie  Qod 
My  father  (as  I  saye)  eoforste  to  leaue  his  lande. 
In  mortgage  to  my  mothers  kinne,  for  ready 
Coyne  in  hand^  [rehearsp, 

Gan  nowe  vpon  these  newes,  which  earst  I  dyd 
Prepare  himselfe  to  saoe  his  pawne,  or  else  to 
leese  his  phearce. 

'  A  peece  of  gold  like  the  Crusade. 


And  first  his  ramisome  payde^  with  that  whi«fa 
dyd  remaine,  [BrittaiDe. 

He  rigged  vp  a  proper  Barke,  was  called  Lefibrt 
And  lyke  a  venturer  (besides  him  seemely  aelle^ 
Determined  for  to  venture  me  and  all  his  worldly 
pdfe*  rmiode^, 

Perhappes  some  hope  of  gahie  perswadeo  so  his 
For  sure  his  bauty  heart  was  bent,  some  greate 
exploite  to  finde.  [sailes, 

Howe  so  it  were,  the  wiades  nowe  hoysted  vp  oar 
Wee  furrowing  in  the  foming  flooddes,  to  take 

onr  best  auailes. 
Now  hearken  to  my  wordes,  and  marke  yon  well 
the  same,  [hyther  cao»e. 

For  nowe  1  wyll  dedare  the  cause,  wherefore  I 
My  father  (as  I  saye)  had  set  vp  all  his  rest. 
And  tost  on  seas  both  daye  and  night,  disdaynini; 
ydle  rest,  [Fravnce, 

We  left  onr  forelandes  ende,  we  past  the  coast  of 
We  reacht  the  cape  of  Finis  Terre  our  course  for 
to  aduaunce.  [descried. 

We  past  Marrocchtts  streightes,  and  at  the  last 
The  fertile  coastes  of  Cyprus  soile,  which  I  my 
selfe  first  spyed.  [plsst. 

My  selfe  (a  foreward  boye)  on  highest  top  was 
And  there  I  saw  the  Cyprian  shoare,  whereto  we 

sayld  in  haste. 
Which  when  I  had  declared  vnto  the  masters  mate. 
He  lepte  for  ioye  and  thanked  God,  of  that  our 
happy  state.  [losir  ^ 

"  But  what  remaioes  to  man,  that  can  continue 
What  snnne  can  shine  so  cleare  and  bright  but 

cloudes  may  ryse  among  ?" 

Which  sentence  soone  was  proued,  by  our  vn- 

happy  hap,  [light  in  enemies  lap. 

We  thought  our  selues  full  neere  our  friendes,  and 

The  Turke  the  Tirant  he,  with  siege  had  girte  the 

walles,  [them  thralles* 

Of  fomons  Famagosta*  then  and  sought  to  make 

And  as'  he  laye  by  lande,  in  strong  and  stately 

trenchCf  [to  drenche. 

So  was  his  power  prest  by  Sea,  his  Christian  foes 

Vpon  the  indtrmg  wanes,  his  Foistet  and  Gallies 

fleete,  [meete. 

More  forrest  like  than  orderly,  for  such  a  man  most 

This  heauy  sight  one  scene,  we  tumde  our  course 


apace, 


[i^rie  pi 


And  set  vp  al  onr  sailes  in  haste,  to  giue  suche 
But  out  alas,  our  willes,  and  windes  were  oon* 
trarie,  [enimie. 

For  raging  blastes  did  blowe  rs  still  vppon  onr 
My  lather  seeing  then,  whereto  be  necdes  most  go. 
And  that  the  mighty  hand  of  God,  had  it  ap- 
pointed so.  [death) 
Most  like  a  worthy  knight  (though  certainc  of  his 
Gan  cleane  forget  all  wayling  wordes,  as  lauishe 
of  his  breath.                                  [he  told. 
And  to  his  Christian  crewe,  this  (too  sborte)  tale 
To  comfort  them  which  seemde  to  faint,  and  make 
the  coward  bold,                        [the  charge, 
"  Fellowes  in  arroes,  quod  bee,  although  I  beare 
And  take  vpon  mee  chieitaines  name,  of  this  vn* 

happy  barge. 
Yet  are  you  all  my  pheai-es,  and  as  one  companie. 
Wee  must  like  true  companions,  togeather  line 
and  die,  [hand. 

You  see  quod  bee  our  foes,  with  furious  force  at 
And  in  whose  handes  our  handfiill  beere,  vnablc  ia 
to  stand, 

*  The  chiefo  citie  in  Cyprus. 
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What  restetb  tften  to  doe,  ilioald  ««  Tnto  tbem 

yeeld  ?  [cannot  weld. 

And  wifully  receiae  that  yoke,  which  Christiaos 

No  lure,  hereof  be  suie,  oor  liues  were  so  rnBure, 

And  though  we  line,  yet  io  to  liue,   as  better 

death  endure.  [phvmie. 

To  heare  those  hellishe  fiendes  in  raging  blas- 

Defye  onr  onely  Saaiour,  were  this  no  miserie? 

To  see  the  fowle  abuse  of  boyes  in  tender  yeeres, 

Tlie  wbieh  I  ktiowe  most  needes  abhorre  all  honest 

Christians  eares.  [feare. 

To  see  maides  rauished,  Wiues,  Women  forst  by 

And  much  more  mischiefe  than  this  time  can  let 

me  Ttter  here. 

Alas,  quod  he,  I  tell  not  all,  my  toneue  is  tyde, 

But  all  the  slaueries  on  the  earth,  we  should  Vitii 

them  abide.  [wise, 

How  much  were  better  than,  to  dye  in  worthy 

And  so  to  make  ourcarkasses^  a  wylling  Sacrifice. 

So  shall  we  paye  the  debt,  which  vnto  God  is  doe. 

So  shall  you  die  in  his  defence,   who  deind  to  die 

for  you.  [can  quell. 

And  who  with  hardy  haod^  most  Turkish  tikes 

let  him  accompt  in  conscience,  to  please  his 

maker  well.  [on  mee, 

Tou  see,  quod  he,  my  sonne,  wherewith  bee  lookt 

Whome  but  a  babe,  yet   haoe  I   brought,  my 

partner  here  to  bee.  [non^e, 

For,   him  I  most  confesse,  my  heart  is  pensjue 

To  leaue  him  lyuing  thus  in  youtb,  to  die  I  know 

not  how. 
But  since  it  pleaseth  God,  I  may  not  mnrmure  T, 
If  God  had  pleased  we  both  should  Hue,  and  as 

God  wyll  we  dye." 
Thus  with  a  braying  sigh,  his  noble  tongue  he 
Btayde.  paide. 

Commaunding  all  the  ordinmmce,  in  oiYler  to  be 
And  placing  all  his  men  in  order  for  to  fight. 
Fell  groueling  styll  vpon  his  face,  before  them  all 

in  sight. 

And  when  in  secreete  so,  he  whispered  had  a  while. 

He  raisde  his  head  with  cheerefnll  looke,  his  sor- 

rowes  to  beguile :  '  [hie. 

And  with  the  rest  he  prayde,  to  Ood  in  heauen  on 

Which  ended  thus.  Thou  onely  Loid,  canst  helpe 

in  miserie.  [about. 

This  sayd  (behold)  the  Turkes  enclotde  vs  round 

And  seemde  to  wonder  that  we  durst  resist  so 

great  a  rout.  [was  slender, 

Wheret  they  doubt  not  long,  for  though  oor  power 

We  senttliem  signes  by  Canon  shot,  that  we 

ment  not  to  render. 
Then  might  we  see  them  chafe,  then  might  we 
heare  them  rage,  [silly  cage. 

And  all  at  once  they  bent  their  force,  about  our 
Oar  ordinaonce  bestowed,  our  men  them  selues 
defend,  [long  contend. 

On  euery  side  so  thicke  beset,  they  might  not 
But  as  their  captaine  wilde,  eche  man  his  force, 
did  stray ne,  [hellishe  trsyne, 

To  sonde  a  Turke  (some  two  or  three)  vnto  the 
And  he  himselfe  which  sawe,  he  might  no  more 
abide,  [honour  died. 

Did  thrust  a  mide  the  thickest  throng,  and  so  with 
With  him  there  dyed  like  wise,  his  best  aproued 
men,  [courage  then. 

The  reftt  did  yeeld  as  men  amazd,  they  had  no 
Amongest  the  which  my    seUe,  was   tane  by 
Tnrlies  alas,  [must  I  passe. 

And  with  the  Turket  a  tiirkisha  Ufa,  in  Tttrkie 


I  was  not  done  to  death  for  so  1  often  craude. 
But  like  a  slaue  before  the  Gattes,  of  Famagosta 
•audft  [ueyed. 

That  peece  once  put  to  sacke,  I  thither  was  coii- 
And  voder  sauegard  euermore,  I  silly  boye  waa 
stayed.  [pricke^ 

There  dyd  I  see  such  sightes,  as  yet  my  heart  do 
I  sawe  the  noble  Bragadines,  when  he  was  fleyd 

quicke; 

First  like  a  slaue  enfortt  to  beare  to  euery  breach. 

Two  baskets  laden  full  with  earth  MusUfia^  dyd , 

him  teach.  [^ounde. 

By  whome  he  might  not  passe  befbre  he  kyst  the 

These  cruell  tonnentes  (yet  with  mo)  that  worthy 

sooldior  found.  [chayre^ 

His  eares  cot  from  bis  head,  they  set  him  in  a 

And  from  a  maioe  yard  hoisted  him  aloft  into  th« 

ayPB,  [spight. 

That  so  he  might  be  shewed  with  cmeltie  and 

Vnto  TS  all,  whose  weeping  eyes  dyd  much  ab« 

horre  the  sight. 
Alas  why  do  I  thus  with  woefoll  wordes  rehearse. 
These  werye  newes  which  all  our  heartes  with 

pittie  needes  must  pearce  ? 
Well  then  to  tell  you  forth,  I  styll  a  slaue  re- 
maind,  [^yll  enchaind. 

To  one,  which  Pnflybassa  hight,  who  held  me' 
With  him  I  went  to  Seas  into  the  gulfe  of  Pant, 
With  many  christians  captiues  mo,  which  dyd 
their  freedom  wftL  [to  staye. 

There  with  the  Turkishe  traine  we  were  enforst 
With  waltring  styll  rpon  the  wanes,  dyd  wajto 

for  furder  praye. 
For  why?  they  had  aduise,  that  the  Venetian  fleete, 
Dyd  floote  in  Argostelly  then,  with  whome  they 

hopte  to  meete. 
And  as  they  waltered  thus  with  tides  and  billowea 
'    tost,  [to  their  cost. 

Their  hope  had  hap,  for  at  the  last  they  met  them 
Al  in  October  last  vppon  the  seuenth  daye, 
They  found  the  force  of  chriitlan  knightes  addrest 
in  good  aray.  [coarse. 

And  shall  1  trie  my  tong  to  tell  the  whole  dis- 
Aud  howe  they  did  encounter  first,  and  howe  they 

'    ioynd  in  force  ? 
Tlien  barken  nowe  my  lords,  for  sura  my  memoryey 
Doth  yet  recorde  the  rery  plot  of  all  this  rictorye. 
The  christian  crew  came  on,  in  forme  of  battayle 
pight,  [to  fight» 

And  like  a  cressent  cast  them  seines  preparing  for 
On  other  side  the  Torkes,  which  trnsted  power  to 
much,  [was  such. 

Ditorderiy  did  spread  their  force,  the  will  of  God 
Well  at  the  last  they  met,  and  first  with  caimones 
thunder,  fsbips  in  sunder. 

Eache  other  sooght  with  fariont  rorce  to  slit  their 
Tlie  barkes  are  battered  sore,  the  gallies  gald  with 
shot,  [his  lot. 

The  hoiks  are  hit,  and  euery  man  mast  stand  vnto 
The  powder  seoidlea  his  smoke  into  the  cniddy 
skies,  [fume  offends  our  eies. 

The  smoulder  stops  oor  nose  with  stench,  tha 
The  pots  of  lime  Tnslflakt,  from  highest  top  are 
cast,  [slip  as  fast 

The  parched  pease  are  not  forgot  to  make  them 
The  wilde  fire  works  are  wrought  and  cast  in  foe* 
mens  fkce^  [are  pQsht  a  pace. 

The  grappling  hooks  are  strechad  forth,  the  pikia 

>  The  general  of  the  IHirks. 
*  The  govemoor  of  Famagoitiw 
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The  halberU  heme  oaJied,  tke  bimnie  billet  bnite 

tbe  bonety 
The  barquebnth  dotb  q;>it  bii  ipigbt,  vitb  prety 

pertiog  itoBefl. 
Tbe  dniininet  crie  dub  A  dnb,  the  btmying  tnun- 

peU  blow, 
Tbe  whittling  fifet  me  wMotk  hetd,  tbete  loiiifdt 

do  drowtie  UiC  so.  [hynt. 

The  Toyce  of  warlike  wightt,  tooomlbrt  them  that 
The  pitioiit  plaints  of  golden  hartt,  whidb  were 

with  fearet  attaint  .    [breath. 

The  groning  of  such  gfaottt  at  gatpad  bo  we  for 
The  praien  of  the  better  sort,  prepared  vntodeath. 
And  to  be  ihort,  eaebe  griefe  which  on  jthe  earth 

maye  growe,  [to  flowe. 

Was  eath  and  easie  to  be  tend,  rpan  theae  floodet 
If  any  tight  on  earth,  maye  vnto  bdl  retemUe, 
llien  ture  thit  wat  a  hdlithe  tighte,  it  maket  me 

yet  to  tremble :  [ipcnt* 

And  in  thitbloudie  fight^  when  halfe  tbe  daye  wat 
It  pleazed  God  to  helpe  hit  ilocke»  which  thnt  in 

po&d  was  pent. 
Tbe  generill  of  S|»ayne,  gan  gald  that  galley  tore. 
Where  in  my  Prely  Battawat|and  gricude  it  more 

and  more:  [fliutae, 

Vpon  that  other  tide,  with  force  of  sworde  and 
Tbe  good  Venetian  Generall  dyd  charge  vpon  the 

tame.  [pn^t 

At  leength  they  came  aboorde,  and  in  hit  ngifig 
Stroke  of  thit  Turkith  captains  head,  which  blat- 

phemd  as  it  dide  : 
Oh  bowe  1  feeletheUoud  now  trickle  in  my  breftt. 
To  thioke  what  ioye  then  piertt  my  heart,  and 

how  I  thought  me  blett. 
To  see  that  cruell  Torke  which  held  me  at  hit 

tiaue,  [to  bane: 

By  happie  band  of  Chrittianst  his  pairoent  thns 
his  bead  from  shoulders  cut,  vpon  a  Pike  dyd 

stand,  [ttiomphant  hand. 

The  which  Don  John  of  Anstrye,  helde  in  his 
The  boldcHt  Basse  then,  that  dyd  in  life  remaine, 
Oao  tremble  at  the  sight  hereof,,  for  priuy  griefe 

and  peine.  [vntyl  night. 

Thus  when  these  fierce  had  fonght,  from  morning 
Christ  gaue  his  6ocke  the  victory,  and  pat  his 

foes  to  flight:  [Galleys  tane. 

And  of  the  Turkishe  traine,  were  eyght  score 
Fifteene  sunke,  flue  and  twenty  burnt,  and  brought 

vnto  their  bane,  [sand  soulet. 

Of  Chrittiant  set  at  large  were  terteene  thod- 
Turkes  twentie  thousand  regittred  iu  Belzebub  bf« 

rolles.  [their  fight, 

Thnt  haue  you  nowe  my  Loidet,  the  tumme  of  ill 
And  trust  it  all  for  true  t  tell,  for  I  was  styll  in 

sight:  ^to  cleare, 

But  when  the  Seat  were  calme,  and  skies  begah 
When  foes  were  all  or  dead  or  fled,  and  victors 

dyd  appearc.  [friende. 

Then  euery  Christian  sought  amoogtt  vt  for  his 
His  kinsman  or  companion,  some  succour  them  to 

Jrude : 
And  as  they  ransakte  so,  loe  God  his  wyll  it  was, 
A  noble  wise  Venetian,  by  me  dyd  cbaunce  to 

paxse :  [well, 

Who  gazing  on  my  face,  dyd  seeme  to  lyke  me 
And  what  my  name,  and  whence  I  was,  com* 

maunded  me  to  t6l : 
I  now  which  waxed  bolde,  as  one  that  scaped  had, 
From  deepest  hell  to  highest  beaueui  began  for  to 

he  glad  t 


And  with  a  lidely  fprite,  began  to  pleade  my 
And  hid  not  Irom  thit  worthy 

worthy  race: 
And  tolde  my  fistbert  name,  and  bowe  1 4jd  de- 
From  Mouutaculet  by  Mothers  tide^  nor  there 

my  tale  dyd  enide. 
Bot  fbrthennore  I  tolde  my  Fathers  late  eaptoyte^ 
And  bow  he  left  hit  landi,  goodet  and  life,  to  pny 

ton  Diea  ton  droit. 
Nor  of  my  telfe  I  crmued  to  credited  to  bee. 
For  lo  there  were  remaining  yetyTbete  foorewlioiB 

here  yon  fee^i  [not  Ijtd^ 

Which  all  were  Bng^iihe  home,  and  kncwe  I  hmd 
And  were  my  fcthert  tooldiort  eke,  and  tawe  him 

bow  be  dyed* 
Thit  grane  Venetian  who  beard  the  Csmoot  naif. 
Of  Monntacutet  reherted  there,  which  lon^  bad 

btae  of  fiune. 
In  Italy,  and  he  of  telfe  tame  worthy  race, 
Gan  tUalght  with  many  corteout  woidt  in  araw 

me  to  imbnee.  [cfaeerct 

And  kytsed  me  on  eheeke,  and  bad  me  make  good 
And  thank  the  mighty  hand  of  God,  ibr  that 

.  wbic^  hapned  there, 
Conf^tthag  that  he  wat  him  teUe  a  Monntnaile, 
And  bare  tbe  teUe  same  armet  that  1  dyd  qfumtO' 

in  ifty  fcnte : 
And  for  a  further  proofs^  be  thewed  in  hit  hat, 
Thit  tokU*  which  the  Monntacotea  dyd  bare 

alw^et^  Ibr  that.  [paase. 

They  cooet  to  be  knowne  from  Capdt  where  they 
For  aoncient  gratch  which  log  ago,  twene  thete 

two  houtet  wat. 
Then  tookeme  by  the  hand,  and  ledde  me  to 

aboorde. 
Hit  Galley :  where  there  were  yfeere,  foil  many 

a  comely  Loide:  [plnce^ 

Of  whome  eyght  Moontaeutet  dyd  sitte  in  highest 
To  whome  thit  first  declared  first  my  name,  and 

then  my  race :  p»loods, 

U>  Lordingt  here  (quod  he)  m.  babe  of  our  owne 
Who  Turks  had  tane,  his  ftither  slaine,  with  lots4 

ot  lands  and  goods:  [nowe. 

See  how  God  firoours  vs,  that  I  should  find  him 
I  straunge  to  him,  he  ttrauiq^e  to  mee,  we  met  I 

know  not  bowe. 
But  sure  when  I  him  saw,  and  gazed  in  hit  &ce. 
Me  thought  he  wat  a  Mountacute,  I  cboee  him  by 

iiis  grace.  [deede. 

Herewith  he  dyd  rehearse,  my  Fathen  vallannt 
For  losse  of  whome  eche  Mountacute,  did  aeeme 

in  heart  to  bleede.  .    .  [may  see. 

They  all  embrast  me  then,  ana  straight  at  yotf 
In  comely  garments  trimde  me  vp,  at  braoe  at 

braue  may  bee : 
1  wat  in  sackcloath  I,  nowe  am  I  cladde  in  GoUe,* 
And  weare  snch  roabes,  as  I  my  selfe  take  plea- 
sure to  beholde.  ts**''' 
^mongst  their  other  giftes,  this  token''  they  me 
And  bad  me  lyke  a  MountacuteS,  my  telle  alway 

behaue. 

^  Tbe  foure  torclie  bearers,  that  came  in  with 
the  Actor. 

6  The  Actor  had  a  token  in  his  cap  like  to  the 
Modntacutet  of  Italic. 

"*  Tbe  token  that  he  dyd  weare  in  hit  cappe. 

*  Tbe  Montacutes  and  capels  in  Italye  do  wer^ 
tokens  in  their  cappes  to  be  knowan  ona  front 
aootber. 
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Kowe  bcarkeo  tlien  my  Lordes,  I  staying  on  the 

Seas.  [aod  with  ease, 

In  consort  of  these  louely  Lordes,  with  comfort 
Determined  with  them  in  Italic  to  dwell, 
And  there  by  traine  of  youtbfull  yecres  in  know- 
ledge to  excell. 
That  so  I  might  at  last  reodifye  the  walles. 
Which  my  good  father  bad  decaide  by  tossing 

fortunes  balles. 
And  while  they  slice  the  Seas  to  their  desired  ^ore, 
Beholde  a  lytle  gale  began,  cucreasing  more  and 

more.  [dyd  blowe. 

At  last  with  raging  blast,  which  from  Southeast 
Oan  sende  our  sailes  vpoo  these  shores,  which  I 

fill  wel  did  knowe. 
I  spyed  the  Chaikie  Clyues  vpon  the  Kentishe  coast, 
Whereby  our  Lande  bight  Albyon,  as  Brutus  ouce 

djrd  boast. 
Which  I  no  sooner  sawe,  but  to  th£  rest  I  sayde. 
State  di  buona  voglia,  my  Lordes  be  well  apaide; 
1  see  by  certaine  signes  these  Tempestes  haue  vs 

cast,  [at  last: 

Vpon  my  natine  coantrey  coastes  with  happy  hap 
And  if  your  honours  please  tliis  honour  me  to  duo, 
In  Englishe  hauens  to  harbour  you,  and  see  our 

Citties  too:  [would  bee, 

Lo  London  is  not  fiirre,  whereas  my  friendes 
Right  glad,  with  fauour  to  requite  your  fauour 

shewed  to  mee :  [strand, 

Vouchsafe  my  Lordes  (quod  I)  to  stay  vpon  this 
And  whiles  your  Barksbe  rigged  new,  rematne  with 

me  on  land.  [slaine. 

Who  though  I  bee  a  Boye,  my  Father  detA  and 
Yet  shall  you  see  I  haue  some  friendes  which  wyll 

you  entcrtaiiie. 
These  Noble  men  which  are,  the  flow  re  of  curtesie, 
Dyd  not  disdaine  this  my  request,   but  touke  it 

thankfullie.  [be  cast, 

And  from  their  battered  Barkes  commaundcd  to 
Some    Gondalaes^,  wherin   vpon  our    pleasant 

streames  they  past.  [port, 

Into  the  mouth  of  Thames,  thus  dyd  I  them  trans- 
Aud  to  London  at  the  last,  whereas  I  heard  report. 
Euen  as  we  landed  first,  of  this  twise  happie  day. 
To  thinke  whereon  I  leapt  for  ioye,  as  I  both  must 

and  may. 
Aod  to  these  louely  Lordes,  which  are  Magniflcoes, 
I  dyd  declare  the  whole  discourse  in  order  as  it  rose: 
That  you  my  Lorde  who  arc  the  chiefest  Nfouiita- 

cute,  [staye  impute. 

And  he  whome  Englishe  Mountacutes  their  onely 
Had  found  the  meanes  this  daye  to  match  yuur 

Sonne  and  heire,  [fresh  andf  aire. 

In  marriage  with  a  worthy  dame,  which  is  both 
And  (as  reportes  are  spread)  of  goodly  quallyties, 
A  virgin  trayned  from  bir  youth  in  godly  exercise. 
Whose  brother  had  like  wise  your  daughter  taoe 

to  wife,  [loners  life : 

And  so  by  double  lynkos  enchaynde  tbemselues  in 
These  noble  Mountacutes  which  were  from  Venice 

dronen,  [bad  strouen, 

By  tempest  (as  I  toMe  before)  wherewith  they  long 
Can  nowe  giue  thankes  to  God  which  so  did  them 

conuay,  [day. 

To  see  suche  honours  of  their  ktnne  in  snch  a  happie 
And  straight  they  mee  intreat,  whom  they  might 

wel  commaund,  [recommaond. 

That  I  should  come  to  you  my  Lord,  first  them  to 


And  then  this  boone  to  craue,  that  vnder  your 


protection, 


[suspectioii. 


*  Venetian  botes. 


VOL.  II. 


They  might  be  bolde  to  enter  here,  deuoyd  of  att 
And  so  in  frieuJIy  wise  for  to  conseJebrate,  [state. 
This  happie  match  solemnized,  according  to  your 
Lo  this  is  all  they  craue,  the  which  I  can  not  doubt. 
Bat  that  your  Lordship  soone  will  gn^nt,  with 

more,  if  more  ye  mought: 
Yea  were  it  for  no  more,  but  fur  the  Curtesie, 
Which  as  [  sayc  they  shewde  to  me  in  greate  ex^ 

treniitye : 
They  are  Venetians,  and  though  from  Venice  reft. 
They  come  in  such  Venecian  robes,  as  they  on 

seas  had  left :  [too  by  blood. 

And  smce  they  be  your  friendes,  and  kinsmen 
I  trust  your  entretatnement  will  be  to  them  right 

good :  [drumme. 

They  will  uot  tarry  long,  lo  nowe  I  h'eare  their 
Behold,  lo  nowe  I  see  them  here,  in  order  huwe 

they  come,  [wayes, 

Receiue  them  well  my  lord,  so  shall  I  pruye  all 
That  God  vouchsafe  to  blesse  this  house  with  many 

happie  days. 

r 

4 

After  the  maske  was  done,  the  Actor  tooke  master 
Tho.  Bro.  by  the  hand  an  brought  him  to  the 
Venetians,  with  these  words : 

GVABDATV  Signori  my  louely  Lordes  behold, 
This  i»  andther  Mountacute,  hereof  you  mav  bee 

bold.  [cute. 

Of  such  our  patrone  here,  The  viscont  Mounta- 
Hath  many  comely  sequences,  well  sorted  all  iu 

sute. 
But  as  1  spied  him  first,  I  could  not  let  him  passe, 
I  tooke  the  carde  that  likt  me  best,  in  order  as  it' 

was. 
And  here  to  you  my  loids,  I  do  present  the  same, 
Make  much  of  him,  I  pray  you  then,  for  he  is  of 

your  nome.  [roan  bee. 

For  whome  I  dart  adnante,  he  may  your  Trounch- 
Your  herald  and  auibassadoAr,  let  him  play  all 

forme. 

Then  the  Venetians  embraced  and  receiued  the 
same  maistcr  Tho.  Bniwne,  and  after  they  had 
a  while  lihisprred  with  him,  \u  torned  to  the 
Bridegroomes  aod  Brides  saying  thus. 

Brothkr,  these  noblemen  to  you  nowe  haue  me 

sent,  [their  intent 

As  for  their  Tromichnyan  to  expound  the  effect  of 
They  bid  me  tell  you  then,  they  like  your  worthy 

choyce,  [aod  reioyce. 

And  that  they  cannot  choose  therin  but  triumph 
As  farre  as  gesse  may  giue,  they  seeme  to  praise 

it  well,  [tilezza  dwell. 

They  saye  betweene  jroor  Ladyes  eyes,  both  Gen- 
I  tenne  it  as  they  doe,  their  Englishe  is  but  weakc. 
And  I  (God  knowet)  am  al  to  yoiig,  beyond  sea 

speach  to  speake. 
And  you  my  sister  eke  they  seeme  for  to  commend, 
With  such  good  workes  as  may  beseeme  a  cosin 

and  a  friend.  [ your  sake. 

They  lyke  your  chosen  pbeare,  so  praye  they  for 
That  he  maye  alwayes  be  to  you,  alaythfull  louing 

make. 
This  in  effect  if  alt,  but  that  they  craue  aboone. 
That  you  will  giue  them  licence  yet,  to  come  aod 

see  yon  aoon^. 
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Then  will  they  ipfalce  them  feliiei,  sach  eoglish 
0S  they  can,  [eoglish  man 

I  fetre  much  better  then  I  ipeeke,  that  am  an 

|«o  nowe  they  take  their  leaiieg  of  you  and  of  your 
dames,  [by  their  namt. 

flere  after  thai  you  aee  their  Hee  and  knowe  them 

Then  when  they  had  taken  their  leanes  the  ^ctor 
did.  make  an  ende  thus. 

And  I  your  Seruidore,  vibascio  le  mani, 
These  wordes  I  leamt  amongst  them  yet,  although 
1  learnt  not  many. 

tfaud  ictus  sapip. 


THE  REFUSAL  OF  A  WVETt^ 

Writen  to  a  gentlewoman  who  had  refused  him 
and  chosen  a  husband  (as  he  thought)  much 
inferior  to  himselfe,  both  in  knowledge,  birthjand 
parsonage,  wberin  ha  bewraieth  both  their 
names  in  clowdes,  and  how  she  was  won  fixMn 
him  with  swete  gloues,  and  broken  rmges. 

I  CANNOT  wish  thy  gfi^Bfe,  although  thou  worke 

my  wooe,  [foe: 

finoe  I  profest  to  be  thy  friend,  I  canngt  be  thy 
3ut  if  thingei  done  and  past,  might  well  be  cald 

agayne,  [haue  spent  in  vayue : 

Then  wonld  1  wishe  the  watted  woides,  which  I 
Were  jret  vntold  to  thee,  in  earnest  or  in  game, 
A»d  that  my  doubtftill  muting  mind,  had  neuer 

thought  the  same.  [sp^At^ 

For  whiles  I  thee  beheld*  in  carefull  thougbtes  1 
My  liking  lust,  my  lucl^eletse  lone  whiph  euer 

truely  ment» 
And  whiles  1  sought  a  meant,  by  pittie  to  procure, 
Too  latte  I  icmnd  that  gorgad  haukes,  do  not 

estema  the  lure. 
This  vauntagB  hast  (hon  theuy  thou  mayett  wel 

brag  and  boatt.  [with  the  most 

Thou  mightest  haue  had  a  luttye  lad  of  stature 
And  eke  of  noble  mind,  his  vertues  nothing  base, 
Do  well  declare  that  he  desendt  of  aunciant  wor- 
thy race.  [tell, 
^ue  that  I  >  not  hit  name,  and  though  I  could  it 
My  friendly  pen  shall  let  it  paste,  bicaute  I  lone 

him  well. 
And  thou  hatt  chosen  one  of  meaner  parentage, 
Of  stature  tmale  and  therewithall,  Tnequall  for 

thine  agep  [desire. 

His  theuret*  vnlike  the  (hrtt,  yet  hast  thou  bote 
To  play  thee  in  his  flitting  flames,  God  graunt 

V^  proue  not  fire.  [bee. 

pirn  boldest  thou  at  deare,  and  he  thy  Loid  shall 
(Too  late  alas)  thou  kmatt  hhn,  that  neuer  looed 

And  for  iust  piofe  hereof,  marke  what  I  tell  is  tme, 
$oma  dismold  daya  shall  ehannge  \\w  miade,  and 

make  him  tteke  a  new.  [in  haite, 

Then  wylt  thou  much  repent,  thy  bargaioe  made 
And  much  lament  tbote  perfamd  Glooet,  which 

yaeld  mch  tower  tatte. 
And  eke  the  folted  fisith,  which  lurket  in  broken 

ringet,  [know  such  tbinges. 

Though  huid  in  hand  tay  otherwite,  yet  <to  1 
Then  thalt  thou  ting  and  taye,  forewdl  my  trasty 

8<|«yer»  [iust  denre. 

Woidd  God  my  miiMl  had  yeclded  onee,  vnto  thy 


Thus  Shalt  thou  wayle  mf  want,  and  I  thy  grm^ 

vnrest,  [broken  breat. 

Which  cruel  Cupid  kindled  hath,    within  tbj 

Thus  shalt  thou  fiod  it  griefe,  which  earst  thou 

thoughtest  game,  [injc  fame. 

And  I  shall  heare  the  wearie  newes,  by  true  rejiort- 
Lamenting  thy  mishap,  in  source  of  swelling  ttares. 
Harding  my  heart  with  cniell  care,  which  frosen 

frinsie  beares.  [moue. 

And  though  my  iust  desert,  thy  pittie  could  not 
Yet  wyl  i  washe  in  way  ling  wordes,  thy  carelca 

childishe  loue.  [more. 

And  saye  as  Troylus  sayde,  since  that  I  can  no 
Thy  wanton  wyll  dyd  wauer  oooe,  and  woe  it  nif 

therefore. 

$i  fortunatus  infcelix. 


'Know  aoU 


f  Good  qoalatiet. 


PniDE  IS  COURT, 

Written  by  a  Gentlewoman  in  Court,  who  (wlie« 
shee  was  there  placed]  seemed  to  disdaine  him» 
contrarie  to  a  former  profession. 

WusN  dannger  keepes  the  doore,  of  Ladye  hear- 
ties bowre,  [strogett  towre. 
WhS  ielouse  toyes  haue  chated  Tnitt  out  of  hir 
Then  foith  and  trooth  maye  dye,  then  folshoud 

winiies  the  field. 
Then  feeble  naked  feutletae  heartet,  for  lacke  of 

fence  must  jreeld.  [hyll. 

And  then  preuailes  at  much  to  hoppe  against  the 
As  seeke  by  suite  for  to  appease  a  froward  Ladiea 

wylL  [in  vaine. 

For  oathet  and  tolempne  vowet,  are  wasted  then 
And  truth  it  oompted  but  a  toye,  when  such  fon4 

fancies  raigne.  [Judge, 

The  sentence  tone  is  sayde,  when  will  it  aelfe  it 
And  quickly  is  the  quarrell  pickt,  when  Ladies  list 

to  grudge.  [>ong) 

This  sing  I  for  my  >elfe,  (which  wroate  this  weary 
Who  iustly  may  complaine  my  case,  if  euer  man 

had  wrong. 
A  Lady  haue  I  seiu'd,  a  Lady  haue  1  lou'd, 
A  Ladies  good  wyll  once  i  had,  hir  yll  wyll  lata 

I  prou*d,  [caught  hir» 

Iq  countrey  first  I  knewe  hir,  in  countrey  first  I 
And  out  of  countrey  nowe  ifi  Court,  to  my  coct 

haue  I  souglit  hir. 
In  Court  where  Prtocet  raigne,  hir  place  is  nowe 

assignde,  '  [notmkinde. 

And  well  were  worthy  for  the  roome,  if  the  were 
There  I  (in  wonted  wise)  dyd  shewe  my  selfe  of 

late. 
And  found  that  as  the  soile  was  chang^,  to  loua 

was  tomd  to  hate. 
But  why  ?  God  knowes,  not  I^  saue  as  I  sayde 

before,  [keepes  the  dore« 

Pitie  is  put  from  porters  place,  and  dannger 
If  courting  then  haue  skill*  to  chaunge  good  Ladtet 

so,  [of  my  like  wo. 

God  send  eche  wilful  Dame  in  Court,  some  wound 
That  with  a  troubled  head,  she  may  both  turne 

and  totse,  [of  lone  the  loese. 

In  resUeste  bed  when  she  should  sleepa  and  foela 
And  I  ^since  porters  put  me  from  my  wonted 

place)  [me  out  of  grace : 

And  deepe  deeeipte  had  wrought  a  wyle  to  wrest 
Wyll  home  againe  to  cart,  as  fitter  were  for  mee. 
Then  thus  in  court  to  serue  aqd  stante,  wbent 

tuch  proude  porters  bee. 

6i  fo^nattts  iafoslfaci 


FLOWERS. 
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TRIB  QVBmOir  BBXX6  PIOPODNDBO  BT  A  OAMB 
VNTO  TMB  AUCTHOUR>  TO  IVITTBi  VfBY  BX 
•HOULD  WBITB, 

SPRETA  TAMEN  VJUUNT, 

HE  AI/N8WBRETR  THUS. 

Dbspysbd  things  may  Hue,  although  they  pioe 

in  payne :  [rise  againe. 

And  things  ofte  trodden  Tnder  foote,  may  once  yet 

The  stone  that  lieth  full  lowe,  may  clime  at  last 

full  hye :  feuery  eye. 

And  stand  a  loll  on  stately  towr's*  m  sight  of 

The  cruell  Axe  which   feUes  the  tree  that  grew 

foil  straight :  [vp  on  height. 

Is  womc  with  rust,  when  it  nroewes,  and  springeth 

The  rootes  of  rotten  reedes  in  swelling  seas  are 

seene: 
And  when  eche  tide  hath  tost  his  worst,  they  grow 

agnine  ful  greeoe. 

Thus  much  to  please  my  selfe,  ▼npleasauotly  I 

sing.  [of  enuies  sting. 

And  shrich  to  ease  my  morning  minde,  in  spite 

lamnoweset  full  light,  who  earst  wasdearely 

lou'd :  ' 

Som  new  food  chotse  is  more  osteoid,  than  that 

which  wel  was  prou'd. 
Some  Diomede  is  crept  into  Dame  Cressides  hart: 
And  trustie  Troylus  nowe  is  taught  in  vaine  to 

playne  his  part. 
What  resteth  then  for  me?  but  thns  to  wade  in>wo: 
And  hang  in  hope  of  hetter  cfaavnce,  when  chaunge 

appointeth  so. 
I  see  no  sight  on  earth,  but  it  to  Chaunge  enclines : 
As  litle  dowdes  oft  ouercast,  the  brightest  Sunne 

that  shines. 

No  Flower  Is  so  freshe,  but  firost  can  it  defhoe : 

No  man  so  sure  in  any  seate,  but  be  maye  leese 

bis  place.  [mind) 

So  that  I  stand  content  (though  much  against  my 

To  take  in  worth  this  luthsome  lot,  which  luck  to 

me  assynd,  [are  vp: 

And  tnt«t  to  see  the  time,  when  they  that  nowe 

May  feele  the  whirie  of  fortunes  wheel e,  and  tast 

of  sorrowes  cup.  £mee : 

God  knoweth  I  wishe  it  not,  it  had  bene  bet  for 

Styll  to  bane  kept  my  quiet  chayre  in  hap  of  high 

degree.  [must  raigne : 

But  since  without  recuro.  Dame  Chaunge  in  loue 

I  now  wish  chaunge  that  sought  no  chauge,  but 

constat  did  rcmaioe. 
And  if  suche  chaunge  to  chaonce,  I  Towe  to  clap 
my  hands,  [iny  foiuie  s(and(*s. 

And  laugh  at  them  which  laught  at  me :  lo  thus 
Spreta  tameu  viuunt. 


jy  TRUST  IS  TREASON, 

WRITTBN  BY  A  I.f)UEB,  LEANIBG  OB  ELYS  TO  HIS 
I^AOIES  PBOM1SE8,  ABO  F1N1/1N6  THEM  TO 
FAY  LB. 

The  straightcst  Tree  thatgrowes  Ypon  one  onely 

roote :  [do  it  boote. 

If  that  roote  fayle,  wyll  quickly  fiide,  no  props  can 

1  am  that  fading  plant,  which  on  thy  grace  dyd 

growe,  [all  in  woe. 

Thy  grace  is  gone  wherefore  1  mone,  and  wither 

The  tallest  ship  that  sailes,  if  shee  to  Ancors  trust : 

When  Ancors  slip  and  Cables  breake,  her  heipe 

lyes  in  the  dust. 


I  am  the  ship  my  sdfe,  mine  Ancor  was  thy  faith :  . 
Which  now  is  fled,  thy  promise  broke,  and  I  am 
driucn  to  death.  [bowe : 

Who  climeth  oft  on  hie,  and  trusts  the  rotten 
If  that  bow  breake  may  catch  a  fall,  such  state 
stand  1  in  now.  [sure; 

Me  thought  1  was  a  loft,  and  yet  my  scate  full 
Thy  heart  dyd  secme  to  be  a  rock  which  euer 

might  endure. 
And  see,  it  was  but  sand,  wbome  seas  of  subtiltie: 
Haue  soked  so  with  wanton  wanes,  that  liiith  was 

forst  to  flye. 
The  flooddes  of  ficklenesse  haue  vndeitnincd  so. 
The  first  foundation  of  my  ioy,  that  myrtii  is 
ebb*d  to  wo.  [ray  time: 

Yet  at  lowe  water  markes,  I  lye  and  wayte  my 
To  mend  the  breach,  but  all  in  vaine,  it  cannot 
pasM  the  prime.  [rage  begoon : 

For  when  the  prime  flood  comes,  which  all  this 
Then  wanes  of  wyll  do  worke  so  fast,  my  piles 

are  ouer  roon. 
Dutie  and  dilligence, which  are  my  workmen  tbere» 
Are  glad  to  take  ^p  tooles  in  haste,  and  run  away 

for  feare. 
For  lantie  hath  such  force,  it  ouerfloweth  all, 
And  whispring  tales  do  blow  the  blasts,  that  make 
it  ryse  and  falL  [stand: 

Thus  in  these  tempesU  tost,  my  restles  life  doth 
Because  1  builded  on  thy  wurdes,  as  1  was  borne 
in  hand.  [stay: 

Thou  weart  that  only  stake,  whereby  I  ment  to 
Alos,  alas,  thou  stoodst  so  weake,  the  hedge  is 

borne  away. 
By  thee  I  thought  to  line,  by  thee  now  m<ist  I  dyet 
I  made  thee  my  Phisicion,  thou  art  my  mallady. 
For  thee  1  longde  to  line,  fur  thee  nowe  welcome 

death: 
And  welcome  be  that  happie  pang,  that  stops  my 

gasping  breath. 
Twise  happie  were  that  axe,  would  cut  my  rotes 

downe  right: 
And  sacred  were  that  swelling  8ea»  tvhich  would 

consume  me  quight. 
Blest  were  that  bowe  would  breake  to  bring  downe 

climing  youth, 
Which  craks  aloft,  and  quakes  full  oft,  for  feare  of 
thine  futruth. 

Ferenda  Notora. 


THE  CONSTANCIE  OF  A  LQUER 

HATIl    TUVS    SOMETIMBS     BBNB    BRIEF|.V    DS- 

CLAItBII. 

Thaj  sdfe  same  tooge  wbifib  first  did  thee  entreat 

I'o  lioke  tby  liking  with  my  Inckly  loue: 

That  trustie  tonge  must  nowe  thtse  wordes  repeate, 

I  loue  thee  stilf,  my  fancie.caanot  moue. 

That  dreadlcsbe  hart  which  durst  atteippt  the 

thought 
To  win  thy  wil>  with  mine  /or  to  con^nt, 
Maintaiqas  that  yOw  which  ioue  in  me  first  wrought 
I  loue  thee  still,  and  pener  shall  repent. 
That  happie  hande  which  hardely  did  touch. 
Thy  tender  body  to  my  deepe  delight : 
Shall  seiye  with  sword  to  proue  my  passion  such. 
As  louef  thee  still,  much  more  than  it  can  wnte. 
Thns  taffie  I  still  with  tongue,  hand,  hart  and  ajl« 
And  when  I  chaunge,  let  vengeance  on  ma  falL 
Ferenda  Natura. 
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THE  FRUJTE  OF  FOES 


lA^BnTEN  TO  A  GENTLEWOMAN,  WHO  BLAMED 
UIM  FOR  YVJRiTlNG  HI8  FRIENDLY  ADUISE  IN 
VERSE   vifTO  ANOTHER  LOUER  OF  |iYRB. 

The  cruell  hate  which  boylcs  within  thy  burning 

brcit,  poue  thee  bett: 

And  seekes  to  shape  a  sharpe  reuenge,on  them  that 
^ay  warne  ail  fiiithfull  tViendes,  iu  case  of  iep- 

pardie, 
Howe  they  shall  pqt  their*  harmelesse  hands,  be- 

tweeoe  the  barck  and  tree- 
And  T  among  the  rest,  which  wrote  this  weary  song, 
'^ust  nedes  alledge  iu  my  defence,  that  thou  bast 

done  me  wrong,  [name, 

^or  if  iu  simple  verse,  I  chaunc'd  to  touch  thy 
^nd  toucht   the  same  without   rcproch,  was  I 

therefore  to  blame  ? 
And  if  (of  great  good  will)  I  gauc  my  best  aditise, 
Then  thus  to  blame  without  cause  wby,  me  tbinkes 

thou  art  not  wise. 
'Amongst  olde  writtei^  tales,  this  one  I  beare  {n 

mind,  [pent  find. 

^  simple  soule  much  like  my  selfe.dyd  unceaser- 
Which  (almost  dead  for  colde)  lay  moyling  in  the 

myre. 
When  be  for  pittie  tooke  it  yp,  and  brought  it  to 

the  fyre. 
Ko  sooner  was  the  Snake,  recured  of  hir  griefe, 
But  straight  shee  sought  to  hurt  the  man,  that  lent 

hir  such  reliefe. 
Such  Serpent  s^mest  thou,  such  simple  sovile  am  I, 
That  fur  the  weight  of  my  good  wil,  am  blamVl 

without  cause  why, 
But  as  it  best  beseemes,  the  harmelesse  gentle  hart, 
Rather  to  take  an  open  wrong,  than  fur  to  plaine 

his  part: 
I  must  and  will  endure,  thy  spite  without  repent, 
^be  blame  is  mine,  the  triumph  thin^,  &n4  1  am 

well  content 

Aleritqm  petere,  grau^; 


J  LOUEB  OFTEN  fVJRNED, 

AVD  OKCE  AOAIMS  DROUBM  INTO  FAHTABTICAUe 
FLAMES  BY  THB  CHA8B  OF  COMPANY,  DOTH 
THUS  BBWAYLB  HIS  MISFORTUNES. 

I  THAT  my  race  of  yoathfall  yeers  btd  roon, 
iVl^Ayet  vntyed,  »ad  not  fbutpnce)  in  thrall, 
Buen  I  which  had  the  fieldes  of  freedome  wcon. 
And  liu*d  at  large,  and  playde  with  pleasurs  hall : 
Ia  nowe  at  last  am  tone  9g^yne  and  taught, 
To  tast  such  sorowes,  at  I  nfecier  sought 

I  lone,  I  lone,  claa  I  lone  indeede, 
I  one  alas  but  no  wan  pityes  me: 
My  woundea  are  wide,  yet  seme  they  not  to  bleedj. 
And  hidden  woundes  are  hardly  heald  we  see. 
Socb  is  my  lucke  to  catch  a  sodain  clappe, 
Of  great  mischiinnce  in  seeking  my  good  bappe. 

My  nioming  minde  which  dwelt  and  dyed  in 
Sought  company  for  solace  of  the  same :       [dole, 
My  cares  were  oold,  and  craned  comforts  coale^ 
To  warme  my  will  with  flakes  of  friendly  flame. 
I  sought  and  found,  I  crau'd  and  did  obtainCi 
1  uroon  my  wish,  and  yet  I  got  no  gaine. 


For  whiles  f  sought  the  cheare  of  company^ 
F^yre  fldlowship  did  wonted  woes  reaiue: 
And  crauing  medcine  for  my  maladie, 
D3ine  pleas)ire8  plasters  prou*d  a  corosioe. 
So  that  by  myrth,  I  reapt  no  frqite  but  mone. 
Much  worse  I  fere,  than  when  I  was  alone. 

The  cause  is  this^  my  lot  did  light  to  late. 
The  Byrdes  were  floweii  before  1  found  the  uest  s 
The  st"ede  was  stoltcii  bt^re  1  shut  the  gate, 
Tlie  cates  contiumd,  before  1  smelt  the  feast. 
And  I  fund  foole  with  emptie  hand  must  call. 
The  gorged  Uauke,  which  likes  no  lure  at  all. 

Thus  still  I  toyle,  to  till  the  barraine  land. 
And  grope  for  giappea  among  the  bramble  briers  s 
i  striue  to  saile  and  yet  I  sticke  un  sand, 
I  deeme  to  Hue,  yet  drowne  in  dee|)e  desires. 
These  lottes  of  loue,  are  Atte  fiir  wanton  will. 
Which  fiodes  too  much,  yet  must  be  seeking^  stilL 
Merilum  petere  graue. 


TffE  LOUER  ENCOUEAGKn  BY  FORn 
EXAMPLES,  DETBRMINETH  lO  MAK^ 
VERIUE  OF  NECESSITiE. 

When  I  record  with  in  my  musing  minds 
Tho  noble  names  of  wigbtes  bcwicht  in  loue: 
Such  solace  for  my  selfe  therin  I  iinde. 
As  nothing  maye  my  fired  fansie  luoue : 
But  pacieotly  1  will  endure  my  wo. 
Because  I  see  the  beauens  urdayne  it  so. 

For  whiles  I  read  and  ryfle  their  estates. 
In  euery  tale  I  note  mine  owue  auoye : 
But  whi*es  I  marke  the  meanings  of  their  mates, 
1  seeme  to  swime  in  such  a  sugred  ioye. 
As  did  (parcase)  eqtise  them  tu  delight, 
Though  turnd  at  last,  to  drugget  of  sower  despite. 

Peruse  (who  list)  Dan  Dauids  perf«N:t  doecies. 
There  shall  he  find  the  blot  of  Bersabe, 
Wheron  to  thinke,  my  beany  hart  it  bleedes. 
When  I  compare  my  loue  like  hi/  to  be: 
Vrias  wife  before  mine  eyes  that  shines. 
And  Dauid  I,  from  dutie  that  declines. 

Then  Salomon  this  princely  Prophetes  sonnr. 
Did  Pbaraos  daughter  make  him  fall  or  no? 
Yes,  yes,  perdie  his  wisdome  coulde  not  ahooae| 
Hir  subtill  snares,  nor  from  hir  counsell  go, 
1  nam  ^.  (us  hee)  the  wisest  wight  of  all. 
But  well  1  wot,  a  woman  holdes  me  thralU 

So  am  I  lyke  the  proude  Asiirian  knight. 
Which  blasphemed  Ood,  and  all  the  worki  de^ed: 
Yet  could  a  woman  ouer  come  bis  might. 
And  dount  his  ibrce  in  all  bis  Pouipe  and  Priile. 
1  Holifi'rne,  and  dronken  brought  to  bead. 
By  loue  lyke  ii^dith,  cutting  ol'  my  bead. 

If  I  were  strong,  as  some  haue  made  accompi. 
Whose  force  is  like  to  that  which  Sampson  had: 
If  I  be  boldc,  whose  courage  can  surmount. 
The  heart  of  Hercules,  which  nothing  drod? 
Yet  Dalila,  and  Deyanyr^es  loue,  [prou^. 

Dyd  teach  tbf;m  both,  such  panges  as  1  musk 


*  Am  not 


bAN  BARTHOLMEW  OF  BATHL 
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Weirlct  these  ptese,aiMl  tbhikc  on  Nasoefl  niune, 
^Vhose  skilfull  rerse  dyd  flowe  in  l«aroed  style: 
t)yd  hee  (thioke  you)  not  dote  vpon  bis  Dame? 
Corinna  fayre,  dyd  shee  not  him  beguile? 
Tes  God  he  knou'es,  for  veri^e  nor  pleaaauot  rymes^ 
Can  constant  keepe,  the  key  of  Cressides  crimes. 

So  that  to  ende  my  tale  as  I  began, 
I  aee  the  prood,  tbe  wise,  the  ttoute^  tb^  bolde: 
The  strongest  champion  and  the  leamedst  man, 
Haue  bene  and  bee,  by  last  of  looe  oontrolde. 
M'bieh  whkn  to  thinke,  1  hold  me  well  dontent. 
To  liue  in  loue,  and  nener  to  repent. 
Me'rilum  petere,  graue. 


Till  DELECTABLE  HISTORY  OP  SUNDRY  ADUEH- 
TURE8  PASSED  BY 

DJN  BARTHOUiEW  OF  BATRA, 

TUE  REPORTER. 

To  tell  a  tftle  without  autboritye, 

Or  Faync  a  fable  by  inuencion, 

That  one  proceedes  of  qoieke  capacitye, 

ThBt  other  proues  bat  small  discretion. 

Yet  hane  both  one  and  other  oft  bene  done. 

And  if  I  were  a  Poet  as  some  be. 

You  might  perhapp<>s  here  some  such  tale  of  roe. 

But  far  I  fynde  my  (eeble  skylt  to  faynt, 
^o  fsine  in  figurs  as  the  learned  can. 
And  yet  my  tongue  is  tyde  by  dtie  constraint. 
To  tell  nothing  but  traeth  of  euery  man: 
I  will  Bssay  euen  as  1  first  began, 
To  tell  you  nowe  a  tale  and  that  of  troth, 
Wliich  t  my  selfie  sawe  proued  in  my  yooth« 

I  neede  not  seeke  so  farre  in  costes  ahrode, 
As  some  men  do,  which  write  strange  history es. 
For  whiles  at  home  I  made  my  cheife  abode 
And  sawe  oaf  louers  plaie  their  Tragedyes, 
1  found  enough  which  seemed  to  stimce, 
To  fcet  on  worke  farre  finer  wittes  than  mine. 
In  paynting  out  the  p«Dgs  which  make  them  pine. 

Amongst  the  rest  1  most  remember  ona 
Which  was  to  me  a  deere  familyar  frieod» 
Whose  doting  da  yes  since  tbey  be  paste  and  gone. 
And  his  annoye  (neare)  come  vntu  an  ende. 
Although  he  seeme  his  angry  brow  to  bend, 
t  wylt  be  bold  (by  his  ieaue)  for  to  ve\\^ 
Tbe  restlesse  state  wherein  he  long  dyd  dwell. 

Learned  he  was,  and  that  became  him  best, 
^or  thotieh  by  birth  he  came  of  worthy  race. 
Yet  bentte,  byrth,  braue  personage,  and  the  rest. 
In  euery  choyce,mnst  nettles  giue  learning  place: 
A  nd  as  for  him  he  had  so  hard  a  grace, 
^hat  by  asi>ei't  he  fieemde  a  simple  man. 
Ami  yet  by  learning  moch  renowne  he  wan. 

His  name  I  hide,  and  yet  for  this  discourse. 
Let  call  his  name  Dan  Baftholmew  of  Bathe, 
Since  in  the  ende  he  thither  had  recourse. 
And  (as  b*aayd)  dyd  skamMe  there  in  skathe*' 
In  doede  the  rage  which  wrong  him  there,  was  rathe. 
As  by  this  tale  I  thinks  ymir  selfip  will  gesse. 
And  then  (with  me)  his  lothsome  lyfe  confesse. 

For  though  he  had  in  all  his  learned  lore. 
Both  redde  good  rules  to  bridle  fantasie, 
A^d  all  good  abthouri  taugh  him  m^foipre. 


To  lone  the  meane,  and  featte  extremities 
Yet  kind  hath  lent  him  such  a-qualitie. 
That  at  the  Just  be  quite  foiigat  his  bookes. 
And  fastued  fari^le  with  tb«  fairest  lookes. 

For  proofe,  when  greene  youth  lc|>t  odt  o^  h\i 
eye» 
And  left  him  now  a  man  of  middle*  ag^. 
His  happc  was  yet  with  waiidring  lookes  Ao  spie^  ^ 
•A  fayre  yong  impe  of  proper  perfonage, 
Eke  borne  (as  he)  of  honest  parentage: 
And  truth  to  tell,  my  skill  it  cannot  serue^ 
To  praise  liir  bewtie  as  it  <lyd  deserue. 

First  for  hir  head,  the  heercs  were  not  of  doldi 
But  of  some  other  metall  farre  more  fine. 
Whereof  eache  crinet  seemed  to  behold* 
Like  glistring  wiers  against  the  Sunne  that  shintff 
And  there  withall  the  blazing  of  hir  eyne. 
Was  like  the  beanies  of  Titan,  truth  to  tell, 
Which  glads  vs  all  that  in  this  world  do  dwell* 

Upon  blr  chrekes  the  Lillie  and  the  Roscg 
Did  entreme»te,  with  equall  change  of  he  we. 
And  in  hir  giHfes  no  lacke  I  can  suppose, 
Out  that  at  la.ft  (alas)  she  was  vntrne. 
Which  Ainriii!;  faulty  bicause  it  is  not  new. 
Nor  seldome  sf  ene  in  kits  of  Ores  sides  kiiid, 
1  oiardaile  not,  nur  beare  it  much  in  mind. 

Dame  Natures  fruits,  irherewith  hir  fiic6  wA^ 
fraught, 
Were  so  frost  bitten  with  the  cold  of  craft. 
That  all  (sane  such  as  CupideS  snares  had  caught^ 
Mi-rht  soone  esple  the  fetbers  of  his  shaft: 
But  Baitholmew  bis  witodid  so  beddft, 
That  all  seemd  good  which  might  of  hir  be  gotten^ 
Although  it  proude  no  sooner  ripe  than  rotten. 

That  month  of  hirs  which  seeHndt  to  flowe  with 
In  speeche,  in  voice,  in  tender  touct^in  tast,  [mell. 
That  dympled  chin  wherein  delight  dyd  dwells 
That  ruddy  lippe -wherein  was  pleasure  plast, 
Those  well  tbapt  hands,  fine  srmes  and  aleodeif 

wast, 
With  al  the  giftes  which  gaoe  btr  any  grace, 
WeresnuUng  battes  whichcaagbt  fioiid  iboies  apace* 

Why  striua  1  then  to  paint  hir  name  with 
pvaisef 
Since  forme  and  fhiitci  wore  found  so  ferre  Ynlyktf^ 
Since  of  hir  cage  locoottance  kept  the  keyes. 
And  Change  had  cast  hir  hoaoi^ra  downe  in  dikcf 
Since  fickle  kind  in  hir  the  stroke  did  strike, 
I  may  no  prnyse  vnto  a  knife  bequeath ^ 
With  msc  yffei,  t*ough  p«yated  be  the  eheaUb 

But  since  I  mu«t  a  name  to  hir  assigne. 
Let  call  hir  now  Ferenda  Natura, 
And  if  thertrnt  she  seeme  far  to  repine. 
No  fi)rce  at  all,  for  hereof  am  1  sure  a. 
That  since  hir  prankes  were  for  the  most  T^pure  A| 
I  can  appoint  hir  well  no  better  name. 
Than  this  where  in  dame  Nature  bears  the  blamoi 

And  thiis  I  say,  when  fiartholmew  had  spent 
His  pride  of  youth  (vntide  in  linkes  of  lone) 
Behold  how  happe  contrary  to  intent, 
(Or  destenies  ordained  from  aboue, 
.  From  which  no  wight  on  earth  maye  Well  remoue) 
Presented  to  his  vew  this  flerie  dame, 
To  kindle  coles  whera  tani  had  bane  ii«  flaoM* 


MS 


OASCOIONfi'S  POEMS. 


VTbome  when  he  nwe  to  shine  tn  seemely  s:race« 
And  therewithal!  gon  marke  hir  tender  youth. 
He  thought  not  like,  that  mder  such  alaioe 
She  could  conuey  the  ttedson  of  vntruth: 
Whereby  he  vowed  (alas  the  more  his  ruth) 
To  seme  this  saynt  tur  temie  of  all  his  life, 
Lo  here  both  roote  aod  rind  of  ail  his  strife. 

I  cannot  no  we  in  louinpr  termer  displaye 
His  suite,  bis  seruice,  nor  his  sorie  fare: 
His  obseruaunces,  nor  hi»queynt  aray, 
His  skalding  sighes,  nor  yet  his  cooling  care. 
His  wayting  still  to  snatch  himselfe  in  snare, 
I  can  not  write  what  was  his  sweetest  soure. 
For  I  my  selfe  was  neuer  Paramoure. 

But  to  conclude,  much  worth  in  litle  writte. 
The  highest  flying  hauke  will  stonpe  at  la^te^ 
The  wildest  beast  is  drawne  with  hungrye  bitte. 
To  eate  a  homlye  bayte  some  times  in  hast. 
The  pricke  of  kinde  can  neuer  be  vnplaste, 
And  so  it  seemed  by  this  dayntye  dame, 
Whome  he  at  last  with  labour  did  reclame. 

And  when  he  had  with  mickpl  payne  procured 
The  ralme  consent  of  hir  vnwetdie  will. 
When  he  had  hir  byfaith  and  troth  assured. 
To  like  bim  beste,  and  aye  to  lone  him  still. 
When  fansie  had  of  flattcrie  fedde  his  fill, 
I  not  disceme  to  tell  my  tale  aright. 
What  man  but  he  had  euer  such  delight? 

The  lingring  dayes  he  spent  in  trifling  toyes. 
To  wbettc  the  tooles  which  carued  his  cootenie: 
The  poasting  nightes  he  past  in  pleasing  ioyes, 
Wearing  the  webbe  which  luue  to  him  had  Icnte: 
Ii\  such  a  pinfolde  were  his  pleasures  pent 
That  selde  he  could  hir  company  eschewc. 
Or  Icaua  aoch  k>okes  as  might  his  sport*  renewe. 

But  if  by  fo»ce  be  foreed  were  to  parte, 
Then  mtghte  yon  see  howe  faosie  fedde  his  minde, 
TUen  all  alone  he  mused  on  bis  marte. 
All  company  seemde  then  (but  hirs)  vnkind: 
Then  sent  he  tokcas  true  loue  for  to  bind. 
Then  nwote  be  letters,  Knes  and  tooing  layea, 
Uo  to  beguile  his  absent  doleful!  dayes. 

And  since  I  know  as  others  eake  can  fett, 
W6at  flfcyll  he  hid,  and  liowe  he  could  endHe, 
Me  thinkes  I  canmit  better  doe  than  well, 
To  Bet  downe  here,  his  ditties  of  delyght, 
For  so  at  least  I  maye  my  sekfe  acqoite, 
And  vaunt  toshewe  some  veraet  yet  vnknowne. 
Well  worthy  prayse  though  none  of  them  myne 
owne. 

No  force  for  that,  take  you  them  as  they  be, 
Since  mine  emprice  is  but  to  make  report: 
Imagine  then,  before  you  that  you  see 
A  wight  bewitcht  in  many  a  subtile  sort, 
A  Ix)uer  Indgd  in  pleasures  princely  port, 
Vetint!ng  in  verse  what  ioyes  he  dyd  possesse, 
Jlis  triumphes  here  1  thinke  wyll  shewe  no  lesse. 

DAN  BAATHOLMKW  BIS  FIRST  TRIUMPHS. 

Resigns  king  Priams  sonncs,  that  princes  were 

iji  Troy,  [more  of  ioy : 

lU&igQc  to  mc  your  happy  dayes,  and  boast  no 

»  Uckff. 


Syr  Palis  first  stAnd  forth  make  atifisvere  fer  tfaf 

pheare, 

And  if  thou  canst  defend  hir  cause,  whome  Troy 

did  bye  so  deare:  [beare  tome  blame. 

What?   bluib  not  man,  be  bold,  although  thou 

Tell  truth  at  last,  and  so  be  sore  to  saue  thy  selle 

from  shame. 
Then  gentle  Sbeapheard say:  what  madiiesae  dyd 

thee  moue,  [for  thy  looe  ? 

To  choose  of  all  the  flowers  in  Greece,  fonle  Heleoe 
Needs  must  I  conmpt  hir  fonle,  whose  first  firntes 

were  forlorne? 
Although  she  soldo  hir  seconde  cbaffe,  aboue  tfae 

price  of  come. 
Alas,  shee  made  of  thee,  a  noddye  for  the  nonoe^ 
For  Menelaus  lost  hir  twise,  though  thou  hir 

foundst  bnt  once.  [peece. 

But  yet  if  in  thine  eye,  shee  seemde  a  peerdease 
Aske  Theseus  the  mighty  Duke,  whAt  towns  she 

knew  in  Greece?  [sire« 

Aske  him  what  made  hir  leaoe  hir  wofoll  aged 
And  Steele  to  Athens  gyglot  like:  what?  what  bat 

foule  desire? 
Alas  poore  Paris  thou  didst  nothi nt  else  but  gleaoe* 
The  partched  eares  which  he  cast  by,  when  he  had 

reaped  cleane: 
He  sliude  the  gentle  slippe,  which  coidd  both  twist 

and  twind,  [came  behind. 

And  growing  left  the  broken  brauuch,  for  tbS  th^ 
Yet  hast  thou  fild  the  worid  with  brute,  (the  more 

thy  blame,)  [stately  dame, 

And  sayest,  that  Hellens  bewty  past  each  other 
For  profe  thou  canst  alledge  the  tast  of  ten  years 

war  re,  [Greece  and  Troy  to  iarre 

And  how  hir  blazing  beames  first  brought  both 
No  no,  thou  art  deceiode,  the  drugs  of  foule  despite. 
Did  worke  in  Menelaus  will,  not  losse  of  such  de- 

lighte,  [dain» 

Not  loue,  but  lothsome  hate,  not  dolour,  but  dia- 
Did  make  bim  selfe  a  sbarpc  reuege,  til  both  bin 

foes  were  slain. 
Thy  brother  Troylus  eke,  that  genune  of  gentle 

decdes,  [Meedes: 

To  thinke  howe  he  abused  was,  alas  my  heart  it 
He  bet  about  the  bnsfae,  whiles  other  caught  tbe> 

birds, 
Whome  crafty  Gresside  mockt  to  moebe,  yet  fede 

him  still  with  words.  [sprong  rose. 

And  god  he  knoweth  not  I,  who  pluckt  bir  first 
Since  Lollius  and  Chaucer  both,  make  doobt  vpoii 

that  glose. 
Bnt  this  I  koowe  to  well,  and  he  to  forre  it  felte, 
HoirDiomcde  vndid  his  knots,  and  caught  both 

brooch  and  belt, 
And  bow  she  chose  to  change,  and  how  she  changed 

still,  [wiU. 

And  how  she  dyed  leaper  like,  against  hir  louers 
Content  you  then  good  knightes,  your  triamphe  to 

resigne, 
ConfoMe  your  starres  both  dimme  and  daifce, 

vrberm  my  suane  doth  shine : 
For  til  is  I  dare  avow,  withont  vaunt  be  it  told. 
My  darling  is  more  foire  than' she,  for  wbomefmnsd 

Troy  was  soMe.  [eoy» 

More  constant  to  contayne,  than  Creaaide  to  be 
No  Calcas  can  oootriae  the  crafl,  to  tnine  hir  out 

of  'I  roye. 
No  Diomede  can  drawe  hir  setled  harte  to  change* 
No  maddrog  moode  can  moue  hir  miiid,  nor 

h^r  thougbtes  xp  range. 


DAH  ftARTHOLM£W  OF  ftAfltfi. 
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JKor  hif  Utone  it  U»  that  Cupide  bliodfolde  goes. 
And  dare  not  looke  for  feare  least  he  his  libertie 

should  loose: 
At  hir  dame  Venus  chafes,  and  pines  in  ielow^icj 
least  bloudy  Mara  should  hir  espie^  and  ciiang 

his  iantasie. 
Of  hir  the  2uene  of  Heauen  doth  stand  in  dread- 
full  doubt,  [ftnd  hir  out. 
Last  loue  should  melte  in  drops  of  gold,  if  once  he  ) 


And  makes  the  sweete  mora  ngred  that  ensewesi 
Since  mindes  of  men  do  styll  seeke  after  newes. 

The  pampred  horse  is  seldome  scene  in  breath* 
Whose  maunger  makes  hit  greace  (oftimes)  ta 

melt. 
The  crammed  Powld  comes  qaickly  to  hit  death* 
Such  cokles  they  catche  in  hottest  happes 
swelt. 


Oh  that  my  tonge  had  skill,  to  tell  hir  pfayse  I  And  1  (much  like)  in  pleasure  sdawlad  styll, 

aright.  *^  -^     '- ........... 

Or  that  my  peh  hir  due  desertes,  in  worthy  verse 
couM  write:  [ceiue, 

Or  (hat  my  minde  could  muse,or  happie  heart  con- 
Some  words  that  might  resound  hir  worth,  by  hig^ 
M inertias  leaue.  fbrest. 

Oh  how  the  blooming  ioyes,  do  blossome  m  my 
To  think  within  my  secret  thought,  how  £sr  she 

sfelnes  the  rest* 
Me  thtnkes  I  heare  hir  speakoy  me  thinkes  I  see 
hir  stni,  [hir  will. 

Me  thmkes  Ifeele  hir  feelingly,  me  thinkes  1  know 
Me  thinkes  I  see  the  sUtes  which  sue  to  hir  for 
grace,  [all  apace. 

Me  thinkes  I  se«  one  looke  of  hirs  repulse  them 
Me  thinkes  that  houre  is  yet,  and  euermore  shall 
be,  [face  to  see: 

Wherein  my  happitf  happe  was  first,  hir  heauenly 
Wherein  I  spide  the  writte,  which  woond  betweene 
hir  eync,  [thine. 

And  sayd  behold,  be  bold,  for  t,  am  borne  to  be  but 
Me  thinks  I  feele  the  ioyes,  which  neuer  yet  were 

felt, 
Whome  flame  before  yet  nauer  toucht,  me  thinks 

I  feele  them  mielt* 

On*  word  and  there  an  end,  me  thinks  she  is  the 

•ifnne,  [world  were  done. 

Which  only  shineth  now  a  daies,  she  dead,  the 

The  rest  are  twinkling  starres,  or  Moones  which 

borow  light. 
To  comfort  other  carefoll  soulesi  m^hich  wander  in 
the  night.  [bee. 

And  night  God  knowes  it  Is,  where  other  Ladies 
l^or  sure  my  dame  adomes  the  day,  there  is  no 
Sonne  but  shee.  [strmi^pe, 

>Then  louefs  by  your  leane,  and  thinke  it  nothing 
Although  I  seme  with  calme  content,  in  aeas  <^ 

ioyes  to  range: 
For  why,  my  sailes  haue  found  both  wind  and 
waues  at  wyll,  [traoell  styll. 

And  depthes  of  all  delightes  in  hir,  with  whome  I 
And  ancors  being  way^,  I  leaue  you  all  at  laigfi| 
To  steare  this  seemelye  Shippe  my  selfe,  sucbe  is 
niy  mistresse  charge. 

Fato  noo  fortuna. 

WAX  BARTHOUifeW  HIS  SECOND  tlUVUPB*, 

Ftb  pleainre  fye,  thon  cloyest  me  with  delight. 
Tbov  fylst  my  mouth  with  sweete  meates  oner- 
much. 
I  waliowe  styll  in  ioye  both  daye  and  night* 
I  deeme,  I  dreame,  1  doe,  I  taste,  1  touch: 
No  thibg  but  all  that  smdles  of  perfect  blisie, 
Fye  pleasare  fye,  1  cannot  like  of  thii. 


To  taste  (sometimes)  a  baite  of  bytter  gall. 
To  drinke  a  draught  of  sower  Ale  (some  season) 
To  eate  browne  bread  with  homely  handcs  in  dally 


Doe  ieare  to  stanle  although  I  feede  m^  filL 

It  might  suffice  that  lode  hath  built  his  bowre^ 
Betwene  my  Ladies  liuely  shynlng  eyes. 
It  were  inough  that  Bewties  &ding  flowrei 
Growes  euer  freshe  with  her  in  heiiclenly  wis^ 
It  bad  bene  well  that  shee  wen  fiilrd  of  fUce^ 
And  yet  not  robbe  all  other  Dames  of  grace. 

To  muse  in  mindei  how  wise,  how  fiura,  boff 
good,  rtrue.^ 

How  braue,  howe  fianke,  how  curteoiis,  and  how 
My  Ladys  is:  doth  but  inflame  my  blood. 
With  humors  such,  as  byd  my  health  adue. 
Since  happe  alwaies  when  it  is  clombe  on  hye. 
Doth  fisll  foil  lowe,  though  earst  it  ^leachte  tbs( 
Sky^i 

Lo  pleasure  lo,  lo  thus  I  leade  a  lifo, 
That  langhes  for  ioye,  and  trembleth  oft  for  dteiS§ 
Thy  panges  are  such  as  call  for  changes  koifeg 
To  cot  the  twist,  or  else  to  streteh  the  thread. 
Which  holdes  yfeere  the  bondell  of  toy  bliss^ 
Fye  pleasure  fye,  1  dare  not  trust  to  thisk 
Fato  non  fortuna. 

DAM  BARTHOtlnWBS  HM  TBIRD  TRTOtfPHt. 

Yp  cuer  man  vet  found  the  bathe  of  perfect  bllssei 
Then  swimme  I  now  amid  the  seaS  whar^  nouj^ 

bnt  pleasure  is. 
I  lo^e  and  am  bdoued}  without  vaunt  be  it  tdldei 
Of  one  more  foire  than  she  of  Greece^  for  WhooM 

proud  Troy  was  solde. 
As  bountifuU  and  good  as  Cleopatra  Sueena^ 
As  constont  as  Penelope,  mto  her  make  was  sa6At« 
What  would  you  aionsf  my  penne,  ynabla  is  til 

write. 
The  least  desert  that  seetnes  to  shine  wlthm  thIi 

wprthy  wight  [on  bya* 

So  that  (for  nowe)  I  oeasse  with  bandes  bdde  t^ 
And  crane  of  God  that  when  I  chauQge,  I  any  bt 

font  to  ^e. 

Fato  non  Fortuna. 

TBE  RBPOBTBR. 

TbbIB  Taunting  verses  with  a  miny  nto, 
(To  his  mishap)  haue  come  mto  m^  ham&t^ 
Whereof  the  rest  (bieanae  he  saylcd  so. 
In  braggers  boate  Which  set  It  aelfo  on  sandet« 
And  brought  him  «ke  fcst  bound  id  follyes  iMnds) 
Of  curtesie  I  keepa  them  Atom  yodr  tight. 
Let  these  suffice  which  of  my  selfo  I  wrHe« 

The  highest  tree  that  euer  yet  could  grow^i 
Altboi^gh  full  foyre  it  floHsht  for  a  season^ 
Foonde  yet  at  last  some  foU  to  bring  it  lowe» 
This  olde  sayd  sawe  it  (God  ba  knoweth)  dot 
geasoni  ftotfj 

For  when  things  |iasse  the  reach  add  bodndt  of  red-  • 
They  fall  at  last,  althiDugh  they  stand  a  timfw 


poth  much  encrtatt  iBcnt  appetitM  by  reatoa:     I  And  brute  the  nora^tba  bigfaar  that  tbay  fUaw. 


i 


504 


GASCOIGNES  POEMS* 


Sd'Bartholmew  mto  his  paine  dyd  proue^ 
For  when  he  thought  his  hap  to  be  most  bye. 
And  that  he  onely  reapt  the  fraictesof  lone, 
iind  that  he  swelt  in  all  proRperitic, 
His  cooifort  chaunged  to  calamitie: 
Ayad  though  1  doc  him  wrong  to  tell  the  sani<>y 
Yet  reade  it  you,  and  let  nie  beare  the  blame. 

'The  Saint  he  semM  became  a  craftie  deujll. 
His  goddesse  to  an  Idoil  seemde  to  chaunge» 
Thus  all  his  good  transformed  rato  euill. 
And  eucry  ioy  to  ragin'g  griefe  dyd  raunge: 
Which  Metamorphosis  was  maruels  strauoge: 
Yet  shall  yon  seldome  otherwise  it  proue. 
Where  wicked  Lost  doth  beare  the  name  of  Loue. . 

This  sodaine  cbaonge  when  he  began  to  spye, 
And  colde  suspect  into  his  mi nde  had  ciept, 
lie  bounst  and  bet  his  head  tormentingty, 
And  from  all  company  him  selfe  he  ke}j«, 
Wherby  so  farre  in  stormes  of  strife  he  slept, 
That  nowe  he  seemed  an  Image  not  a  man, 
His  eyes  so  dead, his  colour  nait  so  vmn. 

And  1  which  alwayes  bearc  him  great  good  wyll, 
(Although  I  knew  the  cause  of  all  bis  griefe. 
And  what  had  trainde  and  tysed  htm  theretyll, 
And  plaine  to  spcake,  what  moned  his  mischiefe) 
Yet  since  1  sought  to  ease  htm  with  reliefe: 
I  dyd  become  importunate  to  knowe,         [growe. 
TJie  secreete  cause  whereon  this  grudge  should 

At  last  with  much  ado,  bis  trembling  tonge, 
Bewrayde  theifect  of  his  rnwylling  wyli. 
Which  here  to  tell  since  it  were  all  to  longe, 
And  I  therewith  too  barren  am  of  fkyll. 
And  trouble  you  with  tedious  tydinges  styll, 
Conleot  you  now  to  heare  himselfe  rehearse. 
His  strange  affectes  in  bis  kmenting  Verse. 

« Which  reme  he  wrote  at  Bathe  (as  caret  was 

sayd) 
And  there  I  sawe  h>iD  when  be  wrote  the  same, 
I  sawe  him  there  with  many  moaoes  dismaide, 
I  sawe  him  there  both  fryse  and  flashe  in  flame, 
I  sawe  him  greeu'd  when  others  made  good  game: 
And  so  appeareth  by  his  darke  disciiurse, 
The  which  to  rcade  I  crane  your  iust  remorse.  ^ 

DAir  BARTROLMEWES  DOLOROUS  DISCOURSES. 

I  HAUB  entreated  care  to  cut  the  thread. 
Which  all  to  long  hath  held  my  lingring  life, 
Ajnd  hese  aloofe  nowe  bane  I  byd  my  head. 
From  company  thereby  to  siint  my  strife. 
This  tolitarye  place  doth  please  me  best, 
"Where  I  may  weare  my  wylling  mind  with  moane. 
And  where  the  sighes  which  boyle  out  of  my  brest. 
May  skald  my  heart,  and  yet  the  cause  vnlmowne, 
All  this  I  doe,  for  thee  my  sweetest  sowre. 
For  whome  (of  yore)  I  counted  not  of  care. 
For  whome  with  hungrie  iawes  I  dyd  demnire, 
TM  secrete  baite  which  lurked  in  the  soaie: 
For  whome  I  thought  all  forreine  pleaMires  paine, 
For  whome  againe,  all  paine  dyd  pleasure  seeme, 
Bot  onely  thine,  I  found  ail  fansies  vaine, 
But  ooHy  thine,  I  dyd  no  dolours  deeme. 
Such  was  the  rage,  that  whilome  dyd  possesse, 
The  prtuie  comers  of  my  mazed  mind: 
When  bote  desire,  dyd  com  pt  those  tormentes  lesic. 
Which  gaind  the  gaxe  that  dyd  my  freedome  bind. 
And  now  (with  care)  I  ran  record  those  daye». 
And  call  to  Bind  the  i^ttiet  lyfe  1  led« 


Before  I  first  beheld  thy  golden  rayea. 

When  thine  vntrueth  yet  troubled  not  my  he^ 

Remember  thou,  as  I  can  not  forget, 

Howe  I  had  laydc,  both  loue,  and  lust  aside. 

And  howe  I  had  my  fixed  fancie  set. 

In  constant  vowe,  for  euer  to  abide. 

T^e  bitter  proofe  of.panges  in  pli'ssure  past. 

The  costlye  tasd,  of  hony  mixt  with  gall:. 

The  painted  heauen,  which  turnde  to  hell  at  faaf. 

The  ireedome  fainde,  which  brought  me  but  to 

thrall. 
The  lingring  sute,  well  fed  with  freshe  dclayea. 
The  wasted  vowes  which  fled  with  euery  winde: 
The  lestlesse  nightes,'  to  parriiase  pleasing  dayes. 
The  toyliiig  daica  to  please  my  restlcsse  minde. 
All  these  (with  mo)  had  brused  so  my  brest. 
And  graft  such  grefe  within  my  grontng  heart* 
That  had  I  left  Dame  fansie  and  the  rest. 
To  greener  yeeres,  which  might  endure  the  sioart. 
My  wearie  bones  did  beare  away  the  skarrea. 
Of  many  a  wound  receiued  by  disdaine: 
So  that  I  found  the  fruite  of  all  those  warrea. 
To  be  nought  else  but  panges  of  vnknowen  paine. 
And  nowe  mine  eyes  were  shut  from  such  delight* 
By  fansie  faint,  my  bote  desires  were  colde, ^ 
When  cruell  hap,  presented  to  my  sighL 
The  maydciis  face,  in  yeeres  which  were  not  olde» 
I  thinke  the  Goddesse  of  reucnge  deuisde. 
So  to  bee  wrrackt  on  my  rebelling  wyll, 
Bicause  I  had  in  youthful!  yeeres  dispisde. 
To  taste  the  baites,  which  tyste  my  fansie  stylL 
Howe  so  it  were,  God  known s,  I  cannot  tell : 
But  if  I  lye,  you  Heaoens,  the  plagUe  lie  mino» 
I  sawe  no  sooner,  how  delight  dyd  dwell 
Betweene  those  title  infantes  eyes  of  thine. 
But  straight  a  sparkling  cole  of  quicke  desire, 
Dyd  kindle  flame  within  my  frozen  heart. 
And  yelding  fansie  softly  blewe  the  fire. 
Which  since  hath  bene  the  cause  of  all  my  smarC 
What  necde  I  say?  thy  selfe  for  me  can  sweare,    * 
Howe  much  I  tendred  thee  in  tender  yeares: 
Thy  life  was  then  to  me  (God  knowes)  fiili  deara. 
My  life  to  thee  is  light,  as  nowe  appearet. 
I  loued  the  first,  and  shall  do  to  my  last. 
Thou  flattredst  first,  and  so  thou  wouldst  do  styllr 
For  loue  of  thee  full  many  paines  I  past. 
For  deadly  hate  thou  seekest  me  to  kylL 
I  cannot  nowe,  with  manly  tongue  rehearse. 
How  sone  that  melting  mind  of  thine  dyd  yelde^ 
I  shame  to  write,  in  this  waymenting  Terse, 
With  howe  small  fight,  I  vanquisht  thee  in  fiddes. 
But  Csesar  he,  which  all  the  world  subdude, 
was  neuer  yet  so  proude  of  Victorye, 
Nor  Hanyball,  with  martiati  feates  endude. 
t)yd  so  RHich  please  himselfe  in  pollicie. 
As  I  (poure  1)  dyd  seeme  to  triumphe  then. 
When  first  1  got  the  Bulwarkes  of  thy  brest^ 
With  bote  Alarmes  I  comforted  my  men. 
In  formost  ranke  I  stoode  before  the  rest. 
And  sliooke  my  flagge,  not  all  to  sbewe  my  foro^ 
But  that  thou  mightst  thereby  perceiue  my  miodes 
Askaonces  ^  lo,  nowe  coulde  I  kyU  thy  ooroe. 
And  yet  my  life  is  TUto  titee  resinde. 
Well  let  this  passe,  and  ihinke  vppon  the  ioye» 
The  nlutuall  hme,  the  confidence,  the  trust. 
Whereby  wc  both  abandoned  annoye^ 
And  fed  our  mindes  with  fruites  of  louely  luat; 
Thiuke  on  the  Ty the,  of  kysscs  got  by  stealth,. 

*  As  who  should  laj. 


DAN  BARTHOLMEW  OF  BATHE. 
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Of  sWeete  embracinges  ihortened  by  feare. 
Remember  that  which  did  maintaine  our  heltb, 
Alas  alas  why  shoulde  I  name  it  here. 
And  Id  the- midst  of  all  those  bappie  dayes. 
Do  not  forget  the  cbaunges  of  my  chaunce, 
VThen  io  the  depth  of  many  waywarde  wayes , 
I  onely  sought,  what  mijrht  thy  state  aduaunce. 
Thou  must  confesse  bow  much  I  carde  for  thee. 
When  of  my  selfe,  I  carde  not  for  my  selfc, 
And  when  my  bap  was  in  mishappes  to  be, 
Esteemd  thee  more,  than  al  the  worldly  pelfe. 
Af  ine  abfiente  thoughtes  did-beate  on  thee  alone. 
When  thou  hadst    found  afond  and   nev^foand 

choice: 
For  lacke  of  thee  I  sunke  in  endlesse  mone. 
When  thou  in  channge  didst  tumble  and  reioyce. 

0  mighty  goddes  needes  must  I  honor  you, 
Needes  must  I  iud^e  your  iudgmentes  to  be  iust^ 
Bicause  she  did  for  sake  him  that  was  true, 
And  with  false  lone,  did  cloke  a  fained  luste. 
By  high  decrees,  yon  ordayned  the  chaunge. 
To  light  on  such,  as  she  must  needes  misHke^ 

A  meete  rewarde  for  such  as  like  to  raunge. 

When  fansies  force,  their  feeble  fleshe  doth  strike. 

But  did  I  then  giue  brjrdle  to  thy  fall, 

Thou  bead  strong  thou  accuse  me  if  thou  can  ? 

Di<l  1  not  hazard  loue  yea  life  and  all, 

To  warde  thy  will,  from  that  vn worthy  man? 

And  when  by  toyle  I  trauayled  to  finde. 

The  secrete  causes  of  thy  madding  moode, 

1  found  naught  else  but  tricks  of  Cressides  kinde. 
Which  play  Illy  proude,  that  thou  weart  of  bir  bloud. 
I  found  that  absent  Troylus  was  forgot, 

When  Dyomede  bad  got  both  brooch  and  belt, 
Both  gloue  and  hand,  yea  harte  and  all  god  wot, 
When  absent  Troylus  did  in  sorowes  swelt. 
These  tricks  (with  mo)  thou  knowst  thy  self  I 

founds 
Which  nowe  are  needelesse  here  for  to  reherse, 
TJnlesse  it  were  to  touche  a  tender  wound. 
With  corosiues  my  panting  heart  to  perse. 
But  as  the  Hounde  is  counted  little  worth. 
Which  giueth  ouer  for  a  losse  or  twaine. 
And  cannot  find  the  meanes  to  single  forth. 
The  stricken  Dcare  which  doth  in  heard  rereaine: 
Or  as  the  kindly  Spaniell  which  hath  sprong 
The  prifty  Partriche,  for  the  Falcons  flight,    . 
T)oth  neuer  ^pare  but  thnifts  the  thorn«>s  among, 
To  bring  this  byrd  yet  once  againe  to  sight. 
And  though  he  knowe  by  proofe  (yea  dearely 

bought) 
That  selde  or  neuer,  for  his  owne  anaile. 
This  wearie  worke  of  his  in  vaine  is  wrought. 
Yet  spares  he  not  but  labors  tooth  and  nayle. 
So  labord  I  to  sauc  thy  wandring  shippe. 
Which  reckelese  then,  was  running  on  the  rockes. 
And  though  I  saw  thee  seeme  to  hang  the  lyppe. 
And  set  my  great  good  wyll,  as  light  as  flockes: 
Yet  hauld  I  in,  the  mayne  sheate  of  the  minde, 
And  stayed  thy  course  by  ancors  of  aduice, 
I  woon  thy  wyll  into  a  better  winde. 
To  sane  thy  ware,  which  was  of  precioat  price. 
And  when  I  had  io  harbored  thy  Barke, 
In  happy  hauen,  which  sanfor  was  than  Doner, 
The  Admyrall,  which  knewe  it  by  the  marke, 
Streight  cballengde  all,  and  sayd  thou  wert  a 
Then  was  1  forst  in  thy  behalfe  to  pleade,  [rouer. 
Yea  so  I  dyd,  the  Judge  can  saye  no  lesse, 
And  whiles  in  toyle,  this  lothsome  life  I  leade^ 
Caiaest  thoa  thy  salfa  thm  fanltt  for  to  confesit» 


[And  downe  on  knee  before  thy  cruel]  foe, 
Dydst  pardon  crauc,  accusing  me  for  all, 
And  saydst  I  was  the  cause,  that  thou  didst  so. 
And  that  I  spoone  the  thred  of  all  thy  thrall. 
Not  so  content,  thou  furthermore  didst  swcare 
That  of  thy  selfe  thou  neuer  ment  to  swenie. 
For  proofe  wherof  thou  didst  the  colours  weare^ 
Which  mii;ht  bewray,  what  saint  thou  ment  to 
And  that  thy  blood  was  sacrificed  eke,       [serues. 
To  manyfest  thy  stedfast  martyrd  mynde. 
Till  I  perforce,  constraynd  thee  for  to  seeke. 
These  raging  «ieas,  aduentores  thereto  finde. 
Alas,  alas,  and  out  alas  for  me, 
Who  am  enforced,  thus  for  to  repeato 
The  false  repotts  and  cloked  guyles  of  thee. 
Whereon  (to  oft)  my  restlesse  thoughts  do  beats. 
But  thus  it  was,  and  thus  God  knowes  it  is. 
Which  when  I  founde  by  playneand  perfect  proofo. 
My  musing  minde  then  thought  it  not  amisse, 
To  shrinke  aside,  lamenting  all  aloofe. 
.ind  so  to  beate  my  simple  shiftlesse  brayne. 
For  some  deoice,  that  might  redeeme  thy  state, 
Lo  here  the  cause,  for  why  I  take  this  payne, 
Lo  how  I  lone  the  wight  which  me  doth  hates 
Lo  thus  I  lye,  and  restlesse  rest  in  Bathe, 
Whereas  I  bathe  not  now  in  blisse  pardie. 
But  boyle  in  Bale  and  skamble  thus  iu  skathe,. 
Bycanse  1  thinke  on  thine  vnconstancie. 
And  wylt  thou  knowe  howc  here  1  spend  my  time. 
And  howe  I  drawe  my  dayes  in  dolours  styll? 
Then  stave  a  while:  giue  eare  vnto  my  rime. 
So  shalt  thou  know  the  weight  of  all  my  wyll. 
When  Titan  is  constrained  to  forsake,  . 
His  Lemans  couche,  and  clymeth  to  his  carte. 
Then  I  begin  to  languishe  for  thy  sake. 
And  with  a  sighe,  which  mnye  bewray  my  smarta. 
I  cleare  mine  eyes  whoroe  c^iimme  of  teares  had 
And  vp  on  luote  I  set  my  ghostly  corse,  [glewed. 
And  when  the  stony  walles  haue  oft  renewed. 
My  pittious  plain tes,  with  Ecchoes  of  remorce^ 
l*hen  dee  I  crye  and  call  vpon  thy  name. 
And  thus  I  sayc,  thou  cun»t  and  cruell  bothe, 
Beholde  the  mnn,  which  taketh  griefe  for  game. 
And  loueth  them,  which  most  his  name  doe  lothe. 
Behold  the  man  which  euer  truely  ment. 
And  yetaccusde  as  aucthonr  of  thine  yll. 
Behold  the  man,  which  all  his  life  hath  spent. 
To  seme  thy  selfe,  and  aye  to  worke  thy  wyil: 
Behold  the  man,  which  onely  for  thy  loue, 
Dyd  loue  ^imselfe,  whome  else  be  set  but  light: 
Behold  the  man,  whose  blood  (for  thy  beboue) 
Was  euer  prest  to  shed  it  selfe  outright. 
And  canst  thou  nowe  condemne  his  loyaltie: 
And  canst  thot^  craft  to  flatter  such  a  friend  ? 
And  canst  thou  see  him  sincke  in  ieoperdie? 
And  canst  thou  seeke  to  bring  bis  life  to  ende? 
Is  this  the  right  reward  for  such  dcsart? 
Is  this  the  fruite  of  seede  so  timely  sowne  ? 
Is  this  the  price,  appointed  for  his  part? 
Sliall  trueth  be  thus  by  treason  onerthrowne  ? 
Then  farewell  faith,  thou  art  no  womans  pbeare^ 
And  with  that  word  I  staye  my  tongue  in  time,     • 
With  rolling  eyes  I  loke  about  cache  where. 
Least  any  man  should  heare  my  rauing  rime. 
And  all  In  rage,  enraged  as  1  am, 
I  take  my  sheete,  my  slippers  and  my  Gowne, 
And  in  the  Bathe  from  whence  but  late  I  came, 
I  cast  my'  selfe  in  dollours  there  to  drowne. 

>  These  thioges  are  mistical  and  not  to  bee  vn** 
derslooda  but  by  Thaucthour  him  selfo^ 


OW^- 
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There  all  aloue  1  ttttk  my  selfe  conueye. 

Into  some  coniei'  <vhere  I  sitTnseene» 

And  to  my  self^  (there  naked)  can  I  saye,  [bene. 

Behold  these  brannefklne  armes  which  once  haue 

But  large  tfnd  lustie,  able  ^>r  to  fight,       [knowe^ 

Kowe  are    they  weake,  and  wearishe   Qod  he 

Unable  now  to  daant  the  fbwie  de&pigbt. 

Which  is  presented  by  my  crael  fo^s. 

My  tbighes  are  thin,  my  body  lanck  and  leane. 

It  bath  no  bumbdst  now,  but  skin  and  bones: 

And  DO  m^ne  £ibowe  as  I  lye  and  leane, 

I  see  a  trustie  token  for  the  nonesl 

I  spie  a  bi'acelet  bounde  about  mine  arme, 

Which  to  my  shaddowe  seemeth  thus  to  saye, 

^  Beleene  not  me:  for  I  was  but  a  Charme,** 

To  niakf^  thee  sleepe,  when  others  went  to  playe. 

And  as  1  ga2e  thus  galded  all  with  griefe, 

1  finde  it  fazed  almost  quite  in  sunder. 

Then  thinke  I  thus:  thus  wasteth  my  reliefe. 

And  though  I  fade,  yet  to  the  world,  no  wonder. 

For  as  this  lace,  by  leysdre  leanies  to  weare. 

So  mutt  1  faint,  euen  as  the  Candle  wasteth, 

These  thoughts  (deere  sweet)  within  my  brest  I 

beare. 
And  to  my  long  home,  thus  my  life  it  hasteth. 
Herewith  I  teele  the  droppes  of  sweltring  sweate. 
Which  trickle  downe  my  foce,  enforced  so, 
And  in  my  body  feele  I  lykewise  bcate, 
A  burning  heart  which  tosseth  too  and  fro. 
Thus  all  in  flames  I  sinderlyke  consume. 
And  were  it  not  that  wanhope  lendes  me  wynde, 
Soode  might  1  fret  my  farycs  all  in  fume. 
And  lyke  a  Ghost  my  ghost  his  graue  might  fiude. 
But  fk'ysing  hope  doth  blowe  ful  in  my  face. 
And  colde  of  cares  bocommcs  my  cordiall, 
So  that  I  styl  endure  that  yrksome  place. 
Where  sorrowe  seethes  to  skalde  my  skinne  withal. 
And  when  from  thence  or  company  me  drieui. 
Or  weary  woes  do  make  me  change  my  seate, 
Then  in  my  bed  my  restlesse  paines  reuiues. 
Until  my  foUowes  call  me  downe  to  meate. 
And  when  I  r}*se,  my  corpse  for  to  araye, 
I  take  the  glasse,  sometimes  (bat  not  for  pride, 
For  God  he  knowes  my  minde  is  not  so  gaye) 
But  for  I  would  in  comelynesse  abyde: 
I  take  the  glasse,  wherein  1  seeme  to  see, 
Such  wythred  wrinckles  and  so  fowle  disgrace, 
That  lytic  maruaile  seemeth  it  to  mee. 
Though  thoa  so  well  dydst  like  the  noble  face^ 
The  noble  face  was  jaire  and  freshe  of  hewe. 
My  wrinckled  fiice  is  fowle  and  fadeth  fast: 
The  noble  fiice  was  vnto  thee  but  newe. 
My  wrinckled  foce  is  olde  and  cleane  outoast: 
The  noble  face  might  moue  thee  with  delight. 
My  wrinckled  face  could  neuer  please  thine  eye: 
Loe  thus  of  crime  I  couet  thee  to  quite. 
And  styll  accnae  my  selfe  of  Surcuydry : 
As  one  that  am  vn worthy  to  enioye, 
The  lasting  fniito  of  suche  a  loue  as  thine. 
Thus  am  I  tickled  styll  with  euery  toye. 
And  when  my  Fellowcs  call  me  downe  to  dyne. 
Kg  chaunge  of  meate  pronokes  mine  appetite. 
Nor  sauce  can  seme  to  taste  my  meates  witboll, 
Then'  I  deuise  the  iuyce  of  grapes  to  dight. 
For  Sugar  and  for  Sinamon  I  call. 
For  Ginger,  Oraines,  and  for  eche  other  spice. 
Wherewith  I  mixe  the  nobYe'Wine  apace. 
My  Fcllowes  prayse  the  depth  of  my  deuite, 
4Bd  lajre  it  is  as  good  as  Ippocracc4. 

4  Another  oiiatorie. 


As  Ippoctaee  saye  t?  afid  then  1  swefC, 
My  feynting  Ivmmes  straight  foil  into  a  861(11% 
Before  the  taste  of  Ippocrace  is  felt. 
The  naked  name  in  dollours  doth  mee  drowne^ 
For  then  I  call  vnto  my  troubled  mynde. 
That  Ippocnice  hath  bene  thy  daylye  drioke. 
That  Ippocrace  hath  walkt  with  euerye  wiode. 
In  bottels  that  were  fylled  to  the  brinke. 
With  Ippocrace  thou  banquetedst  full  ofte. 
With  Ippocrace  thou  madst  thy  selfe  foil  u^errje. 
Such  cheere  hah  set  thy  new  loue  so  akrfte. 
That  olde  loue  nowe  was  scarcely  worth  a  cherry.. 
And  then  againe  I  fall  into  a  traunee. 
But  when  my  breth  returoes  against  my  wyll. 
Before  my  tongue  can  tell  my  wofull  channce^ 
I  heare  my  fellowes  how  they  whisper  stiQ. 
One  sayth  that  Ippocrace  is  contrary, 
Unto  my  nature  and  complexion. 
Whereby  they  lodge  that  all  my  maHadye^ 
Was  long  of  that  by  alteration. 
An  other  sayth,  no,  no  this  man  is  wcake. 
And  for  such  weake,  so  bote  tbinges  arc  not  bea^ 
Then  at  the  last  I  beare  no  lyar  speahe. 
But  one  which  knowes  the  cause  of  mine  ▼nrest^ 
And  sayth,  this  man  is  (f&r  my  life)  in  loue, 
I  He  hath  receioed  repulse,  or  dronke  dl8da.in«. 
Alas  crye  I:  and  ere  I  can  remooe. 
Into  a  sowne  I  sone  retume  againe« 
Thus  driue  I  foorth,  my  doolefoll  dining  tiine. 
And  trouble  others  with  my  troubles  styll. 
But  when  I  here,  the  Bell  hath  passed  prime. 
Into  the  Bathe  I  wallowe  by  my  wyll,         {^grie§^ 
That   there  my  teares  (vnsene)  might  baise  ray 
For  though  I  staroe  yet  haue  I  fed  my  All, 
In  privie  panges  I  count  my  best  relife. 
And  still  r  striue  in  weary  woes  to  drench. 
But  when  I  plondge,  than  woe  is  at  an  ebbe. 
My  glowing  cules  are  all  to  qnicke  to  quetM^e* 
And  I  (to  warme)  am  wrapped  in  the  wirf>be. 
Which  makes  me  swim  against  the  wished  wane*' 
Lo  thus  (deare  wenche)  1  leade  a  lothsomc  life. 
And  greedely  I  seeke  the  greedy  graue. 
To  make  all  ende  of  all  these  stormes  ao3  strife. 
But  death  is  deafe,  and  heares  not  my  desire. 
So  that  my  dayes  contihewe  styl  in  dole. 
And  in  my  nightes  I  feele  the  secrete  fife. 
Which  close  in  embers,  coucheth  lyke  a  colcw 
And  in  the  daye  hath  bene  but  raked  wp. 
With  couering  ashes  of  my  company. 
Now  breakes  it  out,  and  boyles  the  careful  cop^ 
Which  in  my  heart  doth  hang  foil  heauily. 
I  melt  in  teares,  I  swelt  in  chilling  sweat. 
My  swelling  heart,  breakes  with  delay  of  puoe^ 
I  freeze  in  hope,  yet  bame  in  haste  of  beafte, 
I  wishe  for  death,  and  yet  in  life  remaine. 
And  when  dead  sieepe  doth  close  my  dasded  eyc% 
Then  dreadful  dreames  my  dolors  do  increase. 
Me  thinkes  I  lie  awake  in  wofull  wise. 
And  see  thee  come,  my  sorrowes  for  to  cease. 
Me  seemesthousalst  (my  good)  what  meaneth  thisl 
What  ayles  thee  thus  to  languish  and  lament? 
How  can  it  be  that  bathing  all  in  blisse : 
Such  cause  vnknownc  disquiets  thy  content? 
Thou  doest  me  ^rrong  to  keepe  so  close  from  mt 
The  grudge  or  griefe,  ithich  gripeth  now  thy  beai^ 
For  wen  thou  knowcst,  I  must  thy  partner  be. 
In  bale,  in  blisse,  in  solace,  and  in  smarte. 
Alas,  a!as,  these  things  T  deeme  in  dteamec. 
But  when  mine  eyes  are  open  and  a^ake, 
1  sec  not  thee:  where  with  the  flowing 
1  Of  briqis^e  tearet  tjicir  wonted  floods  do 
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Ytitit  M  tiNio  west  1  gpend  both  nightei  and  dsyesi 
Jind  for  I  find  the  world  did  indge  ne  onee, 
A  wHIesse  mryter  of  thete  loaen  layei, 
I  take  mj  pen  and  paper  for  the  nonce. 
1  laye  ande  this  footiffhe  ryding  rime, 
And  as  my  troubled  bead  can  bring  to  paste, 
1  thus  berway  the  totmeDts  of  my  time : 
Bean  witb  my  Muse,  it  is  not  as  it  was. 
Fato  nou  fortuna. 

THB  BXTRBMITIB  OB  HIS  PASSIOW. 

AttOMG  the  toyes  which  tosse  my  braine, 
and  reaue  my  mind  from  quiet  rest, 

This  one  I  finde,  doth  there  remaine, 
to  breede  debate  within  my  brest. 

When  wo  would  work,  to  wound  my  wyl^  • 
1  cannot  weepe,  nor  waile  my  fyll. 

My  tongue  bath  not  the  skill  to  tell, 
the  smallest  griefe  which  gripes  my  heaf^ 

Mine  eyes  haue  not  the  power  to  swell, 
into  Such  seas  of  secrete  smart, 

Tliat  wilt  might  melt  to  wanes  of  woe, 
and  I  might  swelt  in  sorrowes  so. 

Yet  shed  mine  eyes  no  trickling  teafes* 
but  flouddes  which  6owe  abundauatly» 

Whose  fouatainc  first  enforst  by  feares, 
found  out  the  gappe  of  ieloiisie. 

And  by  that  breache,  it  soketh  so, 
that  all  my  foce,  is  styll  on  flowe. 

My  Toice  is  like  the  raging  wind, 
which  roareth  still,  and  neoer  states, 

The  thoughtes  which  tomble  in.my  roinde, 
are  like  the  wbeele  which  whirles  ahvayes, 

2fowe  here,  nowe  there,  nowe  vp,  now  dowoe, 
in  depth  of  wanes,  yet  cannot  drowne. 

The  sighes  which  boyle  out  of  my  brest, 
are  not  lyke  tbosie,  which  others  vse. 

For  loners  sigbes,  sometimes  take  rest,' 
And  lend  tibeir  mindes,  a  leaue  to  muM* 

But  mine  are  like  the  surging  Seas, 
wfaome  calilie  nor  quiet  can  appeas. 

And  yet  they  be  but  sorrowes  smoke, 
my  brest  the  fosdge  wbero  (brie  playesi 

My  panting  heart,  yt  strikes  the  stroke, 
my  fonci^  blowes  the  iame  alwaies. 

The  coles  are  kindled  by  desire, 
and  Cupide  warmes  him  by  the  fire. 

Thus  can  I  neyther  drowne  in  dole, 

nor  borne  to  ashes  though  I  waste. 
Mine  eyes  can  neyther  qnenche  the  oole, 

which  warmes  my  heart  in  all  this  basis* 
|lor  yet  my  lancie  make  such  flame, 

that  I  may  smoolder  in  the  same. 

Wherefore  I  come  to  seeke  out  Cars, 

beseeching  him  of  curtesie. 
To  cut  the  thread  which  cannot  wears, 

by  panges  of  such  perplezitie. 
And  but  he  graunt  this  boons  of  mine, 

thus  most  I  line  and  euer  pine. 
Fato  non  fortuna. 

Lo  thus  (deere  heart)  I  force  my  frantike  Muse, 
To  firame  a  rerse  in  spite  of  my  despight. 
But  whiles  I  doo  these  mirtUesse  meeters  vse, 
Tbif  nshe  conceits  doth  ma  me  from  ddigbtc 


I  call  to  mlflde  howe  many  f oatfig  ItyN; 
Howe  many  Sonets,  and  how  many  songer, 

I  dyd  deuise  within  those  happie  dayes, 
When  jtt  tny  wyl,  had  not  recetoed  wrongei^ 
All  which  were  euermore  regarded  so. 

That  litle  ftuite  I  seemd  thereby  to  reape. 
But  rather  when  I  had  bewrayed  my  woe. 
Thy  loue  was  light,  and  lusted  styll  to  leape. 
The  rimes  which  pleased  thee  were  all  in  prin^ 
And  mine  were  ragged,  hard  for  to  be  read^,' 
Lo  deere :  this  dagger  dubbes  me  with  this  dint| 
And  leaue  this  wound  within  my  ieloos  head. 
But  since  1  haoe  confessed  rnto  Ca^, 
That  now  I  stand  vppon  his  curtesie. 
And  that  the  bale,  which  in  my  brest  I  bars||. 
Hath  not  the  skill  to  kyU  me  cunningly, 
Therefore  with  all  my  whole  deuotion. 
To  Care  I  make  this  supplication. 
Fato  non  fortune* 

Bis  UBBtL  or  RBQUBtr  EXHIBITBD  TO  CAftl. 

O  CURTBOUS  Care,  whome  others  (cruell)  call* 
And  raile  vpoa  thine  honourable  name, 
O  knife  that  cant  cut  of  the  thread  of  thrally 
O  sheare  that  shreadst  the  seemerent  sheete  tf 
shame. 

0  happye  ends  of  euery  greenoos  game: 
Vouchsafe  O  Prince,  thy  vassall  to  behold. 
Who  loues  thee  more,  than  can  with  tongue  bo 
And  nowe  youchsafe  to  pittie  this  his  plaint,  [toU^ 
Whose  teares  bewray. 
His  truth  alway. 
Although  bis  feeble  tongue  be  forst  to  feint* 

I  must  confesse  O  noble  king  to  thee. 
That  I  haue  beene  a  Rebel!  in  my  youth, 

1  preast  alwaies  in  pleasures  court  to  bee, 
I  fled  from  that,  which  Cupide  still  eschnth, 
I  fled  from  Care,  lo  now  I  tell  the  truth, 
And  in  delightes,  I  loued  so  to  dwell. 
Thy  heauenly  house  dyd  seeme  to  me  but  hdt 
Such  was  my  rage,  the  which  I  now  repent, 
And  pardon  creoe. 
My  soule  to  sane, 
Bdbre  the  webbe  of  weary  life  be  spent. 

But  marlae  what  fruites  dyd  grow  on  such  a  tree^ 
What  cffop  dyd  rise  tpon  so  rashe  sowne  seede. 
For  when  I  thought  my  selfe  in  heauen  to  bee. 
In  depth  of  hell  I  drowned  was  in  deede: 
Whereon  to  thinke  my  beanie  hart  doth  bleedei 
Me  thought  I  swumaie  in  $eas  of  all  ddight. 
When  as  I  sunke  in  puddles  of  despight, 
Alas  alas  I  tbov^t  my  selfe  befon'd. 
When  deadly  hate. 

Did  play  ehecke  mate,  [prou^ 

With  me  poore  pawne,  that  no  such  prancks  hai 

This  when  I  tryed  (ay  me)  to  be  to  true, 

I I  wept  for  woe,  I  pined  all  for  peine, 

I  tare  my  heere,  I  often  chauoged  hewe, 

I  left  delight,  with  dollours  to  complaine. 

I  shund  each  place  where  pleasure  dyd  remaine^ 

I  cride,  I  calde  on  euery  kinde  of  death, 

I  stroue  cache  way  to  stop  my  feinting  breathe 

Short  tale  to  make,  I  stept  so  ferre  in  strife. 

That  still  I  sought. 

With  all  my  thought, 

SoiM  happie  belpe  to  leaue  my  lothed  Uf^ 

*  Another  misleriai. 
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Bat  hope  &  vras  he  that  lietd  my  hende  abadie, ' 
Prom  quicke  diftpatcb  of  all  my  griping  grivfe, 
When  fateate  of  bate  bad  burnt  my  will  to  wracke. 
Then  hope  was  colde^  and  lent  my  life  teliefe, 
In  euery  choice  hope  cballengde  to  be  cbiefe. 
When  coldest  ciampea  had  cleane  orecome  my 

hearty 
Then  hope  was  bote,  and  warnde  my  weary  smart) 
Then  heart  was  beardie*  hope  was  stiil  in  dread, 
"When  heort  was  faint, 
(With  feares  attaint,) 
Then  bardie  hope  held  vp  my  fearefull  head. 

Thus  when  I  found  that  neither  flowing  teares. 
Could  drowne  my  heart  in  wanes  of  wery  wo, 
Kor  bardy  band  eould  oueroome  my  fisaret, 
To  cnt  the  sacke  of  all  my  sorrowes  so, 
Kor  death  would  come,  nor  I  to  death  conid  go. 
And  yet  I  felt  great  droppes  of  secrete  smart. 
Distilling  styll  within  my  dying  heart : 
I  then  perceiude  that  onely  care  was  he, 
Wbieb  as  my  friend, 
Might  make  an  end. 
Of  all  these  paines,  and  set  my  fansie  free. 

Wherefore  (oh  Care)  grannt  tbon  my  inst  re* 
quest. 
Oh  kyll  my  corpse,  oh  quickly  kyll  me  nowe. 
Oh  make  an  ende  and  bring  my  bones  to  rest. 
Oh  cut  my  thread  (good  Caiv)  I  care  not  howe. 
Oh  Care  be  kinde:  and  here  I  mak<^  a  vowe. 
That  when  my  life  out  of  my  bre^t  shaU  part^ 
I  wyll  present  thee  with  my  f^itbfbll  hart: 
And  send  it  to  thee  as  a  Sacrifice, 
Bicause  thou  bnst, 
Vouchsaft  at  last. 

To  ende  my  furies  in  this  friendly  wise. 
Fato  non  Fortuna. 

What  greater  glory  can  a  Kt^ysar  gaine. 
If  madde  nioode  moue  bis  snbiectes  to  rebell, 
Than  that  at  last  (when  all  the  traytoiirs  traine, 
Haue  trode  tlie  pathe,  of  dcepe  repentaunce  welt, 
And  naked  neede  with  Cold  and  Hnnger  both. 
Hath  bitten  them  abrode  in  forren  land, 
Whereby  they  may  their  lewde  deuises  loth, 
(When  hairbraind  haste,  with  cold  aduise  is  scande) 
If  then  at  last,  they  come  vpon  their  knee, 
And  pardon  craue  with  due  submission: 
And  for  this  cause,  I  tbinke  that  Care  of  me, 
Was  moued  most,  to  take  compassion. 
For  now  I  find,  that  pittie  prickes  bis  mind. 
To  tee  me  plonged  still  in  endlesse  paine, 
And  right  rfnnorse,  his  princely  heart  doth  bind, 
To  rule  th^  rage  wherein  I  do  remaine. 
I  feele  my  teares  doe  now  begin  t4>  stay. 
For  Care  from  them  their  swelling  springs  doth 
I  feele  my  sighes  their  labours  now  alfaye,    [soke. 
For  Care  bath  qnencht  the  coles  that  made  tbS 
I  feele  my  panting  heart  be(;ins  to  rest,      [smoke. 
For  Care  bath  staide  the  hammers  oFmy  head, 
I  feele  the  flame  which  blazed  in  my  brest. 
Is  nowe  with  c.irefull  ashes  ouerspread. 
And  gentle  Care,  hath  whet  his  learning  knife. 
To  cut  in  twaine  the  thread  of  all  my  thrall. 
Desired  death  nowe  ouercommeth  life, 
And  wo  still  workes  to  beipe  in  baste  with  all. 
But  since  I  feele  these  pauges  approcbing  so, 
And  lothed  life  begin  to  take  his  leave, 
Me  thinkes  it  meete,  to  giue  before  I  go. 
Such  landes,  and  goodes,  as  I  behind  nae  leaue. 

f  Hope  is  euer  countrary  to  a  lovers  Pai sion. 


So  to  discbarge  my  troubled  ootiscieB^# 
And  eke  to  set  an  other  for  my  heyre. 
Who  might  (perhaps)  be  put  to  great  expenCtf^ 
To  sue  for  that,  wbieh  t  bequeath  him  hereu 
Wherefore  (deere  wenche)  with  all  my  fall  iaieat# 
1  thus  begin  to  make  my  Testament. 
Fato  non  fortuna. 

BI8  IA9T  WYLL  AIiD  TEtTAMEKT. 

In  loue  his  mighty  name,  this  eight  and  twentitk 

day. 
Of  frosted  bearded  Januar,  the  enemy  to  May : 
Since  Adam  was  create,  fine  thousand  yeeres  t 

gesse,  [express*. 

Fine  humlretb,  forty  more  and  fiue,  as  stories  do 
I  being  whole  of  mlnde,  (immortall  Gods  haue 

prdise)  [paine  alwayes, 

Thouffh  in  my  body  languishing  with  panges  of 
Do  thus  ordaine  my  wyll  which  long  in  woes  hau» 

wepte. 
Beseeching  mine  executours  to  see  it  dudy  kept. 
Fyrst  1  bequeath  my  soule  on  Charons  boate  to 

tende^  [luckye  code, 

Untill  thy  life  (my  loue)  at  last  may  light  on 
That  there  it  may  awaite,  to  wayte  vpon  thy  ghost, 
Whe  thou  bsn  quite  and  clene  forgot  what  pranks 

now  please  thee  most. 
So  shall  it  well  be  seene  whose  loue  is  like  to  mtnei 
For  so  I  raeane  to  trye  my  tnith,  and  there  tyll 

then  to  pine. 
My  body  be  enbatmde,  and  cloased  vp  in  chest, 
with  oyntments  and  with  spiceries  of  euery  sweete 

the  best: 
And  so  preserued  styll  Tntifl  the  day  do  come. 
That  death  diuorce  my  loue  tVom  life,  and  tmsse 

hir  Tp  in  torn  be. 
Then  1  bequeath  my  corps  to  couche  beneathe  hif 

bones,  -     [for  the  nones. 

And  there  to  feede  the  greedy  wormes  that  linger 
To  frette  ?ppon  her  fleshe,  which  is  to  fine  there- 
fore, [mora. 
This  scruice  may  it  doe  hir  yet,  although  it  do  no 
My  heart  (as  heretofore)  I  must  bequeathe  to  Care, 
And  God  he  kn:)wes,  I  tbinke  the  gift  to  simple  for 

his  share. 
But  that  he  may  perceive.  I  meane  to  pay  my  dew, 
I  will  it  shall  be  taken  quicket  and  borne  bim 

bleeding  new. 
As  for  my  funerals,  I  leaoe  that  toye  at  Urge, 
To  be  as  mine  executours  wyll  giue  thereto   ia 

charge.  [deutce. 

Yet  if  my  goodes  will  stretche  vnto  my  strange 
Then  let  this  order  be  obseru'd,  mine  heyre  shall 

pay  the  price: 
First  let  the  torche  bearers  be  wrapte  in  weedes  tf 

woe,  [it  so. 

Let  all  their  lightesbe  virgin  waxe,  because  I  loaMe 
And  care  not  though  the  twist  be  course  that  lends 

them  light. 
If  fiinsie  fume,  and  freewil  flame,  then  must  they 

needs  bum  bright,  [dolefull  song. 

Next  them  let  come  the  qoier,  with  psalmes  and 
Recording  all  my  rough  ifepulse  and  wraying  all 

my  wrong.  [aboue. 

And  when  the  deskant  singes,  in  treeble  tunes 
Then  let  fa  burden  say,  (by  lowe)  I  liu'd  and  dyde 

for  loue:  [bSQ€« 

About  my  heauy  hearse,  some  mourners  would  I 
Who  mis;h  the  same  accompany  ^d  stand  abon^ 

the  graue. 
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But  let  them  be  sacb  men>  as  maye  c6nfesse  with 

me, 
HcMe  contrary  the  lots  of  loue,  to  all  true  loners 

bee.  [conceipt. 

Let  Patience  be  the  Priest,  the  Clarke  be  Close 
The  Sextin  be  Simplicities  which  meaoeth  no  dis- 

ccipt.  [doore, 

Let  ahnes  of  Loue  be  delt,  enen  at  the  Cbaunteli 
Aud  feede  them  there  with  fre^e  delayes,  as  1 

haue  bene  of  yore: 
Then  let  the  yongest  soil,  be  set  to  ring  Looes 

BeU,  [uotbiDg  else. 

And  pay  Repentance  for  their  paines,  butgiue  thS 
Thus  when  the  Dirge  is  done,  let  euery  man  de- 
part, [full  hart. 
And  leame  by  me  what  harme  it  is  to  haue  a  faitb- 
Thoiie  title  landes  I  haue,  mine  hcyre  rnuKt  needes 

possesse, 
Hit  name  is  Lust,  the  landes  be  losse,  few  louers 

scape  with  lesse.  [hearse. 

The  rest  of  all  my  goodes,  which  I  not  here  re- 
Giue  learned  Poets  for  their  paines,  to  decke  my 

Tombe  with  verse: 
And  let  them  write  these  wordcs  vpon  my  carefuU 

chest,  [beU. 

Ijn  here  he  lies,  that  was  as  true  (In  loue)  as  is  the 
Alas  1  had  forgot  the  Parsons  dewe  to  paye. 
And  so  my  suule  in  Purgatoo'e,  might  n.fnaine 

alway.  [siealtb. 

Then  for  my  priuie  Tythes,  as  kysses  caught  by 
Sweete  collinges  and  such  other  kuackes  as  multi- 
plied my  wealth: 
I  ghie  the  Wickar  here,  to  please  his  grecdie  wyll, 
A  deintie  dishe  of  suger  soppes,  but  saust  with 

sorrow  stil:  [dishe» 

And  twi$e  a  wecke  at  least,  let  dight  them  for  his 
On  Fridayes  and  on  Wednesdaies^  to  saue  ex- 
pence  of  fishe. 
Nowe  haue  I  much  bequeathed  and  litle  left  be- 

hinde,  [vnkinde. 

And  others  mo  must  yet  be  scraed  or  else  I  were 
Wet  eyes  and  wayling  wonIes»  Executours  I  make. 
And  for  their  paines  tcu  pound  of  tcares  let  either 

of  them  take. 
Let  sorrow  at  the  last  my  Suprauinor  be. 
And  stedlastnesse  my  surest  steade,  I  giue  him  for 

his  fee. 
Yet  in  his  pattent  place  this  Sentence  of  prouiso, 
That  he  which  louetli  stedfastly,  shall  waut  no 

sauce  of  sorrow. 
Thus  now  I  make  an  ende,  of  this  my  wearie  wyll. 
And  signe  it  with  my  simple  hand,  aud  set  my 

Bvale  there  tyll.  [be  in  rime, 

And  you  which  reade  my  wordcs,  although  they 
Yet  reason  may  perswadti  you  eke,  Thus  louers 

dote  sometime. 

THE  SUB8CIUPTION  AND  SBALE. 

My  mansion  house  was  Mooe:  from  Dolours 

dale  I  came,  [name: 

I  Pato:  Non  Fortuno,  bight,  lo  now  you  know  my 

My  seale  is  torrowes  tythe,  within  a  fieide  of  flame, 

"Which  cuts  in  twaine  a  carefull  heart,  the  sweltreth. 

in  the  same. 

Fato  non  Fortuna. 

A  LAI,  lo  now  I  heare  the  passing  Bell, 
Which  Care  appointeth  carefully e  to  knonle, 
And  in  my  brest,  I  feele  my  heart  now  swell. 
fo  b;eake  the  strioges,  which  ioynde  it  to  my  sotile. 


The  Crystall  yse,  ivhich  lent  mine  eyes  their  tldit^ 
Doth  now  ware  dym,  and  dazeled  all  with  dread. 
My  senses  all,  wyll  now  forsake  mc  quite. 
And  hope  of  health  abandonath  my  head. 
My  wearie  tongue  can  talke  no  longrr  nuw. 
My  trembling  hand  uowo.  leaues  my  penue  to  hcUd, 
My  ioynts  uowe  stretch,  my  body  cannot  howc. 
My  skinne  huikes  pale,  my  blood  now  waxeth  cokL 
And  arc  not  these,  the  very  panges  of  death? 
Yes  sure  (swteete  heart)  I  know  them  so  to  bee^ 
They  be  the  panges,  which  strlue  to  stop  my 

breath. 
They  be  the  panges,  which  part  my  loue  from  thee. 
What  sayd  I?  I«oue?  Nay  life:  but  not  my  iaue. 
My  life  departes,  my  loue  continues  styll: 
My  lothed  lyfe  may  fh>m  my  corpse  remoue, 
M  y  louing  Loue  « hall  alwayes  worke  thy  wylL 
It  was  ^hy  wyll  euen  thus  to  trye  my  truth. 
Thou  hast  thy  wyll,  my  truth  may  now  be  sene^ 
It  was  thy  wyll,  titat  I  should  dye  in  youth. 
Thou  bast  thy  wyll  my  yeares  are  yet  but  greoe. ' 
Thy  penaunce  was  that  1  should  pina  in  paioe, 
I  haue  performde  thy  penauuceall  in  wo. 
Thy  pleasure  was  that  I  should  here  remaioe* 
I  haue  bene  glad  to  piease  thy  ftnsie  so* 
Nowe  since  J  have  performed  euery  part 
Of  thy  commaunde,  as  neare  as  tongue  can  tel^ 
Content  thee  yet  b«fbre  my  muse  depart. 
To  take  this  Sonf't  for  my  last  farew^L 
Fato  non  fortuna« 

HIS  FAREWELL. 

Farewell  deere  Loue  whome  I  luiaeloaed  aad 
shall, 
Both  in  this  world,  and  in  the  world  to  come. 
For  proofe  whereof  my  sprite  is  Charons  thrall. 
And  yet  my  corpse  attendant  on  thy  toome. 
Farewell  deere  sweete,  who«e  wanton  wyll  to  pleaie 
Echc  taste  of  trouble  seemed  roell  to  me. 
Farewell  sweete  deure,  whose  doubtes  for  to  ap» 
I  was  contented  thus  in  bale  to  be.  {p^<c> 

Farewell  my  iyfe,  farewell  for  and  mydeath. 
For  thee  I  lyu'd  for  thee  nowe  must  I  dye. 
Farewell  from  Bathe,  whereas  I  feele  my  breath 
Forsake  my  breast  in  gieat  perplexitie, 
Alasf  how  welcome  were  this  death  of  mine;. 
If  1  had  dyde  betueene  those  armes  of  thine? 
Fato  non  Fortuna. 

THE  REPORTERS  CONCLUSIOR. 

Where  might  I  now  find  flooddes  of  flowinf 
tea  res, 
So  to  suflice  the  swellPng  of  mine  eyes. 
How  might  my  breast  vnlode  the  bale  it  beares?  . 
Alas  alas  how  might  my  tuugue  dculse 
To  tell  this  weary  tale  in  wofull  wise? 
To  tell  I  saye  these  tydin^cs  nowe  of  truth. 
Which  may  prouuke  the  craggy  rockes  to  ruUi? 

In  depth  of  dole  would  God  that  I  were  drownde^ 
Where  flattering  iuyes  mi;rht  neuer  finde  me  out. 
Or  graued  so  within  the  greedy  grotmde» 
As  false  delights  might  neuer  breedc  my  doubt. 
Nor  guilefull  loue  hir  purpose  bring  about : 
Whose  trustle^se  traines  in  col lours  for  to  paint, 
I  find  by  proofe  my  elites  are  all  to  faint 

I  was  that  man  whome  destinies  onieine. 
To  beare  eche  griefe  that  groii'cth  on  the  mold, 
.  1  was  that  man  which  prpucd'to  my  paine. 
More  panges  at  once  tbaii  caa  with  tongue  be  told. 
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GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


These  Coortis&nci  haue  power  by  pretence. 
To  make  a  Swan  of  that  which  wos  a  Crowe, 
As  though  blacke  pitchc  were  turned  into  Snowe. 

Ferenda,  She  whome  beauen  and  earth  bad 
fnnkdtf 
For  his  decaye  and  to  bewitche  his  wittet, 
Made  him  nowe  thinke  him  selfe  was  to  be  blamde, 
Which  causeles  thus  wooid  fret  himsdfe  in  fittes, 
Shee  made  him  thinke  that  sorrowe  sildome  sittes. 
Where  trust  is  tyed  in  fast  and  faithfull  knottes. 
She  sayd  Mistrust  was  meete  for  simple  sottes. 

What  wyl  you  more  shee  made  him  to  beleeue. 
That  she  first  loued  although  she  yonger  were, 
She  made  him  thinke  that  his  distresse  dyd  greeue, 
Hir  guiltlesse  minde :  and  (that  it  might  appeare« 
Howe  these  conceiptes  could  ioyne  or  hang  yferc j 
She  dyd  confcsse  howe  soone  shee  yeelded  his. 
Such  force  (quod  she)  in  learned  men  there  is. 

She  furder  sayde  that  all  to  true  it  was, 
Howe  youthful!  yeares  (and  lacke  of  him  alone) 
'Had  made  hir  once  to  choose  out  brittle  glasve. 
For  perfect  Gold:  She  dyd  confesse  (with  mone) 
That  youthfully  shee  bytte  a  worthlesse  bone. 
But  that  therein  she  tasted  doepe  delight, 
That  sayde  shee  not,  nor  I  presume  to  wnte. 

Shee  sware  (and  that  I  beare  full  well  in  minde) 
How  Dyomede  bad  neuer  Troylus  place, 
Shee  sayd  and  sware  (bow  euer  sate  the  wiude) 
That  Admirals  dyd  neuer  know  hir  case^    • 
She  sayd  againe  that  neuer  Noble  Face, 
Dyd  please  far  eye  nor  moued  hir  to  change. 
She  sayd  hir  minde  was  neuer  geuen  to  range. 

She  sayd  and  sayd  that  Bracelettes  were  ybound. 
To  hold  him  fast  (but  not  to  charme  bis  thought) 
She  wysht  therewith  that  she  were  deepely  drownd, 
In  Ippocrace:  if  euer  she  bad  sought. 
Or  aronke,  or  smelt,  or  tane,  or  found,  or  bought, 
Such  Nectar  droppes  as  she  with  him  bad  dronke, 
(Bat  this  were  true)  she  wisbt  hir  soule  were 
sonke. 

And  to  conclude,  she  sayde  no  printed  rymes. 
Could  please  hir  so  as  his  braue  Triumphes  dyd : 
Why  wander  1?  Sbe  cou*red  all  hir  crimes. 
With  deepe  disceipt,  and  all  hir  guiles  sbe  hyd. 
With  fkined  teares,  luid  Bartholmew  she  ryd. 
With  double  gyrthes,  sbe  byt  and  whyned  both, 
And  made  him  loue  where  he  bad  cause  to  loth. 

These  be  the  fruittes  which  grow  on  such  desire, 
These  are  the  gaiucs  ygot  by  such  an  art. 
To  late  commes  he  that  seekes  to  qucncbe  the  Are, 
When  flames  posses&e  the  huuM:  in  euery  part. 
Who  lyst  in  peace  to  ker^pe  a  quiet  hart. 
Flye  loue  betimes,  for  if  he  once  oretake  him, 
Then  seeld  or  neuer  shall  be  well  fui»ike  him. 

If  once  thou  take  him  Tenaunt  to  thy  brest. 
No  wrytte  nor  force  can  serue  to  plucke  him 

thence. 
No  pylles  can  purge  his  humour  lyke  the  rest. 
He  bydes  in  bones,  and  there  takes  residence. 
Against  his  blowes  no  bocklar  makes  defence. 
And  though  (with  paine)  thou  put  him  from  thy 

house. 
Yet  Inrkes  hee  styll  in  cornen  lyke  a  Mouses 


At  euery  hole  be  cieepeth  in  by  stcltb^ 
And  prioilye  he  feedeth  on  thy  cmmmes. 
With  spoiles  vnseeoe  he  wasteth  all  tby  weltb. 
He  playes  boe  peepe  when  any  body  commea. 
And  tiastardlik  he  seemes  to  dread  the  dromiDCs, 
Although  in  deede  in  Embushe  he  awaytes. 
To  take  thee  stragling  yf  thou  passe  his  atraites^ 

So  seemed  now  by  Bartholmews  soccesse. 
Who  yeelded  sone  vnto  this  second  charge* 
Accusing  styll  him  selfe  for  bis  diiiitressc. 
And  that  he  had  so  lan^ished  at  larg^. 
Short  worke  to  make:  he  had  none  other  charge. 
To  beare  loues  blowes,  but  styll  to  trust  bir  tale. 
And  pardon  crane  because  he  bread  hir  bale. 

And  thus  he  lynde  contented  styll  with  craft. 
Mistrusting  most,  that  gaue  least  cause  of  doabt. 
He  fledde  mishappe  and  helde  it  by  the  ball. 
He  banisht  bale  and  bare  it  styll  about. 
He  let  in  loue  and  thought  to  hold  him  oat. 
He  seemde  to  bathe  in  perfect  biiase  agalae. 
When  (God  he  knowes)  be  fostred  prtuie  psuoe. 

For  as  the  Tree  which  crooked  grovves  by  kinder 
(Although  it  be  with  propping  vnderset) 
In  trackt  of  time  to  crooked  courM  wyll  twinde^ 
So  could  Ferenda  neuer  more  foiget. 
The  lease  at  large  where  she  hir  stinges  head  set. 
But  rangde  againe,  and  to  hir  byas  fell. 
Such  chaunges  chaunce  where  lust  (for  loae)  dolfa 
dwelL 

And  as  it  hapt  (and  God  his  wyll  it  was) 
Dan  Bartholmew  perceyode  it  very  plainc. 
So  that  perforce  he  let  his  pleasures  passe. 
And  straue  no  more  against  the  streame  in  vaine. 
Rut  thorevithall  he  purchased  snch  paine. 
As  yet  I  shrinke  in  minde  thereof  to  muse. 
And  maruaile  more  howe  he  the  same  could  vse. 

His  Instlease  limmcs  which  wonted  werw  to  syt. 
In  quiet  chaire,  with  pen  and  paper  prest. 
Were  aimed  nowe  with  hetme  arid  hamesse  fyt. 
To  seeke  aduentures  boldly  with  the  best, 
Hee  went  to  warres  that  wont  to  line  in  rest. 
And  warres  in  deede  he  made  withoutcn  blowes. 
For  why  his  friendet  were  nowe  become  bis  foes. 

Such  was  his  hap  to  warre  both  night  and  daye, 
To  watche  and  warde  at  euery  time  and  tyde. 
Though  foes  were  iarre  yet  skowted  he  alvraye. 
And  when  they  came  he  must  their  broiites  abide. 
Who  euer  fle<l  he  would  his  head  not  hyde. 
For  sure  dispayre  his  corpse  so  close  had  armed. 
That  by  deatbes  darte  he  could  no  whit  be  hanned. 

In  his  Ensigne  these  collours  gan  be  chose, 
Blacke,  white,  and  greeue,  first  blacke  for  monncs 

mone. 
Then  white  for  chaste,  because  he  did  reliise, 
(Thenceforth)  to  thinke  but  euen  of  hir  alone. 
A  bende  of  greene :  for  though  his  ioyes  were  gone. 
Yet  should  it  seeme  he  hoped  for  a  dayv. 
And  in  that  bende  bis  name  he  dyd  displays. 

That  selfe  same  name  which  in  bis  will  be  wrote, 
(You  kuowe  my  minde)  when  be  was  oat  of  tone  a. 
When  he  subscribde  (which  may  not  be  forgote) 
Howe  that  bis  name  was  Fato  Non  Fortuna. 
And  as  I  gesse  bicause  his  loue  was  Vna, 
That  played  hir  prauckes  according  to  hir  kinde, 
He  wrote  these  woides  hir  best  excuse  to  finde. 
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At  wtio  should  taye,  lo  destenies  me  driue, 
And  happe  conld  not  haue  ouerthroven  me  thus: 
X  conatrew  this  because  1  do  beleeue. 
That  once  againe  he  wyll  bee  amorous, 
I  fere  it  muche  by  him  that  dyed  for  vs, 
And  who  so  doubtes  that  causeles  thus  I  fatnt« 
Let  bim  but  reade  the  greene  Knights  heauy  plaint. 

Bai-tello  he  which  writeth  ryding  tales, 
Bt'iiiges  in  a  Knight  which  cladde  was  all  in  grceoe. 
That  sigbed  sore  amidde  his  gi^eeuous  Kales», 
And  was  in  hold  as  Barthoimew  bath  beene. 
But  (for  a  placke)  it  maye  tberain  be  scene, 
That,  that  same  Knight  which  there  his  griefes 

begonne. 
Is  Batts  owne  Fathers  Siiiters  brothers  Sonne, 

Well  since  my  borrell  hraine  is  all  to  bloont. 
To  giue  a  gesse  what  endc  this  man  shall  hauei 
And  since  he  rag'^th  not  an  he  was  wouut. 
AltlK>ugh  sometimes  he  seeme  (allte)  to  craue. 
Yet  wyll  1  not  his  doinj^cs  so  depraue, 
As  for  to  iudgte  (before  I  see  his  eiide) 
VThat  harder  happe  his  anj^rie  starres  can  sende. 

And  therewithal!  my  wearye  muse  desires. 
To  tak«  her  rest:  and  pardon  craues  also, 
That  shee  presomde  to  bring  hir  selfe  in  biycrs, 
By  penning  thus  this  true  report  of  wo : 
With  sillye  grace  these  sorye  rimes  maye  go. 
In  suck  a  rancke  as  Barthoimew  hath  ptast. 
So  that  shea  feares  hir  cunning  is  disgrast. 

But  take  them  yet  in  g^e  as  they  be  meat,  . 
And  wayle  with  mee  the  lossa  of  such  a  man  : 
I  coumpt  him  lost  because  I  see  him  bent. 
To  yeld  againe  where  first  bis  greefe  began, 
And  though  I  cannot  write  as  others  can. 
Some  moumcfull  verse  to  moutyonmone  his  fall, 
Yet  weepe  (with  me]  you  faythfull  louers  all. 
Finis.  quod  Dixit  &  Dixit. 

lANUOYE. 

Syr  Salamanke  to  thee  this  tale  is  tolde^ 
Peruse  it  well  and  call  vnto  thy  minde, 
The  pleasaunt  pkice  where  thou  dydst  first  behold 
Tiie  rewftill  ryines:  remember  how  the  Winde 
Dyd  calmelyc  bloa'e :  and  made  me  leaue  behinde, 
Some  leaues  thereof :  whiles  1  sate  reading  styll. 
And  thou  then  seemdst  to  hearken  with  good  wyll 

Beleeue  me  nowe,  hadst  thou  not  seemd  to  lyke 
The  wofull  wordes  of  Bartholmews  discourse, 
They  should  haoe  lyen  styll  drowned  in  the  dyke, 
Lyke  Sybylls  leaues  which  iye  with  lytle  fort>e, 
But  for  thou  seeiijdst  to  take  therein  remorce. 
1  sought  againe  in  comets  of  my  brest. 
To  iiude  them  out  and  place  them  with  the  rest. 

Such  skyll  thou  hast  to  make  me  (foole)  beleeue^ 
My  babies  are  as  brane  as  any  bee, 
Well  siuce  it  is  so,  let  it  aeuer  greeue 
Tl)y  friendly  minde  this  wortblesse  verse  to  see 
In  print  at  last:  for  trust  thou  vnto  mee,  * 
Thine  onely  prayse  dyd  make  me  venture  forth, 
To  set  in  sbewe  a  thing  so  litle  worth. 

Thus  vnto  thee  these  leaues  I  recommend. 
To  teade,  to  raze,  to  view,  and  to  correct, 
Vouchsafe  (my  friend)  therein  for  to  amend 
That  is  amisse,  remember  that  our  sect. 
Is  sure  to  bee  with  ioates  alwayes  infect. 

VOL.  II. 


And  since  moiit  mockes  wyll  light  vppon  my  mdse. 
Vouchsafe  (my  friend)  her  iaultes  for  to  peruse. 
Tam  Marti  quam  Mercurio. 


THE  FRUITES  OF  JVARREi 

Written  vppon  this  theame,  Duke  Beilufn  inexp€rtit» 
and  it  was  written  by  pc^ccmeale  at  sundrye 
tymes,  as  the  Aucthour  had  vacaunt  leysures 
from  seruice,  being  begon  at  Uelfe  in  Hollander 
and  dyrectficl  to  the  ryght  honourable  tb^  Lo»tl 
Oreye  of  Wylton  as  appeareth  by  the  Epistle 
Dcdicatoi-y  next  following. 

To  the  Right  honorable  and  mine  especiall  good 
Lorde,  Uie  Lorde  Greye  of  Wylton. 

My  Singular  good  Lorde:  I  am  of  ophaion  that 
long  before  this  time  your  honour  hath  throughly 
perused  the  booke,  which  I  prepan^d  to  bee  sent 
vnto  you  somewhat  before  my  comming  hyther, 
and  therewithal  I  I  doe  lykewise  coniectour  that 
you  haue  founde  therein  iust  cause  to  laugh  at 
my  follies  foropassed.  So  tliat  I  am  partly  ki 
doubte  whether  I  were  more  ouers^'cne  iu  my  first 
deuiaing,  or  in  my  last  dyrecting  of  the  same?  But 
as  fantasticall  humours  are  common  imperfections ' 
in  "greene  vnmellov/ed  braines:  So  hope  I  yet  that 
your  good  Lordshippe  wyll  rather  winke  at  my 
weakenesse  in  generallitie,  than  reproue  my  rash- 
nesse  in  perticularitte.  And  because  I  would  bee 
glad,  to  drawe  your  Lordshippe  into  forgetful  nesSe 
thereof,  by  fireshe  recorde  of  some  more  martial! 
matter,  as  also  for  that  1  would  haue  your  Uononr 
perceaue  that  in  these  lyngering  broyles,  I  doe 
not  aitogeather  passe  ouer  uiy  time  in  ydlenesse: 
I  haoe  therefore  thought  mecte  nowc  to  present 
you  with  this  Pamphlete  written  by  stdth  at 
such  limes  as  we  Loytered  from  seruice.  And 
the  sobicct  thereof  being  warre,  I  could  not  more 
coouenientlye  addresae  the  same  vnto  any  Mar- 
shiall  man,then  vnto  your  goodLord&hippe:  Whome 
I  haue  heard  to  be  an  vniuersall  patrone  of  all 
Souldiours,  and  haue  found  to  bee  an  exceeding 
fauourour  of  mee  your  vnworthy  follower.  Th^ 
verse  is  roughe.  And  a  good  reason,  sithence  it 
treateth  of  roughe  matters,  but  if  the  seoce  be 
good  then  haue  I  hyt  the  marke  which  I  shote  at: 
Knowinj^  that  your  Lordshippe  can  winne  Honny 
out  of  the  Thistle.  And  such  as  it  is,  I  dyrect  k 
vnto  your  Honour.  Beseeching  the  same,  to  take 
it  in  gree,  and  to  perceaue  that  1  am  and  euer  wyll 
continew. 

Your  Lordships 

most  bonnden  and  assurpd. 
GEOKGE  GASCOlGNE«. 


DUtCe  BKLLCM  UIKXPCIiriS 

To  write  of  Warre  and  wote  not  what  it  is. 
Nor  euer  yet  could  m«rch  where  War  was  made, 
May  well  be  thought  a  worke  b^onnc  amia, 
A  rash  attempt,  in  woorthlesse  verse  to  wade. 
To  tell  the  triall,  knowing  not  the  trade : 
Yet  such  a  vaine  euen  nowe  doth  feede  my  Muse, 
That  in  this  theame  I  must  some  labor  vse. 

■  This  dedication  is  omHtcd  in  the  edition  ef 
1587.  C. 

&  L 


su 
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9  And  berewithal  I  cannot  but  confeate, 
Howe  ynexpert  1  am  tii  feates  of  wsirre: 
For  more  than  wry  ting  doth  the  same  expreasey 
I  may  not  boast  of  any  cruell  iarre. 
Nor  vaunt  to  see  full  valiant  facts  from  fiirre: 
t  haue  nor  bene  Id  Turkie,  Denmarkey  Greece^ 
Ne  3ret  in  Colch,  to  winne  a  Oolden  fleece. 

3  But  nathclesse  I  some  what  reade  in  irrittey 
Of  hi{ch  exploits  by  Martiall  men  ydone. 

And  therevpon  I  haue  presumed  yet. 
To  take  in  hande  this  Poeme  now  begonne : 
Wberin  I  meane  to  tell  what  race  they  ronne. 
Who  foUowe  Dnimmes  before  they  knowe  the 

dubbe. 
And  bragge  of  Mars  before  they  feele  his  dubbe. 

4  Which  talk  to  tell,  let  first  with  penne  de- 

clare* 
What  thing  warre  is,  and  wfapreof  it  proceeds, 
What  be  the  fruites  that  fall  vnto  their  share 
That  gape  for  honor  by  those  hanghtie  deeds, 
What  bloudie  broyles  in  euery  state  it  breeds  : 
A  weary  worke  vneths  I  shall  it  write. 
Vet  (as  I  may)  1  must  the  same  endite. 

5  The  Poets  olde  in  their  fonde  fiibles  (aine. 
That  mightie  Mars  is  god  of  Warre  and  Strife, 
These  astronomers!  thiuke,  where  Mars  doth  raigoe. 
That  all  debate  and  discorde  must  be  rife, 
Some  thinke  Belloaa  goddesse  of  that  life : 

So  that  some  one,  and  some  another  indge. 
To  be  the  cause  of  euery  greeuous  grudge. 

6  Among  the  rest  that  Painter*  had  some  skill. 
Which  thus  in  armes  did  once  set  out  the  same, 
A  fielde  of  Geules,  and  on  a  Golden  hill 

A  stately  towne  consumed  all  with  flame. 
On  cheafe  of  Sable  (taken  from  the  dame] 
A  sucking  babe  (oh)  borne  to  bide  niyschaunce, 
Begoarde  witji  bloud,  and  perced  with  a  launce. 

7  On  high  the  Helme,  I  beare  it  well  in  minde. 
The  Wreath  was  Siluer  poudred  all  with  shot. 
About  the  which  fgoutU  du  sang  J  did  twinde 

A  roll  of  Sable,  blacke  and  foule  beblot. 
The  Creast  two  handtrs,  which  may  not  be  forgot, 
For  in  the  Rjsrht  a  trenchand  blade  did  stande. 
And  in  the  Left  a  firie  buruing  brande. 

8  Thus  Poets,  Painters,  and  Astronomers, 
Haue  giuen  their  gesse  this  subiect  to  define. 
Yet  are  those  three»  and  with  them  trauellers. 
Not  best  betmst  among  the  Worthies  nine. 
Their  woordes  and  workes  are  deemed  not  diuine: 
But  why  ?  God  kiiowes  (my  matter  not  so  marre,) 
Unlesse  it  be  bicause  they  fiitne  to  farre. 

I 

9  Well  then,  let  see  what  sayth  the  common 

voice  5,  r»«y? 

These  old*  sayde  tawes,  of  warre  what  can  they 
Who  Kit  to  barken  to  their  whispring  noise. 
May  heare  them  talke  and  tattle  day  by  day. 
That  Princes  pryde  is  cause  of  warre  alway : 
Plentie  brings  pryde,  pryde  plea,  plea  pine,  piae 

.   peace, 
Peace  plentie,  and  so  (say  they)  they  neuer  cease. 

*  A  definito.  *  Poet's  and  Astronomers  definition. 
4  Painters  description.  ^  Common  peopks 
opinion. 


10  And  tboo^h  it  fanae  bene  tboofbt  mm  tnse  if 

Steele, 
Which  people  prate,  and  preach  abotie  the  icst. 
Yet  could  1  neuer  any  reason  feelCy 
To  thinke  rmr  pcpuli  vox  Dei  est^ 
As  for  my  skill,  I  conpt  him  but  a  beast. 
Which  trusteth  truth  to  dwell  in  common  si 
Where  euery  lonrden  will  become  a  leech. 

1 1  Then  what  is  warre  ?  define  it  rigbt  at  Ust« 
And  let  vs  set  all  olde  sayde  lawes  aside. 

Let  Poets  lie,  let  Painters  faigne  as  fifist, 
Astronomen  let  nurke  how  sUires  do 
And  tet  these  Trauellers  tell  wonders 
But  let  vs  tell  by  trustie  pronfe  of  tmth* 
What  thing  is  warre  which  raiseth  all  this  mth. 

.  12  And  for  my  parte  my  fisnsie  for  to  wright*, 
I  say  that  warre  is  euen  the  scoui^ge  of  God« 
Tormenting  such  as  dwell  in  prin^ie  plight. 
Yet  not  regarde  the  reaching  of  his  rodde. 
Whose  deedes  and  doeties  often  times  are  odde. 
Who  raunge  at  randoo  iesting  at  the  iust» 
As  though  they  raignde  to  do  euen  what  they 
lust 

IS  Whome  nejrther  plagno  can  pall  into  i^ 

morse. 
Nor  dearth  can  drawe  to  mende  that  is  amisse, 
Withiu  whose  hearts  no  pitie  fiudeth  force. 
Nor  rig-ht  can  rule  to  iudge  what  reason  is. 
Whome  sicknesse  saloeth  not,  nor  bale   brings 

bliase : 
Yet  can  high  lone  by  waste  of  bloudie  warre, 
Sende  scholemaistera  to  teach  them  what  they 

are. 

J  4  Then  since  the  case  so  plaine  by  proofo  dotk 
stande. 
That  warre  is  such,  and  such  alwayes  it  was, 
Howe  chaunceth  then  that  many  take  in  hande 
To  ioy  in  warre,  whiles  granter  pleasures  passe* 
Who  compt  the  quiet  Buigher  but  an  Aise, 
That  Knes  at  ease  contented  with  his  owne. 
Whiles  they  seeke  more  and  yet  are  ouerthrowne. 

15  If  Mars  mooue  warre,  as  Starooooners  caa 

tel. 
And  poets  eke  in  fables  vse  to  faine. 
Or  if  Bellona  cause  mennes  beartes  to  swell 
By  deadly  grudge,  by  rancor  or  dysdaioe. 
Then  what  delight  may  In  that  lifie  remaine  ? 
Where  anger,  wmtht  teene,  mischiefis  and  debate^ 
Do  still  vpholde  the  pillars  of  the  State  ? 

16  If  Painters  craft  haue  truly  warre  dysplaydc. 
Then  is  it  woorsse  (and  badde  it  is  at  best) 
Where  townes  destroyde,  and  fields  with  blood 

berayde, 
Yong  children  slaine,  olde  widdowes  foole  oppreit, 
Maydes  rauisbed,  both  men  and  wiues  distrest: 
Short  tale  to  make,  where  sworde  and  cindimg 

flame 
Consume  as  much  as  earth  and  ayre  may  frame. 

17  If  pryde  make  sMirre  (as  common  people 

prrta) 
Then  is  it  good  (no  doubt)  as  good  may  bee. 
For  pryde  is  roote  of  euili  in  eoerie  state, 

.    *  The  Aotbort  definition. 
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The  towne  of  sinne,  the  very  fiseod  his  fee. 
The  heed  of  Hell,  the  boagb,  the  bnunch,  the 

tree. 
From  which  do  spring  and  tpnmte  each  flesUie 

seedes. 
As  nothiog  else  hut  moane  aod  myschiefe  hrecdes. 

18  Bot  if  warre  he  (as  I  haae  sayde  hefore) 
Gods  scourge,  which  doth  both  Prince  and  people 

tame. 
Then  warne  the  wiser  sorte  by  learned  lore. 
To  flee  from  that  which  bringetb  naught  but  blame. 
And  let  men  compt  it  griefe  and  not  a  game. 
To  feele  the  burden  of  Gods  mightie  hande. 
When  he  coociudes  in  iudgement  for  to  stande. 

19  Oh  Prince''  be  pleasde  with  thine  owoe  dia- 

deme. 
Confine  thy  countries  with  their  common  boundes, 
Enlarvfe  no  lande,  ne  stretch  thou  not  thy  streame, 
Penne  yp  thy  pleasure  in  Repentance  poundes, 
Least  thine  owoe  sworde  be  cause  of  all  thy 

woundcs : 
Claime  nought  by  warre  where  title  is  not  good, 
It  is  Gods  scourge,  then  Prince  beware  thy  blood. 

20  Oh  Dukes,  oh  Earls,  oh  Barons,  Knights  and 

squiers  ■, 
Xepe  you  content  with  that  which  is  yonr  owne. 
Let  branerie  neuer  bring  you  in  his  briers, 
Seeke  not  to  mowe  where  you  no  seede  haoe  sowne. 
Let  not  your  neighbors  house  be  ouerthrowne, 
To  make  your  garden  straight,  round,  euen  and 

square^ 
For  that  is  warre,  (Gods  aoouige)  then  Lordes  be- 


21  Oh  bishopt,  deacons,  prelates,  priests  and 

all*, 
Ariue  not  for  tjrthes,  for  gldielande,  nor  for  fees, 
For  polling  Peter  pens,  for  popish  Pall, 
For  proud  pluralities,  nor  newe  degrees. 
And  though  you  thinke  it  Inbberlike  to  leese, 
Yet  shoulde  you  lende  that  one  halfe  of  yoor 

cote: 
Then  Priests  leaue  wane,  and  leame  to  sing  that 

note. 

82  Oh  lawksse  Lawyers,>*  stoppe  your  too  long 

nose, 
Wherwith  you  smell  your  needie  neighbors  lacke. 
Which  can  pretende  a  title  to  suppospy 
And  in  3rour  rules  vplandish  loutes  can  racke. 
Till  you  haue  broughttheir wealth  vnto the  wiacke: 
This  19  plaine  warre,  although  you  terme  it  strife. 
Which  God  will  scourge,  then  Lawyers  leaue  this 

life. 

23  Oh  Merchants »  make  more  conscience  in 

an  oth. 
Sell  not  your  Silkes  by  danger  nor  deceyte, 
Breake  not  your  hankes  with  coine  and  credite 

botbe, 
Heape  not  yoor  hoordes  by  wllinesse  of  weyght. 
Set  not  to  sale  yonr  subtilties  by  sleight, 
Breede  no  debate  by  baigayning  for  dayes. 
For  God  will  skouige  such  guiles  tenne  thousand 

wayes. 

V  Prince.        t  Nobilitie.        •  PieUde. 
^  Lawyers.       «  Merchants. 


24  Oh  countrie  clo'vhies,!*  yonf  bttfses  see  you 

keepe. 
With  hedge,  and  ditche,  and  marke  y<ka  mead^ 

with  meares, 
I«t  not  dame  flatterie  in  your  bosonfe  6reepe, 
To  tell  a  fittone  in  your  Landlordes  eares,* 
And  say  the  ground  is  his  as  playoe  appeares. 
Where  you  but  set  the  bouuders  foorth  to  ferre: 
Plie  yon  the  plough  and  be  no  cause  of  warre. 

25  Oh  common  people's  clayme  nothing  but 

right. 
And  ceasse  to  seeke  that  you  hane  neuer  lost, 
Strine  not  for  trifles:  make  not  all  your  might 
To  put  your  neighbours  purse  to  oeedelesse  cost,- 
When  your  owne  gilte  is  spent,  then  ferewell  frost4 
The  Lawyer  gaynes,  and  leades  a  Lordly  lyfe. 
Whiles  you  leese  all  and  begge  to  stinte  yon 

stryfe;. 

26  Knew  Kings  and  Princes  What  a  payne  il 

were. 
To  wtnue  mo  realmes  than  any  witte  can  weelde^ 
To  pine  in  hope,  to  fr^  as  fast  for  feare. 
To  see  their  snbiects 'knurdred  in  the  fields 
To  loose  at  last,  and  then  themselues  to  yeeld. 
To  breake  sounde  sleepe  with  carke  and  inward 

care,  [fere. 

They  would  looe  peace,  and  bidde  wane  well  ta 

27  If  noble  men  and  gentle  Moodes  yborne. 
Wist  what  it  were  to  haue  a  widdowes  curse. 
Knew  they  the  skourge  of  God  (which  wrogs  doth 

skome) 
Who  sees  the  poore  still  wron^red  to  the  worse. 
Yet  stayes  reuenge  till  he  it  list  di^urse : 
Wist    they  what  were  to    catcbe  Gods  after 

clappes. 
Then  would  they  notoppresse  somnch  perhappet^ 

28  These  spirituaU  Pastors,  nay  these  qiitafoll 

Popes, 
Which  ought  to  tende  a  lanteme  to  the  rettf 
Had  they  themselues  hut  light  to  see  tbe  ropes. 
And  snares  of  Hell  which  for  their  feete  are  drest, 
Bicause  they  pill  and  pole,  bycauie  they  wrest. 
Bycause  they  couet  more  than  borrell  men, 
(Harde  be  their  hartes)  yet  would  they  tremble 

then. 

99  Lawyers  and  Marchants  put   them  both 

yfeare. 
Could  they  foresee  how  fest  theyr  heytes  lashe  out^ 
If  they  in  mi  ode  this  old  Proueibe  could  beare, 
De  bimis  makpartit  vix  (through  out) 
Gaudtbii  ierthu  kttret  out  of  doubt. 
They  would  pcrcase  more  peaOe  than  plea  pro^ 

cure, 
Since  goods  ill  got,  so  little  time  endure. 

30  Whiles  Pierce  the  Plowmi  hopes  to  plcke  » 

thSke, 
By  moning  bonndes  (which  got  skarce  gru'e  hti 

goose) 
His  Landlord  lawes  so  long  to  winne  that  banke^ 
Till  at  tbe  last  the  Perme  and  all  flies  loose. 
Then  ferewell  Pierce  the  man  proues  but  a  mOufi^ 
And  scekes.  a  cottage  if  he  could  one  get. 
So  fayre  he  flsht  by  mouing  mischief  yet. 


**  Hnihandrnt  n« 
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31  If  eommoD  people  could  foresee  the  fine, 
Which  lights  at  last  by  lashios:  out  at  lawe. 
'Shea  who  best  loues  this  question,  MyneorThjToe, 
Would  neuer  grease  the  greedy  sergeants  pawe. 
But  sit  at  home  and  leame  this  old  sayde  sawe. 
Had  1  renenged  bene  of  euery  harme. 

My  coate  had  neuer  kept  me  lialfe  so  \varme. 

32  But  whether  now  ?  my  wittes  are  went  awrie, 
I  haue  pre:iumde  to  preache  to  long  God  wote. 
Where  mine  empryse  was  well  to  testifie 

How  sweet  warre  is  to  such  as  knowe  it  not, 
I  haue  but  toucht  their  yll  luck  and  their  lot, 
Which  are  the  cause  why  strife  and  warres  begin. 
Nought  haue  I  sayd  of  such  as  serae  therein. 

33  And  therwithal  I  termed  haue  all  strife. 
All  quarellsy  contecks,  and  all  cruell  iarres, 
Oppressions,  bryberes,  and  all  greedy  life, 
1^0  be  (ta  genere)  no  bet  than  waiTes, 

Wherfoy  my  theame  is  stretcht  beyond  the  starres, 

And  I  am  entred  in  a  field  so  large, 

As  to  much  matter  doth  my  Mujie  surcharge. 

34  But  as  the  hawke  which  soareth  in  the  skie, 
And  clymbes  aloft  for  sollace  of  hir  wing, 

The  greater  gate  she  getteth  vp  on  highe. 
The  truer  stoupe  she  makes  at  any  thing: 
So  shall  you  see  my  Muse  by  wandering, 
Finde  out  at  last  the  right  aud  ready  way, 
Andkepe  it  sure  though  earst  it  went  astray. 

35  My  promisse  was,  and  I  recorde  it  so. 
To  write  in  verse  (God  wot  though  lyttle  worth) 
That  warre  seemes  sweete  to  such  as  little  knowe 
What  commes  therby,  what  frutes  it  bringeth  forth : 
Who  knowes  none  euil  his  minde  no  bad  abhorth, 
But  such  as  once  haue  fealt  the  skortching  fire. 
Win  seldome  (efte)  to  play  with  flame  desire. 

36  Then  warre  is  badde:  and  so  it  is  in  deede. 
Yet  are  three  sortes  which  therin  take  delight, 
But  who  they  be  now  herken  and  take  heede, 
For  (as  1  may)  I  meane  their  names  to  wrigbt. 
The  first  hight  Haughtie  barte,  a  man  of  might, 
The  second  Greedy  minde  most  men  do  call. 
And  Miser  (he  the  mome)  comes  last  of  all. 

37  As  for  the  fint^^,  three  sparkei  of  mighty 

moode 
Desire  of  fame,  disdayne  of  Idlenesse, 
And  hope  of  honor,  so  inflame  his  bloud. 
That  he  haunts  warre  to  winne  but  wortbinesse. 
His  doughty  deedes  alwayes  declare  no  lesse : 
Fo(  whyles  most  men  for  gaines  or  malice  fight. 
He  gapes  for  glory  setting  lyfe  but  light. 

38  O  noble  mind  :  alas  and  who  could  thiake. 
So  good  a  hart  so  hard  a  bappe  should  haue? 

A  sweete  perfume  to  fall  into  a  sinke, 
A  costly  iewell  in  a  swelling  wane. 
Is  happe  as  harde  as  if  in  greedy  graue. 
The  lustiest  lyfe  should  shryned  be  perforce, 
Before  dyre  deathe  gyue  sentence  of  diuorce« 

39  And  such  I  counte  the  bappe  of  Haughty 

hart. 
Which  hunts  (nought  els)  but  honor  for  to  get. 
Where treaaon,malycc,  ticknessey  sore  and  imarte, 

<4  Haughty  harts. 


With  many  myschieues  moe  his  purpose  tet. 
And  he  meane  while  (which  might  hane  spent  it 

bet) 
But  loseth  time,  or  doth  the  same  mispend. 
Such  guerdons  giues  the  wicked  warre  at  end. 

40  I  set  aside  to  tell  the  restlessetoyle. 
The  mangled  corps,  the  lamed  limbes  at  last. 
The  shortned  yeares  by  fret  of  feuers  fbjle. 

The  smoothest  skinne  with  skabbes  and  akarres 

disgrast, 
Tlie  frolicke  fisuour  fronnst  and  foule  defast. 
The  broken  sieepes,  the  dreadfoU  dreames,    the 

woe. 
Which  wonne  with  warre  and  cannot  from  him 

goe. 

41  I  list  not  write  (for  it  becommes  me  not) 
The  secret  wrath  which  God  doth  kindle  ofty 
To  see  the  sucklings  put  vnto  the  pot. 

To  heare  their  giltlesse  bloode  send  cries  alofte« 
And  call  for  vengeance  vnto  him,  but  sofle 
The  Souldiours  they  commit  those  lieyuous  actes. 
Yet  Kings  and  Captaynes  answere  for  such  £actes. 

4^  What  neede  me  now  at  large  for  to  re- 
hearse. 
The  force  of  Fortune,  when  she  list  to  frowne  f 
Why  should  I  heere  display  in  barreyne  vtase. 
How  realmes  are  turned  topsie  turuie  downe. 
How  Kings  and  Keysars  loose  both  clayme  an4 

crowne  ^ 
Whose  haughty  harts  to  hent  all  honour  haunte. 

Till  high  mishaps  theirdoughtiestdccdes  do  damite. 

• 

43  All  these  with  mo  my  penne  shall  ooerpass^ 
Since  Haughty  harte  hath  fixt  his  &nsie  thus. 
Let  chaunce  (sayeth  he)  be  fickell  as  it  was. 

Si  bonus  (in  re  mala)  Animus^ 

Nam  omne  solum  virofortis  I  us. 

And  fie  (sayeth  he)  for  goods  or  filthie  gaine, 

I  gape  for  glorie,  all  the  rest  is  vayne. 

44  Vayae  is  the  rest,  and  that  most  vayoe  of 

all, 
A  smouldring  smoke  which  flieth  with  euery  wind^ 
A  tickell  treasure,  like  a  trendlyng  ball, 
A  passing  pleasure  mocking  but  the  minde, 
A  fickle  fee  as  fonsie  well  can  finde. 
A  sommers  fruite  whiche  long  can  neuer  last. 
But  ripeneth  soone,  and  rottes  againe  as  fast. 

45  And  tell  me  Haughty  harte,  confesse  a  truth. 
What  man  was  aye  so  safe  in  Glories  porte? 
But  traynes  of  treason  (oh  the  more  the  ruth) 
Could  vndermine  the  Bulwarkes  of  this  forte. 
And  raze  his  ramparts  downe  in  snudrie  sorte? 
Searche  all  thy  bookes,    and  thou  shalt  findo 

therein. 
That  honour  is  more  harde  to  holde  than  winns* 

46  Aske  lolius  CsBsar'^  if  this  Ule  be  tnie. 
The  man  that  conquered  all  the  world  so  wide. 
Whose  onely  worde  commaunded  all  the  cme. 
Of  Romayne  Knights  at  many  a  time  and  Ude, 
Whose  pompe  was  thonght  so  great  it  could  not 

glide. 
At  last  with  bodkins  dubd  and  doust  to  death. 
And  all  his  glorie  hanisht  with  his  breath. 
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47  Of  malice  more  wbat  ilKwld  I  make  dis- 

Than  thyfoule  hl\  piondePompey'^by  thy  name, 
VThose  swell  ing  barte  enoying  Cauars  force. 
Did  boyle  and  borne  m  will  and  wicked  flame. 
By  his  downe  fall  thy  fonder  clyme  to  frame. 
Till  thine  owoe  head  bebathed  with  enmies  teares, 
Did  ende  tby  glorie  with  thy  yoothfull  yeares. 

4A  Alas  alas  how  many  may  we  reade, 
Whome  sicknessc  sithe  hath  cut  as  greene  as 
grasse  ?  [leade  ? 

Whome  colde  in  Campes  hath  cbanngd  as  pale  as 
Whose  greace  hath  molt  all  caffed  as  it  was, 
With  charges  gioeo,  with  skarmouchiog  in  chasse? 
Some  lamol  with  goute  (soone  gotten  in  the  field) 
Some  foi^t  by  fluxe  all  glorie  vp  to  yeeld« 

49  Of  soday ne  sores,  or  clappes  caught  Tnaware, 
By  swofde,  by  shotte,  by  mischief,  er  by  mine. 
What  neede  I  more  examples  to  declare. 

Then  Montacute>''  which  died  by  doome  deuine  ? 
For  when  be  had  all  France  defayct,  in  fine. 
From  lofty  towre  discoueriug  of  his  foes, 
A  Cannons  clappe  did  all  his  glorie  lose. 

50  I  had  forgot  (wherein  I  U'as  to  blame] 
Of  bolde  braue  Bourbon*'  somewhat  for  to  say 
That  Uaaghty  barte  whome  neaer  Prince  coold 

tame,  [way, 

Whome  neythcr  towne  could  stoppe  nor  wall  let 
Nor  king  nor  Keyser  could  bis  iomey  stay : 
Mis  Epitaph  downe  set  vpon  his  Tombe 
Declares  no  lesse :  I  leaue  it  to  your  dooote. 

Devkto  Gallo,  Avcio  Imperio^  Jhniifiet  obsttw,  I 

Roam  eapta,  Btirbonij  koe  marmor  babei  emeret^9» 

•     51  Oh  glorious  title  ringing  out  rniowne, 
Oh  Epitaph  of  honor  and  high  happe. 
Who  reader  the  same  as  it  is  there  set  downe. 
Would  thinke  that  Borbon  sate  in  fortunes  lappa. 
And  could  not  fall  by  cbauiice  of  after  clappe : 
Yet  be  that  wrote  this  tbundring  flattering  verse, 
I^fl  out  one  thing  which  1  must  needes  rehearse. 

52  For  when  he  had  his  king  by  warre  foredone* 
Enlai^rde  the  Empyre  and  besiegdc  the  Pope, 
Tane  Rome,  and  Italy  bad  oucrronne. 

Yet  was  he  forst,  alwayes  from  lawes  to  lope, 
And  trudge  from  triall  so  to  scape  the  rope : 
Yea  more  than  that  a  banisht  man  he  scrued. 
Least  loued  of  them  whose  thanks  he  most  de* 
serued. 

53  Lo  lordings  here  a  lesson  for  the  nones. 
Behold  this  glasse  and  see  yourselues  tberein. 
This  Epitaph  was  writte  for  worthy  ones, 

For  Haughty  harts  which  honor  hunt  to  winne. 
Beware  beware,  what  broylea  yon  do  begin. 
For  smiling  lucke  bath  oft  times  Finem  durmty 
And  therefore  thinke  potni  vidoria  Ouwh. 

54  And  yet  if  glory  do  your  harts  inflame. 
Or  bote  desire  a  haughty  name  to  haue, 

Or  if  you  thirst  for  high  renowne  or  fame. 
To  blase  such  brute  as  time  might  not  deprane. 
You  leese  the  labour  that  yon  might  well  sane: 
For  many  a  praysc  in  that  meane  while  you  past. 
Which  (bet  than  warre)  might  make  your  name 
to  last 

^  Pompey        >^  Montacote  Earle  of  Salisbury. 
ig  Borbon.        >9  Borbons  epitaph. 


55  As  first  (percase)  yon  skipt  Phylosopbie, 
That  noble  skill  which  doth  surmount  the  rest, 
Wberto  if  you  had  tied  your  meroorie. 

Then  bruntesof  warre  had  neuer  bnizdeyour  bres^ 
Yet  had  our  name  bene  blazde,  and  you  bene  blestt 
Aske  Aristotle^  if  1  speake  amis, 
Fewe  Souldiers  £sme  can  greater  be  than  his. 

56  Next  Rethorikf^,  that  hoonnie  barmelesse  arte* 
Which  conquers  moe  than  warre  can  well  subdue. 
You  past  it  by,  and  therfore  loose  your  parte 

Of  glories  great,  which  therevnto  are  due. 
And  might  by  right  your  names  for  aye  renue : 
Such  glory  loe  did  Cioero*>  attaine. 
Which  longer  lasts,  than  other  glories  vaine. 

57  Of  Phystke  speake  for  me  king  Auioen**, 
Who  more  esteemde  the  meane  to  sane  bimselfifi^ 
Than  lessons  leude  of  proude  ambitious  men. 
Which  make  debate  for  mucke  and  worldly  pelfie: 
Yet  was  his  glory  neuer  set  on  shelfe, 

Nor  neuer  shal,  whyles  any  worlde  may  stande. 
Where  men  haue  minde  to  take  good  bookes  in 
hande. 

58  What  shoulde  I  stretch  into  Astronomic? 
Or  maraels  make  of  Musikes  sugred  sounde? 
Or  beate  my  braynes  about  Geometric  ? 

Or  in  Arithmetike  of  artes  the  grounde  ? 
Since  euermore  it  is  and  bath  bene  founde. 
That  who  excels  in  any  uf  the  same. 
Is  sure  to  wiune  an  euerlasting  fame. 

59  My  meaning  is  no  more  but  to  declare, 
ThatHaugbtiehartesdo  spende  their  time  in  vaine. 
Which  followe  warres,  and  bring  themseloes  i« 

snare,  .        ' 
Of  sundrie  ylls,  and  many  a  pinching  paine. 
Whiles  if  they  list  to  occupie  their  braiue. 
In  other  feates  with  lesser  toii<^  ygot. 
They  might  haue  fisme  when  as  they  haue  it  not. 

60  Well,  Greedie  minde*J  is  of  another  moode. 
That  man  was  framde  out  of  some  other  molde. 
He  followes  warres  for  wealth  and  worldlie  p:ood. 
To  fill  his  purse  with  grotes  and  glistrinir  golde, 
He  hopes  to  buie  that  Hanghtie  harte  hath  sdde: 
He  is  as  bote  as  any  man  at  spoile. 

But  at  a  breach  he  keepeth  no  such  coyle. 

61  Alas  good  Greedie  minde,  and  canst  thou 

finde 
No  better  trade,  to  fill  thy  bojrAtrons  baggs } 
Is  witte  nowe  wente  so  wandring  from  thy  minde? 
Are  all  thy  points  so  voide  of  Reasons  taggs  ? 
Weil  so  mayst  thou  come  roysting  home  in  raggs. 
And  lose  thy  time  as  Haugbtie  harte  doth  eke, 
Whiles  like  a  dolt  thou  wealth  in  warre  dost  seke. 

62  O  bleareyde  foole,  are-  both  thine  eyes  be- 

blast?  [mend  thee. 

Canst  thou  not  see?  looke  Tp  (what  man  ?)  God 
Looke  at  these  Lawyers  howe  they  purchase  fast, 
Marke  «rbl  these  Marchants  (better  minde  God 

send  thee)  [thee. 

See  howe  the  sutes  of  silke  that  they  woulde  lende' 
And  many  mo  so  fine  in  fashion  stande. 
Till  at  the  last  they  pay  for  vnthrifUs  landCk 

«o  Aristotle.        •*  Cicero.        «'Auiceae. 
*i  Greedy  minde. 
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63  The  Gfaiier  gets  by  feeding  fotte  hie  neate. 
The  Clotbter  coynes  by  carding  locks  of  woolly 
The  Butcher  bolides  by  cutting  out  of  mente. 
The  Tannen  hydes  do  fill  bis  budget  full, 
The  Sheep  maister  his  olde  cast  eroanes  can  cnllt 
The  Shoomaker  can  shift  by  shaping  shooes. 
The  Craftie  bawde  can  Itoe  by  keeping 


64  The  gorgeoof  Goldesmith  getta  the  Dinell 

and  all. 
The  Haberdasher  heapetb  wealth  by  hattes. 
The  Barber  Hues  by  handling  of  his  ball, 
The  Coupers  house  is  heelde  by  hooping  fattes. 
The  Roge  rubbes  out  by  poysoning  of  Raties, 
The  Chaoell  raker  liueth  by  his  fee, 
Yet  conpt  I  bini  more  worthie  prayse  than  thee, 

65  To  rake  vp  rsrtchct  eaermore  by  wrong. 
To  roultiplie  by  mooning  of  myschiefe. 

To  liue  by  spoile  which  seeldome  lasteth  long. 
To  hoorde  rp  heapes  whiles  others  lacke  reliefe. 
To  wione  all  wealth  by  playing  of  the  theele^ 
is  not  so  good  a  gaine  I  dire  auowe. 
As  his  thf  t  lilies  by  toyling  at  the  plpwe. 

66  And  yet  the  drudge  that  delucth  in  the 

grpundoi 
The  poorest  pesan^  and  the  homeliest  hinde, 
The  meanest  man  thfit  euer  yet  was  founde, 
To  get  a  gaine  by  any  trade  or  kinde, 
Liues  more  at  rest  and  hath  more  ease  of  minde, 
More  sure  to  winne,  much  lesser  dread  to  Icese, 
Than  ai^y  page  that  liuei  by  Man  his  fees. 

67  Ne  will  I  yet  affray  the  doobtfoll  hartes 
Of  such  af  sceke  for  we)th  in  wane  to  (al. 
By  thundring  out  the  sundrie  sodaine  smartea 
Which  daily  chaonoe  as  fortune  trilles  the  b^ : 
IMSpeth  this  to  proooe  my  theame  wtthall. 
That  eoerr  bullet  hath  a  lighting  place, 
Though  Greedie  mi|(de    fbrseet|i  not  that  dit- 

gnc^ 

68  7*he  myit  of  More  would  hape|  doth  hleare 

his  eyes, 
po  is  he  aimde  with  anafice  alway, 
And  as  he  couets  piore  than  may  suffisci 
So  is  he  blinde  and  daaled  day  by  day, 
for  whiles  he  ventures  for  a  double  pay, 
lie  quite  forgets  the  pay  that  payes  for  all* 
Til  Leade  (for  Ooldp)  do  glut  his  greedie  gal. 

69  yea  thon^  be  gaine  and  cram  his  pnrae 

with  crounes. 
And  therewith  scape  the  fbenens  foree  in  fleUe, 
He  nought  fofcseeth   what  treasons  dwells  in 

Town^ty 
Ke  what  mishappes  his  yll  got  goods  may  yeelde: 
For  so  may  ebaonce  (and  scene  it  is  not  seelde) 
His  owne  companions  can  pontrioe  a  meane. 
To  cntte  hit  ^roate  and  rinse  his  budgets  clcane. 

70  Bnt  if  hp  wist,  or  had  the  witle  to  knowe. 
What  dangers  dwell,  where  might  beares  right 

adowne. 
What  inwarde  griefes  to  quiet  mindes  may  growe 
^y  greedie  thyrst  of  ryches  or  renowae, 
Where  wrong  of  warre  oft  timet  erects  the  ciowne, 
Pe  would  nercase  confesse  among  the 


71  So  that  I  say  at  eaitt  1  wyde  before. 
That  euen  as  Haughtie  harte  doth  hunt  in  Taioe^ 
Which  seekes  to  wione  most  honor  eoermore. 
By  baamting  wanes :  so  can  I  see  no  gaine, 
(With  calme  content)  to  feede  that  others  imine: 
Wherfbre  my  worde  is  still  (I  change  it  not) 
That  Warre  seemes  sweete  to  such  as  raoqge  it 
not. 

79  Well  then,  let  see  what  reason  or  what  mle 
Can  Miser**  moue,  to  march  among  the  rest : 
I  nieane  not  Miser  he  that  sterues  bis  Mule 
For  lacke  of  meate :  no  that  were  but  a  iest: 
My  Miser  is  as  braue  (sometimes)  as  best. 
Where  if  he  were  a  snudge  to  spare  a  groate. 
Then  Greedie  minde  and  he  might  weare  one 
coate. 

73  But  I  by  Miser  nseane  the  very  man. 
Which  is  enforst  by  chip  of  any  chaunce. 
To  steppe  aside  and  wander  nowe  and  than. 
Till  lowring  lucke  may  pipe  some  other  dannoe. 
And  in  meane  while  yei  hopetb  to  aduaunce 

His  staylesse  atate,  by  swordet  by  apeare,  by 

shielde. 
Such  bulwarkes(loe)  my  Miters  braine  doth  builde, 

74  The  fbrlome  hope,  which  haue  set  rp  their 

rest 
By  rash  expenoe,  and  knowe  not  howe  to  line. 
The  butie  braine  that  medleth  with  the  best^ 
And  gets  dysgrace  his  rashnesse  to  repreeue. 
The  man  that  slewe  the  wight  that  thought  to 

theeue. 
Such  and  suc^h  moe  which  flee  the  Catcbpols  fbt, 
I  coippt  them  Misers,  though  the  Sueene  it  wist 

75  And  yet  forsooth  these  loue  to  liue  in  wane. 
When  (God  he  knowes)  they  wote  not  what  i( 

meanes. 
Where  if  they  sawe  how  much  deceyued  they  ate. 
Whiles  they  be  brought  into  mine  vnclea  beanes. 
And  hoppe  in  ha^arde  by  their  headie  meanea: 
Then  woulde  they  leame  and  loue  to  Hue  at  home, 
||uch 'rather  yet  than  wide  in  warrea  to  rume. 

76  The  unthrift  he  that  selles  a  roode  of  lande. 
For  Flemish  stickesof  Silkes  and  such  like  wares •», 
Weenes  yet  at  last  to  make  a  happie  hande 

By  Uoudie  wane,  and  hopes  to  thredde  such 

shar^, 
In  goods  yll  got  to  oonntemaile  hit  caret. 
That  be  may  pnce  recoqer  his  ettate. 
To  roytt  againe  in  spite  of  Catchpollet  pate. 

77  The  restlessetong  that  tattleth  still  at  large. 
Till  iust  correction  cause  it  to  be  still ^, 

Is  banisht  oft,  and  sitts  in  Misers  barge. 
To  l^rydie  so  the  wandring  of  bis  will : 
Yet  when  he  heares  a  trumpet  sounding  shrill. 
He  followes  fost,  and  to  himselfe  he  sayct, 
Nowe  can  I  keepe  me  out  of  Catchpolt  wmyet. 

78  Tbe  bloudie  murdrerand  the  craftie  tbeefe*^. 
Which  haue  by  force  or  fraude  done  what  ofience. 
To  creepe  in  corners,  oh  they  thinke  it  lede. 
Though  Miser  there  do  pay  for  their  ezpence : 
Bnt  when  they  beare  a  pay  proclaimde  for  pence. 


*«  Miser.        «  Unthriftet. 
•'  Felont. 
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Loe  HMD  they  tnidge,  and  gape  to  get  sach  wealth, 
As  may  discharge  their  beads  from  hangmans 
health. 

79  Of  these  three  sortes  fUl  many  haue  I  seene. 
Some  hate  the  streates,  bicause  the  stones  were 

hot,  [our  2ueeiie) 

Some  sbuDde  the  Court  (and  though  they  Icivde 
Yet  in  the  Counsellors  wayes  they  stumbled  iiot, 
Sbme  might  not  drinke  of  Justice  Oriffyns  pot: 
But  all  and  Wome  bad  rather  fight  with  foes, 
Than  once  to  light  within  the  lappes  of  those, 

80  As  for  the  first  what  neede  I  nnich  to  wright? 
Since  now  adayes  the  Sunne  so  hoto  doth  shine, 
lliat  fewe  yong  Mouds  (vnleaw  it  be  by  night) 
Can  byde  the  streates:   no,  narrowe  lanes  be 

fine, 
Where  euery  shade  may  seme  them  for  a  shrine : 
But  in  Cheapside  the  Suune  so  scaldes  the  streete. 
That  euery  pauing  stone  would  partcb  their  feete. 

81  So  of  the  seconde  somwhat  could  I  say, 
Howe  tottling  tongs  and  busie  b3rting  peimes, 
Haue  fledde  fh>m  Court  long  sithens  many  a  day, 
And  bene  full  gladdfe  to  Inrke  in  Misers  dennes, 
Some  for  their  owne  speech,  some  for  other  mennes, 
Some  for  their  bookes  bicause  they   wrote  too 

much, 
Yea  some  for  rymes,  but  snre  I  knowe  none  such. 

82  And  for  the  thirde,  I  cannot  blame  them  I, 
If  they  at  barre  haue  once  heide  rp  their  baude. 
And  sine!t  the  smoke  which  might  haue  made 

them  firie. 
Or  leamde  the  leape  out  of  their  natine  lande. 
Me  thinke  if  then  their  cause  be  rightly  acande. 
That  they  should  more  delight  to  follow  drnmmes, 
Than  byde  at  home  to  come  in  hangmans  thnmbes. 

83  But  holla  yet,  and  lay  a  strawe  thereby. 
For  whyles  they  scape  for  one  offence  or  twaine. 
They  goe  so  long  to  schole  with  fellonie. 

And  leame  such  lessons  in  the  SoUiers  tniine, 
That  all  delayes  are  dalied  but  In  raine : 
For  commonly  at  their  home  come  they  pay, 
l*be  debt  which  hangman  cbumde  earst  many  a 
day. 

84  How  roach  were  better  then,  with  contrite 

barte 
First  to  repent,  and  then  to  make  amendes  ? 
And  therwithall  to  leame  by  troubles  smaiie, 
What  sweete  repose  the  lawfull  life  rs  leodes: 
For  when  such  plagues  the  mightie  God  vs  sendes. 
They  come  aswell  to  scourge  offences  past. 
As  eke  to  teache  a  better  trade  at  last. 

85  And  eke  how  much  were  better  for  the  first. 
To  beare  lowe  sayle,  beginne  the  worlde  anewe. 
And  stonde  content  to  muster  with  the  worst. 
Till  God  oouuey  them  to  some  bettor  crewe. 

It  better  were  to  bydde  all  pryde  adieu, 
And  tftoupe  betimes  in  hope  to  ryse  againe. 
Than  still  to  striue  against  the  streame  in  vaine. 

86  So  were  more  meeto  for  mealy  mouthed 

men. 
And  busie  medlers  with  their  Princes  mates, 
Wryters  and  rimers  for  to  tume  their  penne 
In  humble  style  veto  the  loftie  stotes. 
And  eke  with  toqgue  attending  at  their  gates, 


In  lowly  wise  their  fauonr  to  beseeehe. 

Than  still  to  stonde  in  stoute  and  stordie  speech. 

87  Bat  mighty  Mars  hath  many  men  in  store» 
Which  way  to  al  wayes  to  keepe  bis  kingdome  rp. 
Of  whome  no  one  duth  sbewe  his  seruice  more, 
Than  lingring  Hope  which  still  doth  beare  hir 

euppe. 
And  flatteringly  lendes  euery  man  a  suppe. 
Which  haunts    his  courto  or  in  his  pmgresse 

passe, 
Hope  brings  the  boll  whereon  they  all  must  quasse, 

88  Th'  ambitious  Prince  doth  hope  to  conquer 

all. 
The  ]>aket,  Earies,  Lords,  and  Knighte  hope  to  be 

kings. 
The  Prelates  hope  to  pnshe  for  Popish  pall, 
The  Lawyen  hope  to  purchase  wonderous  things, 
The  Merchaunts  hope  for  no  lesse  reckeniogs. 
The  peasant  hopes  to  get  a  Ferme  ai  least. 
All  mer\.are  guestes  where  Hope  doth  holde  the 

feast  ••. 

89  Amongst  the  rest  poore  Miser  is  so  dricy 
And  thristeth  so  to  teste  of  some  good  chaunge 
That  he  in  haste  to  Hope  ninnes  by  and  by. 
And  drinkes  so  deepe  (although  the  teste  be 

straunge,) 
That  madding  moode  doth  make  his  wittes  to 

raunge. 
And  he  runnes  on  were  Hope  doth  leade  the  way. 
Most  commonly  (God  knowes)  to  his  decaye. 

9<)  So  that  for  companie  he  sings  the  same, 
Which  Haughty  harte  and  Greedy  minde  do  sing. 
He  saieth  that  Bellum  bi-eedeth  grief  of  game : 
And  though  at  fir^tt  it  seeme  a  pleasant  thing 
At  last  (rayeth  he)  it  stnketh  with  a  sting. 
And  leaurs  a  skarre  although  the  wound  be  heal.l. 
Which  giues  disgrace  and  cannot  be  conceald. 

91  To  proue  this  true  how  many  in  my  dayes, 
(And  I  for  one)  might  be  rebearced  here. 
Who  after  proofe  of  diners  n-andring  wayes, 
Hane  bene  oonstreynd  to  nit  with  sori^  cheere, 
Cioie  in  a  comer  fomUed  vp  for  feare  ? 
Till  fro  such  dennes,  drummes  dubbe  hath  calld 

the  forth. 
To  chaunge  their  chaunce  for  lottos  (ofte)  little 

worth. 

93  But  here  (me  thinks)  I  beare  some  carping 
tong, 
That  barkes  apace  and  killes  roe  with  his  crie. 
One  thinkcs  he  sayes  that  all  this  gears  goeth 

wrong. 
When  workes  of  warre  are  wrotte  by  such  as  I, 
Me  tliinkes  I  beare  him  still  this  text  applie. 
That  enill  may  those  presume  to  teache  a  trade. 
Which  nay  theroseluesinSchoUers  roome  did  wade, 

93  And  for  bycanse  my  selfe  confessed  haue, 
That  (mora  than  might  by  Writte  expressed  be) 
I  may  not  seeme  aboue  my  skill  to  braue. 
Since  yet  mine  eyes  the  warres  did  neuer  see : 
Therefore  (say  some)  how  fonde  a  foole  is  he« 
That  takes  in  handeto  write  of  worthy  warre« 
Which  neuer  yet  hath  come  In  any  iarre } 

'    **  Hqp«  is  cupbearer  to  irar« 
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94  No  iarre  (grood  sir)  yet  yen  and  many  iarres, 
Por  though  my  pence  of  curtesie  did  putte, 

A  difference  twixt  broyles  and  bloudie  warres. 
Yet  haue  I  shot  at  niaister  Uellnmsbutle, 
And  throwen  his  ball  although  I  toncht  no  tutte: 
I  haue  percase  as  deepely  dealt  the  dole. 
As  he  that  hit  the  marke  and  gat  the  gole. 

95  For  I  haue  seene  full  many  a  Flush/ng  fraye**. 
And  fleest  in  Flounders  eke  among  the  reiit. 
The  bra^ge  of  Bruges,  M'here  was  I  that  daye  ? 
Before  the  walles  good  sir  as  braue  as  best, 
And  though  I  marcht  all  armde  withouten  rest. 
From  Aerdenbttrgh  and  back  agaiue  that  night. 
Yet  madde  were  he  that  would  haue  made  me 

knight. 

96  So  was  I  one  forsooth  that  kept  the  towne. 
Of  Aerdenburgft^  (withouten  any  walles) 
From  all  the  force  that  couM  be  dressed  downe, 
By  Alba  Duke  for  all  his  cries  and  calles, 
A  high  exployte.  Wee  held  the  Flemings  thralles, 
Seuen  dayes  and  more  without  or  bragge^  or 

blowet, 
For  all  that  while  we  neuer  herd  of  foes. 

91  I  was  agalne  in  trench  before  TVrgoer**, 
(I  dare  not  say  in  siege  for  bothe  mine  eares) 
For  looke  as  oft  as  euer  Hell  brake  lose, 
I  meanc  as  often  as  the  Spainish  peares, 
Made  salie  iborth  (I  speak  this  to  my  pheares) 
It  was  no  more  but  which  Cock  for  a  groate, 
Such  troupes  we  were  to  keepe  them  vp  in  coate. 

98  Yet  surely  this  withouten  brag^  or  boast. 
Our  English  blondes  did  there  fall  many  a  deede, 
Which  may  be  Chronicled  in  euery  coaste, 
For  bolde  attempts,  and  well  it  was  agreed. 
That  had  their  heades  bene  nilde  by  warie  heede, 
Some  other  fcate  had  bene  attempted  then, 
To  shew  their  force  like  worthie  English  men.        \ 

99  Since  that  siege  raysde  I  romcd  haue  about, 
In  Zeeland,  Holland,  Waterbnd,  and  all. 
By  sea,  by  land,  by  ayre,  and  all  throughout, 
As  leaping  lottes,  and  chance  did  seemc  to  call, 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  fortune  trilde  the  ball, 
Where  good  Guyllam  of  Nassau^*  badde  me  be, 
There  needed  I  none  other  guyde  but  he. 

100  Percase  sometimes  S.  6yptianspilgr3rmage, 
Did  carie  me  a  moneth  (yea  sometimes  more) 
To  brake  the  Bowres,  and  racke  tbem  in  a  rage, 
Bicanse  they  had  no  better  cheere  in  store, 
Beefe,  Mutton,  Capon,  Plouer,  Pidgeonj:,  Bore, 
Ail    this    was    naught,  *  and    fbr   no  Souldionrs 

toothe,  [soothe. 

Were  these  no  iarres?  (speake  now  Sir)  yes  fcr- 

101  And  by  my  troth  to  speake  etien  as  it  is, 
Suchprankes  were  plajrde  by  Souldjoors  dayly 

there. 
And  though  my  self  did  not  therein  amisse, 
(As  God  he  knowes  and  men  can  witnesse  beare,) 
Yet  since  I  had  a  charge,  I  am  not  cleare. 
For  seldome  climes  that  Captatne  to  renowne, 
Whose  Souldiomi  faults  so  plucke  his  honour 

downe. 

«•  Flash3mg  frayes  and  fleesing  of  Flaunders. 
«•  Aerdenburgb.      »>  Tergoes.     3*  The  Prince 
of  Oreoge  his  name  is  Guillam  of  Nasaaa. 


102  Well  let  that  passe  I  was  in  ronidi:  trttBcfa, 
At  Ramykmi»f  where  little  shotte  was  ap^Bt, 
For  gold   and  groates   their  matches   stUl   did 

quench  e. 
Which  kept  the  Forte,  and  forth  at  last  they  wenty 
So  pinde  for  hanger  (almost  teiine  dayea  pent) 
That  men  could  see  no  wrincles  in  their  Ikres:, 
Their  pouder  packt  in  eaues  and  priuie  pli 


103  Kext  that  I  serude  by  night  and  eke  by 
daie, 
By  Sea,  by  lande,  at  euery  time  and  tide. 
Against  Mountdragon  s^  whiles  he  did  assaie« 
To  lande  his  men  along  the  salt  sea  side. 
For  well  he  wist  that  Hamyhne  went  wide. 
And  therfore  sought  with  rictuall  to  aupplie, 
Poore  M^Uiebmrgh  which  then  in  «iuddes  did  lie. 

^     104  And  there  I  sawe  full  many  a  bold    at> 

tempt. 
By  seelie  soules  best  executed  aye. 
And  brauest  bragges  (the  foemens  force  to  tempt) 
Accomplished  but  ooldely  many  a  daye. 
The  SotUdiour  charge,  the  leader  lope  away. 
The  willing  drumme  a  lusUe  marche  to  soiuidey 
Whiles  ranke  retyrers  gaue  their  enlmies  groand. 

105  Againe  at  Sea  the  Souldiour  forward  still. 
When  Mariners  had  little  lust  to  fight. 
And  whiles  we   stale  twixt  faynte  and  forward 

will, 
Oiur  enemies  prepare  themselues  to  flight. 
They  hoyste  vp  saile  (o  wearie  worde  to  wright) 
They  hoyste  vp  saile  that  lacke  both  streame  and 

windes. 
And  we  stand  still  so  forst  by  frowarde  mindes. 

106  O  victorie :    (whome  Haughty  hartes  do 
hunte) 

O  spoyle  and  praye  (which  greedy  mindes  desire) 
O  golden  heapes  (for  whom  these  Misers  wonte 
To  follow  Hope  which  settes  ail  hartes  on  fire) 
O  gayne,  O  golde,  who  list  to  you  aspyre. 
And  glorie  eke,  by  bolde  attempts  to  winne. 
There  was  a  day  to  take  your  prisoners  in. 

1 07  The  shippes  retyre  with  riches  full  yfrangbt. 
The  Souldiours  marche  (meane  while)  into  the 

towne,  [aaug;ht. 

The  tide  skarce  good,  the  winde  stark  staring 
The  haste  so  hoate  that  (care  they  sinke  the 

sowne)  [adowne : 

They  came    on   ground,  and  strike  all   sayles 
While  we  (ay  me)  by  backward  saylers  ledde. 
Take  vp  the  worst  when  all  the  best  are  fledde. 

108  Such  triuphs  chance  where  such  lieute- 
nats  rule. 

Where  will  commaundes  when  skill  is  out  of  towne. 
Where  boldest  blondes  are  forced  to  recule. 
By  Simme  the  boteswayne  when  he  list  to  frowne. 
Where  Captaynes  crouch,  and  fishers  weare  the 

Crowne, 
Such  happes  which  happen  in  such  haplesse  warres. 
Make  me  to  tearme  them   broyles  and  beastly 

iarres. 

109  And  in  these  bmyles  (a  beastly  broyle  to 
wryte,) 

My  Coloncll,  and  I  fell  at  debate. 

So  that  T  left  both  charge  and  ofBce  qnite, 

A  Captaynes  charge  and  eke  a  Martials  state. 

Whereby  I  proued  (perhap   though  all  to  late) 

^  Ramykins.      m  A  coronel  of  the  kings  side. 
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HoiM  Mooe  they  f«H  wbicbe  lease  to  rotceii 

bowes.  [rowes. 

Such  faith  finde  they,  that  tnut  to  some  mens 

110  My  harte  was  high,  I  could  not  seeme  to 
Rerue, 

In  rcsrimcni  where  no  good  rules  rcmayne. 
Where  officers  and  snch  as  well  deserue, 
filiall  be  abu^de  by  euery  pnge  and  sivayne. 
Where  discipline  shall  be  but  deemed  vayne. 
Where  blockes  are  stridde  by  stumblers  at  a  strawe. 
And  where  seUe  will  must  stande  for  martiall 
lawe. 

111  These  things  (with  mo)  I  could  not  seeme 
to  beare, 

And  therevpon  I  crackt  my  staffe  in  two. 
Yet  stayde  I  still  though  out  of  pay  I  were. 
And  lea  me  to  line  as  priuate  Sonldionrs  do, 
I  liued  yet,  by  God  and  lacked  too : 
Till  at  theiast  when  Beiuots  fledde  amayne. 
Our   cnmpc   removde  to    streine   iht  Umde  van 

IIS  When  Bemuns^*''  fledde,  MmoUdra^m  came 
to  towne. 
And  like  a  Souldionr  MyifdtBjwgh  he  kept. 
But  courap<vnow  was  coldly  come  adownc. 
On  either  side  :  ami  quietly  they  slept. 
So  that  my  self  from  Zeland  lightly  lept. 
With  full  entent  to  taste  our  English  ale. 
Yet  first  I  ment  to  tell  the  Prince  my  tale. 

113  For  though  the  warres  waxt  colde  in  euery 
place. 

And  small  experience  was  there  to  be  scene. 
Yet  thought  I  not  to  parte  in  such  disgrace. 
Although  1  loQged  much  to  see  our  Sueene: 
For  be  that  once  a  hvred  man  hath  bene. 
Must  take  his  Maisters  leaue  before  be  goe, 
Unlesse  be  meane  to  make  his  frecnd  bis  foe. 

114  Then  went  I  straight  to  Dclfe*'',  a  pleasant 
towne, 

Unto  that  Prince,  whose  passing  virtues  shine, 
And  vnto  him  I  came  on  knees  adowne. 
Beseeching  that  his  excellence  in  fine. 
Would  graunt  me  leane  tu  see  this  countrey  mine : 
Not  that  I  wearie  was  in  warres  to  seme, 
Nor  that  I  lackt  what  s6  I  did  deserue. 

1 15  But  for  I  found  some  contecke  and  debate. 
In  regiment  where  I  wa«  woont  to  rule, 
And  for  I  fbunde  the  staie  of  their  estate, 
Was  forced  now  in  townes  for  to  recule, 
I  craued  leaue  no  longer  but  till  YWiS^, 
And  promist  then  tu  come  againe  Smufm^^ 
To  speode  my  bloud  where  it  might  him  anayle. 

116  The  noUe  Prince  gaoe  graunt  to  my  re- 
quest. 

And  made  me  passeporte  signed  with  his  scale, 
But  when  I  was  with  baggs  and  baggage  prest, 
Tho  Prince  began  to  ring  another  peale. 
And  sent  for  me,  (desiring  for  my  weale) 
That  I  would  stay  a  day  or  two,  to  see. 
What  was  the  cause  he  sent  againe  for  mee. 

9^  An  Hand  so  called  which  was  sore  spoyled  by 
our  countrymen. 

>^  A  corooel  of  the  kings  side  whiche  was  gouer- 
nour  of  Middelburgh  next  before  Motltdragon. 
^  A  towne  in  Holland.        >"*  Christmas. 


117  My  Coloiiell  was  nowe  come  to  the  Couite* 

;  With  whome  the  Prince  had  many  things  to  treateg 
And  for  be  boapte,  in  good  and  godlie  sorte, 
Tweene  bim  and  me  to  wofte  a  friendlie  foate. 
He  like  a  gracious  Prince  his  braines  did  beate. 
To  set  accorde  betweene  vs  if  be  might, 
Snch  paynes  he  toke  to  bring  the  wrong  to  right. 

118  O  noble  Prince,  there  are  too  fewe  lika 
thee. 

If  Vertoe  wake,  she  watcheth  in  thy  will. 
If  Justice  Hue,  then  surely  thou  art  bee. 
If  Grace  do  growe,  it  gmweth  with  thee  still, 
O  worthy  Prince  would  God  I  had  the  skill; 
To  write  thy  worth  that  men  thereby  might  see. 
How  much  tbey  erre  that  speake  amisse  of  thee. 

119  The  simple  Sottes  do  coumpt  tbee  simple 
too. 

Whose  like  for  witle  our  age  hath  seldome  bredde^ 
The  rayliug  roges  mistrust  thou  darest  not  do. 
As  Hector  did  for  whom  the  Grecians  fledde. 
Although  then  yet  werte  neuer  seene  to  dredde. 
The  slandrons  tongues  do  say  tbou  drinkst  to 

much, 
When  God  he  knowea  thy  eustome  is  not  suck. 

120  But  why  do  I  in  worthlesse  rerse  deuise. 
To  write  bis  prayse  that  doth  excell  mo  fisrre? 
He  heard  our  greeues  himself  in  gratious  wise. 
And  mildly  ment  to  ioyne  our  angry  iarre, 

He  ment  to  make  that  we  beganoe  to  marre: 
But  wicked  wrath  bad  some  so  fisrre  enraged. 
As  by  no  meanes  theyr  malice  could  be  swaged. 

121  Id  this  meane  while  the  Spainiards  came 
so  neare 

That  Delft  was  girt  with  siege  on  euery  side. 
And  though  men  might  take  sbippyng  euery 

where. 
And  so  be  gone  at  any  time  or  tide. 
Yet  truth  to  tell  (I  speake  it  for  no  pryde) 
I  could  not  leaue  that  Prince  in  such  distresse. 
Which  cared  for  me  and  yet  the  cause  much  lesse. 

122  But  see  mishappe  how  craftely  it  crcepes 
Whiles  fawning  fortune  firareth  foil  in  face. 

My  hcauie  harte  within  my  bdlte  weepes. 
To  rccken  here  a  droppe  of  darke  disgrace. 
Which  fell  vpon  my  pleasant  plight  apace. 
And  brought  a  packc  of  doubts  and  dumps  to 

pasKC, 
Whiles  I  with  Prince  in  loue  and  fauonr  was. 

133  A  worthie  dame  whose  prayse  my  pernio 

shal  write 
(My  sworde  shall  eke  hir  honour  still  defende) 
A  louing  letter  to  me  did  endight, 
And  from  the  Campe  the  «iame  to  me  did  sende, 
1  meane  from  Campe  where  foes  their  force  did 

bende: 
S'»c  sent  a  brief  vnto  me  hy  hir  mayde. 
Which  at  the  gates  of  Dtlfi  was  stoutely  stayde. 

-    124  This  letter  tane,  I  was  mistrusted  much. 
And  thought  a  man  that  were  not  for  to  truatei'*. 
The  Burghers  streight  began  to  beare  me  grutche. 
And  cast  a  snare  to  make  my  neckc  be  trust. 
For  when  they  had  this  letter  well  discust: 

*  The  frute  of  fansic. 
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They  wnt  it  me  by  bir  that  broaght  it  80» 
To  trie  if  I  would  keepe  it  close  or  no. 

135 1  redde  the  lines,  and  knowing  whence  they 
came. 
My  harmelesse  barte  began  to  pant  apace, 
Wei  to  be  playne.  I  thought  that  uener  Dame, 
Should  make  me  deale  in  any  doobtfuU  ease. 
Or  do  the  thing  might  make  me  hide  my  face: 
So  that  Ttito  the  Prince  1  went  forthwith. 
And  shewed  to  him  of  all  this  packe  the  pith. 

126  The  thing  God  knowes  was  of  no  great 
emport. 

Some  freendly  lines  the  Tertuoos  Lady  wrote 
To  me  hir  freend :  and  for  my  safe  passeporte. 
The  Camepomaster  Valdes  his  hand  was  gotte. 
And  scale  therewith,  that  I  might  safely  trotte. 
Unto  the  Haght*^  a  stately  pleasaunt  pfau:e. 
Whereas  remaynd  this  worthy  womans  grace. 

127  And  here  1  set  in  open  Terse  to  showr, 
The  whole  efGNt  wheifore  this  work  was  wroogfat. 
She  had  of  mine  (whereof  few  folkes  did  knowe) 
A  ooonterfayte,  a  thing  to  me  deare  bonght. 
Which  thing  to  bane  I  many  times  had  sought 
And  when  she  knew  how  much  I  did  estjeeme  it 
Sheeyowdetbat  none  but  1  shouM  thence  redeeme 

it 

128  I/>  here  the  caose  of  all  this  secrete  Height, 
I  sweare  by  loue  that  nothing  els  was  ment, 
The  noble  Prince  (who  sawe  that  no  deceipt. 
Was  practised)  gaoe  trust  to  mine  entent: 

And  leane  to  write  finom  whence  the  same  was 

senti 
Yet  still  the  Bowgers  (Buighers  should  I  saye) 
Eocreast  their  doubtes  and  watchtme  day  by  day. 

129  At  euery  porte  it  was  (forsooth)  belast^*. 
That  I  [(H  groem  Harmon  4>)  might  not  go  out, 
But  when  their  foes  came  skirmishin.ii:  full  fast. 
Then  with  the  rest  the  Greene  knight  for  them 

fought. 
Then  might  he  go  wttbool  mistrust  or  doubt: 
O  daMhen  piompes,  I  playne  without  cause  why. 
For  all  cardes  toide  there  was  no  foole  but  I. 

130  I  was  the  foole  to  fight  in  your  defence. 
Which  know  no  freende,  nor  yet  your  selues  full 

well, 
Yet  thus  you  see  how  paye  proclaymde  for  pence, 
Pulles  needie  soules  in  steade  of  heauen  to  hell. 
And  makes  men  hope  to  beare  away  the  bell. 
Whereas  they  hang  in  ropes  that  nener  rotte, 
Yet  warre  seemes  sweete  to  such  as  know  it  not 

131  Well  thus  I  dwelt  in  Df(fe  a  winters  tyde. 
In  Deife  (I  say)  without  one  pennie  pay : 

My  men  and  I  did  colde  and  hunger  bide, 
I'o  shew  our  truth,  and  yet  was  iieuer  day, 
Wherein  the  Spanyard  came  to  make  vs  play. 
But  that  the  Greene  knight  was  amongst  the  rest, 
like  lohn  Greyes  birde  that  ventred  with  the  best«. 

^  The  pleasauutest  Tillage  (as  1  thinke)  that  is 
in  Europe. 

^'  Foibidden.        ^  The  Greene  captaine. 
«  Aprouerbe. 


132  At  last  the  Priace  to  Zdaiid 
selfe. 

To  hunger  Middldiorgh,  or  make  it  yeeld. 

And  I  that  neuer  yet  was  set  on  shelf. 

When  any  sayld,  or  winde,  or  wauea  could  sfedd. 

Went  after  him  to  shew  my  sdfe  in  field. 

The  selfe  «ame  man  which  earst  I  Towed  to  be, 

A  tmstie  man  to  soch  a  Prince  as  be. 

133  The  force  of  Ftaumden^  BnhmU^  Get^», 
JVysf, 

HnumU,  Artoft^  hfegAmit  and  iMxmihrva^ 

Were  all  ybenty  to  bryng  in  new  supplies 

To  MydMmgh :  and  litUe  all  enough. 

For  why  the  GtMlx^  would  neythcr  bend  nor 

Ixmgh. 
But  etie  of  force  must  breakc  and  come  to  nouglit, 
AU  WMBten^  theirs,  or  fbi4^^  dearly  bo(«hU 

134  There  once  agayne  I  serued  Tpon  aeas» 
And  for  to  tell  the  cause  and  how  it  fell. 

It  did  one  day  the  Prinpe  (my  cbielUyne)  please. 
To  aske  me  thus:    Gascoigoe  (quoth  ha]  yoo 

dwell 
Amongst  ts  still :  and  thereby  seemetb  well. 
That  to  our  side  you  beare  a  feithfiill  barie^ 
For  else  long  since  we  should  haoa  seesM  yoa 

starte, 

135  But  are  (sayde  he)  yoor  SouldkMurs  by  your 
side? 

0  Prince  (quoth  I]  full  many  dayes  he  past. 
Since  that  my  charge  did  with  my  Crooell  ijyde: 
Yet  byde  I  here,  and  meane  to  be  with  last : 
And  for  foil  proofe  that  this  is  not  a  blast 

Of  glorious  taike :  1  crsue  some  fisher  boate. 
To  shew  my  force  among  this  forious  floate. 

136  The  Prince  gan  like  my  fejrth  and  forwai^ 
will, 

Equyppt  a  Hoye  ^  and  set  hir  ruder  sayle. 

Wherein  1  serued  according  to  my  skill. 

My  minde  was  such,    my  cunnii^    could  not 

quayle, 
Witbouten  bragge  of  those  that  did  assayle 
The  foemens  fleete  which  came  in  good  aray, 

1  put  my  selfe  in  formost  rauke  alway. 

137  Three  dayes  wee  fought,  as  long  as  water 
serued. 

And  came  to  ancor  neyghbourlike  yfeere. 

The  Prince  himselfe  to  see  who  best  deserued, 

Stoode  euery  day  attending  on  the  peere. 

And  might  behold  what  barke  went  formost  there: 

11)  harte  had  he  that  would  not  stoutely  fight. 

When  as  bis  Prince  is  present  still  in  sight. 

138  At  last  our  foes  had  tidings  ooer  lande^ 
That  ueare  toBergA47  their  fellowes  went  to  wrack- 
On  Sehdd^  they  mette  by  Bpner^wnU  a  bande 
Of  EddlblotU^^  who  put  their  force  abecke, 
Laoet  dt  Bofftoii  ^  did  put  them  there  to  sacfce. 
And  lost  an  eye,  bicaujie  he  would  resemble 

Don  Iidiau  a>,  whome  (there)  he  made  to  tranble. 

^  Protestants.     4*  The  Hand  wherein  Flashing 
doth  stand. 

^  Rigged  vp  and  fully  fomished.       ^  A  Towne. 
<•  A  River.      49  Lusty  gallants^     *•  The  adiai* 

raJ  of  flushing.        *'  lulian  de  Romero. 
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199  When  this  «M  knowen  Samao  de  Awla  ^» 
Who  had  the  charge  of  those  that  fbnght  with  vs. 
Went  yp  the  Hani  ^  and  tooke  the  ready  way. 
To  Armerpe  towne:  leaning  in  daonger  thns, 
Poore  BSyddaihmgk  which  now  wart  dolorous. 
To  see  all  hope  of  succour  shrinke  away,      [day. 
Whiles  they  lackt  bread  and  had  done  many  a 

140  And  when  jMo^uttdrogon  might  no  more 
endnret 

He  came  to  talke  and  rendred  all  at  last. 
With  whome  1  was  within  the  Cittie  sure. 
Before  he  went,  and  on  his  promisse  past. 
Such  trust  I  had  to  tbinke  his  fayth  was  ikst: 
I  diode,  and  sopt,  and  laye  within  the  towne, 
A  daye  before  he  was  from  thence  ybowne. 

141  Thus  Mtddkburgh,  Armew,  and  all  therest. 
Of  IVdkers  lie  became  the  Princes  pray, 

Who  gaue  to  me  bycaose  1  was  so  prest. 
At  such  a  pinche,  and  on  a  dismall  day. 
Three  hnndreth  gildems  good  aboue  my  pay. 
And  bad  me  bide  till  his  abilitie. 
Might  better  gwerdoo  my  fidelitie. 

142  I  will  not  lie,  these  Gildems  pleasd  me 
well. 

And  much  the  more  bycaose  they  came  Tncraned, 
Though  not  vnneeded  as  my  fortune  fell. 
But  yet  thereby  my  credite  still  was  saued. 
My  shores  were  payde,  and  with  the  best  1  braued. 
Till  (lo)  at  last,  an  English  newe  relief. 
Came  ouer  seas,  and  Chester  was  their  chief. 

143  Of  these  the  Prince  perswaded  me  to 
take, 

A  band  in  charge  with  Coronels  consent. 

At  whose  requests  I  there  did  undertake. 

To  make  OMne  ensigne  once  againe  ftill  bent, 

And  sooth  to  say,  it  was  my  full  entent. 

To  loose  the  sadle  or  the  horse  to  winne. 

Such  baplesse  hope  the  Prince  had  brought  me  in. 

144  Sonldiours  behold  and  Captaynes  marke  it 
well, 

How  hope  is  harbenger  of  all  misbappe  "*, 
8ome  hope  in  honour  for  tobeare  the  bell, 
Some  hope  for  gaioeand  venture  many  a  clappe. 
Some  hof>e  for  trust  and  light  in  treasons  lappe. 
Hope  leadesthe  way  our  lodging  to  prepare. 
Where  high  mbhap  (ofte)  keepes  an  Inne  of  care. 

145  I  hoapt  to  shew  such  force  agaynst  our  foes, 
That  those  of  Dr^niight  see  how  true  I  was, 

1  hopt  in  deede  for  to  be  one  of  those  [passe, 

Whome  fame  should  follow,  where  my  fieete  should 
I  hoapt  for  gaynes  and  founde  great  losse  alas : 
I  hoapt  to  winne  a  worthy  Souldiours  name. 
And  light  on  lucke  which  brought  me  still  to  blame. 

146  In  VaUterAurgh  (a  fort  but  new  begonne) 
With  others  moe  I  was  ordeynde  to  be. 

And  forre  beforne  the  worke  were  halfway  done. 
Our  foes  set  forth  our  sorie  seate  to  see. 
They  came  in  time,  but  cursed  time  for  mee, 
They  came  before  the  courtine  raysed  were. 
One  onely  foote  aboue  the  trenches  there. 

^  The  castellane  of  An  werp.        ^)  A  river* 
H  Hope  is  the  berbenger  of  misbappe. 


147  What  should  we  do,  bare  enaigiies  lately 
prest. 

Fine  hnndreth  men  were  all  the  bulke  we  bare. 
Our  enlmies  three  thousand  at  the  least. 
And  somncb  more  they  might  alwayes  prepare : 
But'  that  most  was,  the  truth  for  to  declare. 
We  had  no  store  oC  pooder,  nor  of  pence. 
Nor  meate  to  eate,  nor  meane  to  make  defence* 

148  Here  some  may  say  that  we  were  much  te 
blame. 

Which  would  presume  in  such  a  place  to  hyde^ 
And  not  foresee  (how  cuer  went  the  game) 
Of  meate  and  shotte  our  souldiours  to  pronide : 
Who  so  do  say  haue  reason  on  their  side. 
Yet  proues  it  still  (though  ours  may  be  the  blot) 
That  warre  seemes  sweete  to  such  as  know  it  not. 

149  For  had  our  forte  bene  fully  fortified. 
Two  thousand  men  had  bene  but  fow  enow, 
To  man  it  onee,  and  had  the  truth  bene  tried. 
We  cotild  not  see  by  any  reason  how. 

The  Prince  could  send  vs  any  succour  now. 
Which  was  constreynd  in  townes  himself  to  shield. 
And  had  no  power  to  shew  bis  force  in  fielik 

150  Herewith  we  had  nor  powder  pi^kt  in  store* 
Nor  fiesh,  nor  flshe,  in  poudring  tubbes  yput. 
Nor  meale,  nor  malt,  nor  meane  (what  would  yon 

more :) 
To  get  such  gears  if  once  we  should  be  shut. 
And  God  he  kiiowes,  the  English  Souldiours  gut. 
Must  haue  bis  All  of  victuatles  once  a  day. 
Or  els  be  will  but  homely  eame  his  pay. 

151  To  ^use  onrselaes,  and  Corooell  withalt^ 
We  did  foretell  the  Prince  of  all  these  needes. 
Who  promised  alwayes  to  be  our  wall, 

And  badde  vs  trust  as  troely  as  our  creedes. 
That  all  good  wordes  should  be  performd  with 

deedes, 
And  that  before  our  foes  could  come  so  neare. 
He  would  both  send  rs  men  and  merrie  cheare. 

152  Yea  Robyn  Hoode,  our  foes  came  downe' 
apace. 

And  first  they  chargde  another  Forte  likewise^ 
Alphtn  I  meane,  which  was  a  stronger  place. 
And  yet  to  veake  to  keepe  in  warlike  wifie. 
Fine  other  bandes  of  English  Fanteries  u. 
Were  therein  set  for  to  defend  the  same. 
And  them  they  chargde  for  to  beginne  the  game. 

153  This  Forte  fro  ours  was  distant  ten  good 
miles, 

I  meane  such  myles  as  English  measure  makes, 
Betweene  vs  both  stuode  Lffim  towne  therewhiles. 
Which  euerie  day  with  foyre  wordes  undertakes, 
To  feede  vs  fet  and  cramme  vs  vp  with  cakes. 
It  made  vs  hope  it  wouM  snpplie  our  neede. 
For  we  (to  it)  two  Bulwarkes  were  in  deede. 

134  B%it  when  it  came  vnto  the  very  pinche, 
Ltydtn  farewell,  we  might  for  Ltfien  sterue, 
I  like  him  well  that  promiseth  an  inche, 
And  payee  an  ell,  but  what  may  be  desenie 
That  flatters  much  and  can  n9  fayth  obseruc? 
And  old  sayd  sawe,  that  fey  re  wordes  make  fooletf 

fayne. 
Which  proueibe  true  we  proued  to  our  payna, 

*'  Footemen, 
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155  A  coofereaee  amoni:  our  teliaet  we  eaU^ 
Of  Oflioen  and  Captaynes  all  yfeen. 
For  truth  (to  idl)  the  Sooldioiin  were  ajnU* 
And  when  we  askit,  nowe  mates  what  merie  cfaeere  ? 
Their  aunswere  was:  it  is  no  hidjrng  bens. 
So  that  perforoe  we  must  from  thence  be  gone, 
Unlesse  we  ment  to  keepe  the  pUce  alooel 

15^  Herewith  we  thought  that  if  in  time  we 
went. 
Before  all  streights  were  stopt  and  taken  vp. 
We  might  (perhaps)  our  enimies  preuent, 
And  teach  them  eke  to  taste  of  sorowes  cuppe. 
At  Maesland  Sbqfse,  wee  hoped  for  to  suppe, 
A  plare  whereas  we  might  good  seruice  do, 
"To  keepe  them  out  which  tooke  it  after  too* 

157  Whiles  thos  we  talke,  a  messenger  behold. 
From  Alpbem  came,  and  told  ts  heaujr  newes, 
Captaynes  (quod  he)  hereof  yon  may  be  bolde. 
Not  one  poore  soule  of  all  your  fellowes  erewes. 
Can  scape  aliup,  they  haue  no  choyse  to  choae: 
They  sent  me  thus  to  bidde  you  shifte  in  time. 
Els  looke  (like  them)  to  sticke  in  Spainish  lime. 

158  Thus  tale  once  tolde  none  other  speech 
prenayldey 

But  packe  and  trudge,  al  leysttre  was  to  long, 
Ta  mende  the  marte^  or  watche  (which  neuer 
Descried  our  foes  which  marched  all  along, [fiiylde) 
And  towards  ts  began  in  hast  to  throng* 
So  that  before  our  laste  could  passe  the  porte. 
The  foremost  foes  were  now  within  the  Forte, 

159  I  promest  once  and  did  performe  it  too. 
To  bide  therein  as  long  as  any  would. 

What  booted  that?  or  what  could  Captaynes  doo. 
When  common  sorte  would  tarie  for  no  gould? 
To  speake  a  troth,  the  good  did  what  they  oould, 
To  keepe  the  badde  in  nnkes  and  good  araye. 
But  labour  k>st  to  bold  that  will  away. 

160  It  needelesse  were  to  tell  what  deedes  were 
donoe, 

Kor  who  did  best,  nor  who  did  worrt  that  day« 
Nor  who  made  head,  nor  who  began  to  ranue. 
Nor  ia  retreate  what  chief  was  last  alway. 
But  Sonldionr  like  we  held  our  enimies  play : 
And  euery  Captajme  straue  to  do  his  b^t. 
To  stay  bis  owne  and  so  to  stay  the  rest. 

161  In  this  retyre  tbree  English  miles  we  trodde. 
With  to  face  foes  and  shot  as  thicke  as  hayle. 
Of  whose  choyce  men  foil  fiftie  sonles  and  odde, 
We  layed  on  ground,  this  is  withouten  foyle. 
Yet  of  our  owne,  we  lost  but  three  by  tale: 

Our  foes  themselues  eonfost  they  bought  foUdeere, 
The  bote  pursute  whicbe  they  attempted  there. 

1 6S  Thus  came  we  late  at  last  to  Leyden  walles. 
Too  late,  too  soone,  and  so  may  we  well  say. 
For  notwithstanding  all  our  cries  and  callcs. 
They  shut  their  gates  and  turnd  their  eares  away : 
In  fine  they  did  forsake  ts  euery  way, 
And  badde  ts  shifte  to  saue  ourselues  apace. 
For  vnto  them  were  fonde  to  trust  for  giace. 

168  They  neither  gaue  ts  meate  to  feede  rpon. 
Nor  drinke,  nor  powder,  pirkar,  toole  nor  spade. 
So  might  we  steme,  like  misers  woe  begone. 
And  fend  our  foes,  with  blowet  of  English  blade. 


For  ihotte  was  simmke,  and  jbift  ooald 

made: 

Tea  more  than  this,  wee  stoode  in  open  lieldc^ 
Without  defense  from  shotte  oor  seines  to  shiehle* 


164  This  thus  wel  weyed,  wfaS  weary  nigbt  was 
past,  [draaunes. 

And   day  gan   peepe,  wee   beard  the    BpmtuA 
Which  stroke  a  marche  about  vs  round  to  cast. 
And  foorth  wtthall  their  Easifnes  quickly  comes. 
At  sight  whereof,  our  Souldioun  bitte  their  thomes: 
For  well  they  wist  it  was  no  boote  to  flie. 
And  biding  there,  there  was  no  boote  but  ific. 


165  So  that  we  sent  a  drumme  to 
talke. 

And  canse  to  JhrUt  middle  way  betweene, 
Momiem  de  lioprci ,  and  Mtirio  did  walke. 
From  foemeos  side,  and  from  oor  skle  were 
My  self,  that  matche  for  Mario  might  bene 
And  Captaytie  Shefdi  borne  of  noble 
To  matche  dn  Lkfues,  which  there 
place. 

166  Thus  met  we  talkt,  and  stoode  rpon  our 
toes,  [tent. 

With  great  demaundes  whome  little  might  coa- 
We  craned  not  onely  freedome  from  our  fees. 
But  shippyng  eke  with  sayles  and  all  foil  bent. 
To  come  agahM  from  whence  we  6r8t  were  went: 
I  meane  to  come,  into  our  English  coast. 
Which  soyle  was  sure,  and  might  coninit  ▼• 


167  An  old  sayde  sawe,  (and  ofta  aeenc) 
whereas. 

Thou  oomate  to  crane,  and  donbtst  for  to  obtay  oe» 
IfuifMMm  ptte  (then)  vt  mqiatmfira»^ 
Hits  had  1  heard,  and  sore  I  was  full  fojme. 
To  proue  what  pn>fite  we  thereby  might  caynet 
But  at  the  last  wheii  time  was  stolen  away, 
Wc  were  full  gladde  to  play  another  play. 

168  We  rendred  then  with  safetie  for  our  liuei. 
Our  Ensignes  splayed,  and  manygiog  our  armes 
With  furder  fay th,  that  from  all  kinde  of  gines. 
Our  souldiours  should  remayne  withouten  b 
And  sooth  to  say,  these  were  no  folse  allames, 
For  why?  they  were  within  twelue  day 

charged. 
And  sent  away  from  prysoo  quite  enlai^gad. 

169  They  were  sent  home,  and  we  remayord 
In  pr}'9on  pent,  but  yet  right  gently  vsed,  £stiU, 
To  take  our  Hues,  it  was  not  Lkqnes  will, 

(That  noble  blood,  which  ncner  man  abusedp) 
Nor  euer  yet  was  for  hi^  faith  accused. 
Would  God  I  had  the  s»kiU  to  write  his  prayse. 
Which  lent  roe  comfort  in  my  dolefull  dayes. 

170  We  bode  behind,  foure  moneths  or  little 
lessc. 

But  whererpon  that  God  he  knowes  not  I, 
Yet  if  I  might  be  bolde  to  giue  a  gesse. 
Then  would  I  say  it  was  for  to  espie. 
What  raunsome  we  would  pay  contentedly: 
Or  els  to  know  how  much  we  were  esteemde. 
In  England  here,  and  for  what  men  ydeemde. 

171  Now  so  it  were,  at  last  we  were  dispatcbt. 
And  home  we  came  as  children  come  firom  acboole. 
As  gladde,  as  fishe  which  were  but  lately  catcbt. 
And  itraight  againe  were  cast  into  the  poole: 
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For  by  my  fiiy  I  coatnpt  bim  bnt  a  fbolet 
Which  would  not  ratber  poorely  line  at  large, 
Tbaa  resi  in  piyson  fedde  with  costly  eharg^e. 

178  Now  baue  I  tolde  a  tedious  tale  in  rime. 
Of  my  mishappes,  and  what  ill  lucke  1  had, 
Yet  some  may  say,  that  all  to  lowde  I  chime. 
Since  that  in  warres  my  fortune  was  not  badde, 
And  many  a  man  in  pryson  would  be  Kladde, 
To  fiire  no  worse,  and  lodge  no  worse  than  wee, 
And  eke  at  last  to  scape  and  go  so  free. 

173  I  must  coufesse  that  both  we  were  well  Tsed, 
And  promise  kept  according  to  contract. 

And  that  nor  wee,  nor  Souldiours  were  abused. 
No  rigour  shewed,  nor  loudy  dealing  lackt: 
I  must  coufesse  that  we  were  neuer  rackt. 
Nor  forst  to  do,  nor  speake.  agaynst  our  will* 
And  yet  I  coumpt  it  iroward  fortune  still. 

174  A  truth  it  is  (since  warres  are  ledde  by 
chaunoe. 

And  none  so  stoute  but  that  som^timea  may  ihll,) 
No  man  on  earth  his  honour  might  aduauncey 
To  render  better  (if  he  once  were  thrall) 
Why  who  could  wishe  more  curaforte  at  his  call. 
Than  for  to  yeeld  with  eosigne  full  displayde. 
And  all  aimes  borne  in  warlike  wise  for  ayde? 

175  Or  who  could  wishe  dispatche  with  greater 
speedCf 

Than  souldiours  had  which  taried  so  fpw  dayes? 
Or  who  could  wishes  more  succour  at  his  neede. 
Than  vsed  was  to  them  at  all  assayes? 
Bread,  meate,  and  driiike,  yea  wagons  in  their 

wayes, 
To  ease  the  sicke  and  hurte  which  could  not  go, 
All  tane  in  warres,  are  sddome  vsed  so. 

176  Or  who  could  wishe  (to  ease  his  captiue 
dayes) 

More  libertie  than  on  his  fayth  to  rest? 
To  eate  and  drinke  at  Barons  borde  alwayes. 
To  lie  on  downe,  to  banquet  with  the  best. 
To  baue  all  things,  at  euery  iuat  request. 
To  borowe  coyne,  when  any  seemde  to  lacke, 
To  haoe  his  owne,  away  with  him  to  packe? 

177  All  this  and  more  I  must  confesae  we  had, 
Ood  sane  (say  I)  our  noble  dueene  tberfore. 
Him  UUt  iackrauBp  there  lays  the  padde. 

Which  made  the  strawe  suspected  he  the  Bore, 

For  trust  me  tnie,  they  coneted  full  sore. 

To  keepe  our  Sueene  and  oountrie  fut  their 

liieiides. 
Till  all  their  warres  might  grow  to  hickie  endes. 

178  Bnt  were  that  once  to  happy  ende  ybrought. 
And  all  stray  sheepe  come  home  agayne  to  ft^de. 
Then  looke  to  dore:  and  thinke  the  cat  is  nought. 
Although  she  let  the  mouse  from  out  hir  holde: 
Beleoe  me  now,  me  thinkes  I  dare  be  bolde. 

To  thinke  that  if  they  once  were  freendes  againe, 
We  might  aoone  sell,  all  fireeadship  found  in 
l^ine. 

179  Well  these  are  woardes  and  fiirre  beyod 
my  reach. 

Yet  by  the  way  receyue  them  well  in  worth, 
And  by  the  way,  let  neuer  Licquet  appeach 
My  rayling  penae,for  thoughe  my  minde  abhorrth. 
All  Spainish  prankes:  yet  must  1  thunder  forth 


His  warthy  prayae,  who  held  bia  Myth  ▼nsta^ned. 
And  euermore  to  vs  a  freend  remaynedi 

180  Why  sayed  I  then,  that  warra  is  full  of 
woes^ 

Or  sowre  of  taste,  to  them  that  know  it  best? 
Who  so  demaundes,  I  will  my  miude  disclose. 
And  then  iudge  you  the  burdens  of  my  brest: 
Marke  well  my  wordes  and  you  shall  iinde  him 

bleiit. 
That  medleth  least  with  warres  in  any  wise. 
But  quiet  liues,  and  all  debate  defies. 

181  For  though  we  did  with  truth  and  honaur 
Yet  yeelding  is  alwayes  a  great  disgrace,    [yeal^ 
And  though  we  made  a  braue  retyre  in  field. 
Yet  who  retyres,  doth  alwayes  yeeld  his  plaoa: 
And  though  we  neuer  did  our  selues  embase. 
But  were  alwayes  at  Barons  table  fedde, 

;  Yet  better  were  at  home  with  Bariie  breade. 

18^  I  leaue  to  tell  what  losse  we  did  sustaiii^ 
In  pens,  in  pay,  in  wares,  aad  readie  wealth. 
Since  all  such  trash  may  gotten  be  againe. 
Or  wasted  well  at  home  by  priuie  stelth: 
Small  losse  bath  be  which  all  his  Uuing  seltb» 
To  saue  his  life,  when  other  helpe  is  none. 
Cast  vp  the  saddle  when  the  horse  is  gi>ne.  ^ 

188  But  what  I  sayde,  I  say  and  sweare  agmne^ 
For  first  we  were  in  Hollande  sore  suspect^ 
The  staUjs  did  thinke,  that  with  some  filthie  gaine 
The  Spainish  peeres  vs  Captaines  had  infect^ 
They  thought  we  ment  our  ensignes  to  erect 
In  Kings  behalfe:  and  eke  the  common  sorte* 
Thought  priuy  pay  had  made  vs  Icaue  our  forte. 

184  Againe,  the  Kings  men  (onely   Licques 
except. 
And  good  Verdugo^^)  thought  we  were  too  well» 
And  that  we  were  but  playde  with  in  r<ispect. 
When  as  their  men  in  great  distt^esse  did  dwell; 
So  that  with  hate  their  burning  hartes  did  swells 
And  bad  hang  vp  or  drowne  vs  eueiycbone, 
These  bones  we  bad  alway  to  byte  vpmu    > 

165  This  sause  we  had  vnto  our  costly  fare. 
And  euery  day  we  threatned  were  in  deede, 
So  that  on  both  sides  we  must  byde  the  care^ 
And  be  mistrust  of  euery  wicked  deede, 
And  be  reuilde,  and  must  our  seines  yet  feede 
With  lingring  Hope,  to  get  away  at  last. 
That  selfe  same  Hope  whicbe  tyed  vs  there  so  fiut, 

1 86  To  make  vp  all,  our  owne  men  playde  their 
parte. 

And  rang  a  peale  to  make  vs  more  mystnist. 
For  wheu  they  should  away  from  vs  departe, 
And  sawe  vs  byde,  they  thought  we  stayed  for  Itistp 
And  sent  them  so  in  secrete  to  be  trust:       [solde 
They  thought  and  sayde,  thus  hauc  our  Captainea 
Us  siily  soules,  for  groates  and  glistring  golde. 

187  Yea,  when  they  were  to  England  safely 
brought. 

Yet  talkte  they  still  euen  as  they  did  before: 
For  slaundrous  tongues,  if  once  they  tattle  ought. 
With  mickell  paye  will  chaunge  their  wicked  lore: 
It  hath  bene  proued  ftill  many  dayes  of  yore, 
Hiat  be  which  once  in  slander  takes  delight. 
Will  seldome  firame  his  woordes  to  sounde  aright* 

^  A  oaronell  of  thf  kings  side. 
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188  Strtttoga  Ule  to  tcU^  we  that  had  Mi  then 
free. 

And  set  onnelues  on  sendee  for  their  expence. 
We  that  remaynd  in  daunger  of  the  tree. 
When  they  were  safe,  we  that  were  their  defence. 
With  annet,  with  cost,  with  deedes,with  eloqoance: 
We  that  saned  such,  as  knew,  not  where  to  flie. 
Were  now  by  them  accusde  of  trecherie. 

189  These  fruits  (I  say)  in  wicked  wanes  I 
fonnde,  [would. 

Which  make  me  wryte  much  more  than  else  I 
For  lojise  of  life,  or  dread  of  deadly  wounde. 
Shall  neoer  make  me  blame  it  though  I  could. 
Since  death  doth  dwell  on  euerie  kinde  of  mould : 
And  who  in  warre  hath  caught  a  Htall  clappe, 
Might  channce  at  home  to  haue  no  better  happe. 

190  So  losse  of  goodes  shall  neuer  traoble  me. 
Since  Ood  which  giues  can  take  when  pleeaeth  him. 
But  losse  of  fame  or  slaundretl  so  to  be. 

That  makes  my  witbn  to  breeke  aboue  their 

brimme. 
And  frettes  my  harte,  and  lames  me  enery  limme: 
For  Noble  minds  their  honour  more  esteeme, 
TbaB  worldly  wights,  or  wealth,  or  life  can  deeme. 

191  And  yet  in  warres,  such  graffes  of  grudge 
do  growe, 

Sttch  lewdnesse  lurkes,  such  malice  makes  mischief. 
Such  enuie  boyles,  such  falshood  fire  doth  blowe« 
That  Bonntie  bornes,  and  truth  is  called  thief. 
And  good  desertes  are  brought  into  such  brief. 
That  Slaunder  snufle  which  sweares  the  matter  ont. 
Brings  oftentimea  the  noUeat  names  in  doubt. 

19ff  Then  whether  I  be  one  of  Haughty  harte. 
Or  Greedy  minde,  or  Miser  in  decay, 
I  sayde  and  say  that  for  mine  owne  poore  parte, 
1  may  confesse  that  Bellum  euery  way. 
Is  Sweete:   but  how?    (beare  well  my  wooides 
Forsooth,  to  such  as  neuer  did  it  trie,         [away) 
This  is  my  Theame  1  cannot  chaunge  it  I. 

PUtORATIO. 

193  O  noble  fiueeneS^,  whoae  high  foresight 
prouides. 

That  wast   of    warre,    your  realmes  doth  not 

destroye. 
But  pleasaunt  peace,  and  quiet  concord  glydea^ 
In  euery  coast,  to  driue  out  darke  anoye, 
O  Tcrtuous  dame,  I  say  Birdonez  mog. 
That  I  presume  in  worthlessc  verse  to  wame, 
Thambitioui  Prince,  his  dueties  to  deaoerne. 

194  Your  skilfoll  minde  (O  ftoeene  without 
compare) 

Can  soone  conceyue  that  cause  cooatraynes  me  so. 
Since  wicked  warrea  haue  bredde  such  crudl  care. 
In  Flaunders,  Praunce,  in  Spaine  and  many  mo. 
Which  reape  thereby  none  other  worth  but  wo: 
Whiles  you  (meaiia  while)  enioy  the  fmites  of 


Still  praysmg  God,  whoae  bountiea 

193  If  you  (my  liege)  voodiaafe  in  gratious  wise, 
To  paidon  that  which  paaseth  from  my  Muse, 
Then  care  I  not  what  other  Idnga  dentse. 
In  warrea  defense :  nor  though  they  me  accuae, 
And  say  that  I  their  Uoudie  deedea  abuaes 


Your  onely  grace  ay  aoneralgae  Lady  heg 
Let  other  Kinga  thinke  what  they  list  of  oae* 

1 96  And  you  my  Loides  ^S  to  whome  1  duetiea  owe; 
And  beare  such  loue  as  best  becommeth  aie» 
Piiat  Barle  of  Bedford,  whome  I  right  well  know* 
To  honour  armes :  and  woorthie  Warwybe  he. 

In  whose  good  grace  I  cooet  sore  to  be : 
Then  Leyster  next,  (Sussex  not  set  bebiode) 
And  woiihy  Ksaex  men  of  noble  minde, 

197  Yong  Ovenford  as  toward  aa  the  beat, 
Northumberiand,  and  Ormount  woortby  pfmyae^ 
Lyocoloe,  Rildare,  and  Worster  with  the  rest 
Of  noble  Earles,  which  hold  your  happy  dayea 
In  high  renowme,  as  men  of  warre  alwayea: 
With  others  mo  to  many  to  recite. 
Vouchsafe  my  tordea  to  pardone  that  I  write. 

198  Of  Wilton  Grey  (to  whome  these  rioiea  I 
With  aU  the  Barona  bold  of  English  aoyle,  [wiole) 
I  humbly  crane  that  it  may  be  foiigottc. 
Although  my  Muze  haue  seemde  to  keepe  a  ooyle 
With  mighty  men  which  put  the  weaketo  foyle: 
I  meat  not  you  since,  by  your  deedea  appoares. 
You  rule  with  right,  like  wise  and  wotthy 


199  Right  renerend,  of  Canterbury 
London,  and  Lincota,  Bishoppea  by  your 
Good  Deane  of  Pawlea  (which  lend  a  great 
To  naked  neede)  and  all  the  rest  of  feme. 
In  pastors  place:  with  whome  I  were  too 
If  Neaynsooe  my  maister  were  not  plaate. 
Since  by  his  helpe  I  learning  first  embraate. 


800  Beare  with  my  ▼erse,  and  thinke  I 
not  you. 
Whereas  I  spake  of  pride  in  Prelaeie, 
But  let  it  bide  euen  there  where  first  it  grev. 
Till  God  Touchsafe  to  quench  hipocrlsie. 
Which  by  pretence  to  punish  henssie,       [breake. 
Doth  oonqoere  realmes,  and  common  concoids 
You  know  my  mind,  I  neede  no  playher  speake. 

201  Yon  gemmaa  of  Justice,  chiefe  of  either 
bench  •, 
And  he  that  keepes  hur  Maicstiea  gieat  aealey 
Good  dueenea  attorney,  he  whose  pittiea  quench 
(1  say  sometimes)  the  rigour  of  hia  aeale. 
When  miaerie,  to  mercy  muit  apeale. 
And  Sergeant  Louelaoe,  many  ways  my  finend. 
As  I  bane  found  (yet  let  me  there  not  end,) 

803  Bot  hold  my  tale  to  Rogge  and  all  the  ceat 
Of  good  Qrayes  lune,  where  honest  Yducrtos, 
And  I  Per  m  aometimea  yfeere  did  rest. 
When  amitie  first  in  our  brests  begonne. 
Which  shall  endure  as  long  as  any  Sonne 
May  shine  on  earth,  or  water  swimme  in  Seas, 
Let  not  my  Terae  your  lawlike  minds  displeaae^ 

903  For  well  wot  you,  our  master  Cktiat  hw» 
selfe. 
Which  had  but  twelue  Apottica  in  his  tmyne^ 
Had  ludas  yet,  which  soldo  for  woridly  pelfe 
Out  Sauioor:  this  text  is  true  and  playne:. 
And  when  so  many  Lawjrers  do  remayne. 
There  may  be  some  although  that  you  be  nooe^ 
Which  breede  debate  and  loue  to  cast  a  bona. 


''Prince. 


Nobilltie. 


»P»riaci«. 


HEARBES. 
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.    tOk  tn  Cbaacflrie  I  neede  no  naii  luipect, 
aioce  cooKience,  in  ilut  coort  beftreih  9«ay» 
Yet  iQ  the  same  1  may  no  wayes  neglect, 
Kor  worthy  pDwle,  nor  Cordell  by  the  way» 
Of  whome  that  one,  is  of  my  keepe  the  keye» 
That  other  ooce  did  leode  me  sach  aduise. 
At  was  both  loande  and  ijood.  bad  1  bene  wite. 

505  He  tolde  me  onoe,  (I  beare  it  well  in  minde, 
And  shall  it  nay  forget  whyles  lyfe  doth  last) 
That  hnrde  it  is  a  noble  name  to  finde. 

In  such  attempts  as  then  in  seruioe  past: 
Belene  me  now  I  founde  his  vordes  no  blast, 
Wherfore  I  pray  both  him  and  his  compeere. 
To  beare  with  that  which  I  baue  written  beere. 

506  And  as  for  Merchanto^S  tboogh  I  Aode  the 
most 

Hard  harted  men  and  compting  cunningly^ 
Yet  Albany  shall  tbinke  I  do  not  boast 
In  rayling  wise:  for  sure  his  cartesiea 
Constreynes  me  now  to  prmyie  him  worthdy. 
AndgentleRowewith  Luotlye^'make  mesay,[may. 
That  many  Mercbannta  beare  eoen  what  they 

807  But  to  conclude,  I  meane  no  more  but  thus. 
In  all  estates  some  one  may  treade  awryet 
And  he  that  list  my  venes  to  discnsse. 
Shall  see  1  roent  no  more,  but  modestly 
,To  warne  the  wise,  that  they  soch  faults  do  die 
As  put  downe  peace  by  oouine  or  debate. 
Since  warre  and  strife  bryng  wo  to  euery  state. 

Finis. 


t*ENU01E. 

Oo  little  Booke,  Ood  grannt  than  none  oflfende, 
For  so. meant  hae  which  sought  to  set  thee  foorth, 
And  wiien  thou  commest  where  Soldiers  seenm  to 

wend, 
Submit  thy  selfe  as  writte  b«t  little  woorth: 
Confesse  withall,  that  thou  hast  bene  too  bolde. 
To  speak  so  plaine  of  Hanghtie  hartes  in  place. 
And  say  that  be  which  wrote  thee  coulde  baue  tolde 
Pull  many  a  tale,  of  blonds  that  were  not  base: 
He  coulde  bane  writte  Dan  DudleyesnoMedeedes, 
Whose  like  bath  since  bene  haide  on  earth  to  ilnde. 
Although  his  Vertne  shewes  it  selfis  in  Seedes, 
Which  treade  bis  tncks,  and  come  not  fisrre  b^ 

hinde. 
He  might  haue  smifr  of  Orey  the  woorthie  prayse, 
Whose  oftpring  holdes  the  honor  of  his  sire: 
He  coulde  declare  what  Wallop  was  alwayes. 
What  Awdetie  seemde,  what  Randell  did  require, 
H^  cuulde  say  what  desertes  Drewrie  be. 
Id  Reade,  in  Bryckwell,  and  a  meany  moe: 
But  bashfobiesse  did  make  him  blush,  least  he 
Should  but  edypse  their  fames  by  singing  so. 
SuAiwth  this,  that  still  he  honors  those 
Which  wade  in  warret  to  get  a  woorthie  name, 
And  least  esteemes  the  grMdie  snndge,  which  goes 
To  gayne  good  golde,  without  respecte  of  fame. 
And  for  the  thirde  sorte,  those  that  io  dyrtresse 
Do  dnne  their  dayes,  till  dmmmes  do  draw  them 

out, 
He  conmpts  him  seHe  to  bee  nor  more  nor  lesse, 
Bui  OMB  the  same:  for  sure  withouien  doubt, 

^  Xcrcbaunts* 


If  draramet  onet  aonnde  a  Inttie  marteh  in  deuda. 
Then  fitrewell  bookes^  for  he  will  trudge  with 
spcede. 

nun. 

Tom  Mmii  quim  Meratrkh 

eorected,  peiioBted,  and  finished. 

IKIio  soeuer  is  desirous  to  reade  this  proposicion 
more  at  large  and  cunningly  handled,  let  him  but 
peruse  the  Prooerbe  or  adage  it  self  in  the  first 
Centnrian  of  the  fourth  Ck^thfoA  of  that  fomouse 
Clarke  Ermmmt  Roterodamm:  the  whiche  is  there 
also  Entituled:  Dulu  UUtm  inetptrtk.} 


HEARBES. 


THE  FRUTE  OF  RECONCIUATIOy,  . 

WRITTBir   VPrON  A  RBGONCILIATlOir  BRWBMB^ 
TWO  FSBBHDBt. 

Thb  hatefiill  man  that  heapeth  in  his  mynde, 
Cruell  reuenge  of  wronges  fbrepast  and  done, 
May  not  (with  ease)  the  pleasannt  pathway  flnda^ 
Of  friendly  verse  which  I  haue  now  begone, 
Unlesse  at  first  his  angry  brest  vntwinde, 
The  crooked  knot  which  cauckred  choUer  knit. 
And  then  recule  with  reconciled  grace; 
Likewise  I  flnde  it  sayde  in  holy  write. 
If  thou  entend  to  tume  thy  fearefull  fiice, 
To  God  aboue :  make  thyne  agreement  yet. 
First  with  thy  Brother  whom  thon  didst  abuse, 
Confiesse  thy  faultes,  thy  frowardnesse  and  ally 
So  thAt  the  Lord  thy  prayer  not  refuse. 
When  I  consider  this,  and  then  the  brail. 
Which  raging  youth  (I  will  not  me  excuse) 
Did  whilome  breede  io  mine  Tiimellowed  broyne; 
I  thought  it  meete  before  I  did  assay. 
To  write  in  ryme  the  double  golden  gayne. 
Of  amitie:  first  yet  to  take  away 
The  grutch  of  grief,  as  thou  doest  me  constrayne. 
By  due  desert  whereto  I  now  must  yeeld. 
And  drowne  for  aye  in  depth  of  Lethes  lake, 
Disdaynefoll    moodes    whom    frendship   cannot 

wcelde: 
Pleading  for  peace  which  for  my  parte  I  make 
Of  former  strifb,  and  hen4Seforth  let  vs  write 
The  pleasant  fruites  of  foy thfoU  friends  delight. 
&/ortimatiu  infaiis. 


Two  gentlemen  did  run  three  courses  at  the  Ring 
for  one  kisse  to  be  tokS  of  a  fkir  gentlewoman 
being  then  ptesflot,  with  this  eondicion,  that  the 
winner  should  baue  the  kisse,  and  the  loser  be 
bound  to  write  some  rerses  ypon  the  gaine  or 
losse  therof.  Now  it  fortuned  that  the  winner 
triumphed,  sayingi  he  much  lamented  that  in 
youth  he  had  not  seen  the  warrea.  Wherevpon 
the  loser  compyled  these  following,  in  dischaige 
of  the  condition  abone  rehearsed. 

Tflis  vaineaoaile  iriiich  thou  by  Man  hast  woonne^ 
Should  not  allure  thy  flittii^^  minde  to  fedde, 
Where  sturdie  steeds  in  depth  of  dangers  roonne* 
By  gottes  wel  gnawcn  by  dappes  that  Canons 
yeelde* 


jtt 


^ASCOIOME'S  POEMS. 


Where  ^thlesse  ftiendcs  by  warre&re  waxen  ware, 
Aad  runue  to  him  that  giueth  best  rewarde: 
Ko  feare  of  laves  can  cause  them  for  to  care. 
But  robbe  and  reaue,  and  steale  without  regarde. 
The  fathers  coate,  the  brothers  steede  from  stall : 
The  deare  friendes  purse  shall  picked  be  for  pence, 
The  natiue  soile,  the  parentes  left  and  all, 
With  Tant  tra  tani,  the  Campe  in  marching  hence. 
But  when  bare  beggrie  bidds  them  to  beware. 
And  late  repentawie  rules  them  to  retire* 
Like  hiuelesse  Beet  thy  wander  here  and  there. 
And  hang  on  them  who  (earst)  did  dreade  their  ire. 
This  cut  throte  life  (me  beemes)  thou  shouldst  not 

like. 
And  shunue  the  happie  hauen  of  meane  estate: 
High  loue  (perdy)  may  sende  what  thou  doest 

seeke. 
And  heape  vp  poundes  within  thy  quiet  gate. 
Nor  yet  I  would  that  thou  shouldst  spende  thydayes 
In  idleuesse  to  teare  a  golden  time :  [praise, 

like  countrey  loutes,  which  compt  none  other 
But  grease  a  sheepe,  and  leame  to  seme  the  swine, 
lo  vaine  were  then  the  gifte^  which  nature  lent. 
If  Pan  BO  presse  to  passe  dame  Pallas  lore: 
But  my  good  friende,  let  thus  thy  yonth  be  spent, 
Serue  God  thy  Lord,  and  praysc  him  euermore. 
Search  out  the  skill  which  learned  bookes  do  teach. 
And  serue  in  feeld  when  sbadowes  make  thee  sure: 
"Hold  with  the  head,  and  row  not  past  thy  reach. 
Bat  plead  for  peace  which  plenty  may  procure. 
And  (for  my  life)  if  thou  canst  run  this  race. 
Thy  bagges  of  coyne  will  multiply  apace. 
I^fotiunatus  infctCx, 


Not  long  after  writing  hereof:  he  departed  from 
the  company  of  his  sayd  friend  (whom  he  en- 
tirely loued)  into  the  west  of  £nglande,aBd  feel- 
ing himselfe  so  consumed  by  womens  craft  that 
be  doubted  of  a  safe  vetume:  wrote  before  bis 
departure  as  foUowetb. 

The  feeble  thred  which  lichens  hath  sponnc, 
To  drawe  my  dayes  in  sh^rt  abode  wiUi  thee. 
Hath  wrought  a  webbe  which  now  (welnearc)  is 

donuc. 
The  walc  is  wome:  and  (all  to  late)  1  see 
That  lingring  life  doth  dally  but  in  vaine, 
For  Atropoi  will  cut  the  ti^ist  in  twaine. 

T  not  disceme  what  life  but  lothsome  were, 
When  faithful!  fiiends  aie  kept  in  twayne  by  want: 
Nor  yet  perceiue  what  pleasure  doth  appeere, 
To  deepe  desires  where  good  buccesse  is  skant. 
Such  spight  yet  sbowes   dame   fortune  (if  she 

frowne^) 
The  haughty  faartt  in  high  mishaps  to  drowne. 

Hot  be  the  (lames  which  boyle  hifriendly  mindes, 
Cruell  the  care  and  dreadful!  is  the  doome; 
Slipper  the  knot  which  tract  of  time  vntwyiids, 
Hatefoll  the  lifb  and  welcome  were  the  toome^ 
Blest  were  the  day  which  might  deaonre  such 


youth] 


[Crneth. 


Aud  curst  the  want  that  seekes  to  choke  such 

This  wayling  verse  I  l>athe  in  flowing  teares. 
And  would  my  life  might  end  with  these  my  lines: 
Yer  Btriue  I  not  to  force  into  thine  eares. 
Such  fayaed  plaintf  99  fickeU  ^th  retignev. 


Bnt  high  forsigbt  in  dretne*  hi^  sti^pt  taf  bfcath^ 
And  cmvde  the  Swa&ne  to  sing  before  his  dcatb. 

For  lo  these  naked  walles  do  well  declaie. 
My  latest  leaue  of  thee  I  taken  haiM^: 
And  viiknowen  coastes  which  I  must  seeke  with 
Do  well  diuiiie  that  there  sbalbe  my  ^raoe:  [care 
There  shall  my  death  make  many  for  to  mone, 
Skarce  kuowne  to  them,  well  knowne  to  thee  atone 

This  bowne  of  thee  (as  last  request)  I  er«ue« 
When  true  report  shall  sounde  my  death   with 
Vouehsafe  yet  then  to  go  rnto  my  grane,    [iamc : 
And  there  first  write  my  byrth'and  then  my  name: 
And  how  my  life  was  shortned  many  yeares. 
By  womens  wyles  as  to  the  world  appearea. 

And  in  reward  of  graunt  to  this  reqnest. 
Permit  O  God  my  toung  these  woortlcs  to  tell : 
(When  as  his  pen  shall  write  vpon  my  chest) 
With  shriking  voyce  mine  owne  deare  Aieud  &r«)- 
No  care  on  earth  did  seeme  so  much  to  me,  [«reU; 
As  when  my  corps  was  forst  to  part  fix>m  tbce. 
Sifortunatut  infctlis. 


He  wroto  to  the  same  firiend  from  Excestery  this 

Sonet  following. 

A  HUNDRETH  sonnes  (in  course  but  not  ia  kind) 
Can  witnesse  well  that  I  posscsse  no  ioyc: 
The  feare  uf  death  which  fretteth  in  my  nniod 
Consumes  my  hart  with  dread  of  darke  aooye. 
And  for  eche  sonne  a  thousand  broken  sleepes 
Deuide  my  dreames  with  fresh  recourse  of  cares: 
The  youngest  sister  sharpe  hir  sheare  she  keepes, 
To  cot  my  thred,  and  thus  my  life  it  wearea.. 
Yet  let  such  dates,  such  thousand  reatlesse  tmehcs. 
Spit  forth  their  ^ite,  let  fistes  eke  abowe  their 

force: 
Deathes  daunting  dart  where  so  his  bufiet  lights. 
Shall  shape  no  change  within  my  friendly 
But  dead  or  line,  in  beaaen,  in  earth,  in  hell 
1  wilbe  thine  where  so  my  carkase  dtrelL 

01  JOftltHifhU  tf^tBUX» 


He  wroto  to  the  same  friend  from  Founteine  b«Uc 
eaii  in  Fraunce,  this  Sonnet  in  commendiatjan 
of  the  said  bouse  of  Fountaine  bel*eaiL 

Not  stately  Troge  though  Priam  yet  did  line. 
Could  now  compare  Fbu/tieine  beCeaii  to  passe: 
Nor  Sifrian  towers,  whose  loftie  stoppes  did  strict 
To  climbe  the  throne  where  angry  Satume  was. 
For  outwatti  shew  the  porbi  are  ik  such  price. 
As  skorne  the  cost  which  Cesar  spilt  in  Ruome: 
Such  works  within  as  stayne  the  rare  denise. 
Which  whilomc  he  Ajxllet  wrought  on  toome. 
Swift  T^ter  fluud  which  fed  the  Romayae  pooles. 
Puddle  to  this  where  Christall  mMts  in  stivames. 
The  pleasaunt   place  where   jlfaier   kept   their 

schoolcs, 
(Not  parclit  with  Phcebt,  nor  banisitt  fh»B  hii 

bcames) 
Yccld  to  those  J>amcs,  nor  sight,  nor  fruite,  nor 

-  smell. 
Which  may  be  thought  these  gardens  to  cxcelk 
SiJuritinaiturtiffgUx* 


HEAKBES. 


5^9 


He  wrote  f  nto  a  Skotiah  Dame  whom  be  clioie  for 
his  Mistresfte  in  the  French  Court,  at  foUoweth. 

Ladv  repeyue,  receiue  id  gracious  wise. 
This  ragKe<l  i^erse,  these  rude  ill  skribled  lines  i 
Too  base  an  obiect  for  your  heauenly  eyes, 
For  he  that  writes  bis  freedome  (lo)  resisrnes 
Into  your  bandes:  and  freely  yeelds  as  thrall 
His  sturdy  necke  (earst  subiect  to  no  yoke) 
But  bending  now,  and  headlong  prest  to  fall. 
Before  your  feete,  such  force  hath  beauties  stroke. 
Since  then  mine  eyes  (which  skomd  our  English) 

dames 
In  forrayne  courtes  haue  chosen  you  for  Cgiyre, 
Let  be  this  verse  true  token  of  ufy  flames. 
And  do  not  drench  your  owne  in  deepe  dispayrOk 
Oneiy  {  ciaue  (as  1  nill  ehanfe  for  new) 
That  you  Touehsafe  to  thinke  your  aeroaunt  tiew. 
Siforiuiutiunifmlk» 


A  SONET 


WRimH  IN  PRATtE  OF  TMB  BROWMB  BBAimE, 
COMPILED  FOR  TMB  LOUB  OF  MISTRESSE  E.  F. 
AH  FOLOWETH. 

The  thriftles  thred  which  ftampred  beauty  spinnes, 
In  thraldom  binds  the  foolish  gazing  eyes: 
As  cruell  Spiders  with  their  cratly  ginnes. 
In  wortblesse  webbes  doe  snare  the  simple  Fliei. 
The  garments  gay,  the  glittring  goMeo  gite, 
The  tysing  talk  which  flowes  from  IhUtu  pooles: 
The  painted  pale,  the  (too  much)  redmade  white. 
Are  smiling  baytet  to  fishe  for  louing  fooles. 
But  k>,  when  ekl  in  toothleese  mouth  appearee, 
And  hoary  heares  in  steede  of  beauties  blaze: 
Then  had  I  wist,  both  teach  repenting  yeares. 
The  tickle  track  of  craftte  Otpkki  naze. 
Twizt  foire  aod  foole  tberfore,  twixt  great  and 
A  louely  nutbrowne  foce  is  best  of  alL        [small, 
SififUmdMt  infitUx* 


MOW  TO  BEOIM  WITH  AVOTHBR  MAR»  TAKE 
THESE  VERSES  WRITTEN  TO  BE  SENT  WITH  A 
RYNO,  WHEREIN  WERE  ENGRAVED  A  PAR- 
TRICH  IN  A  MBRUNES  FOOTS. 

Thb  Partridge  in  the  prette  Merlines  foote. 
Who  feeles  hir  force  supprest  with  fearfulnesse. 
And  findes  that  strength  nor  strife  can  do  hir 

boote, 
To  scape  the  danger  of  hir  deepe  distresse: 
These  wofoll  wordes  may  seeme  for  to  reherse 
Which  I  must  write  in  this  waymenting  verse. 

What  belpeth  now  (sayeth  she)  dame  natures 
To  die  my  feathers  like  the  dustie  ground?  [skill. 
Or  what  preuayles  to  lend  me  winges  at  will 
Which  m  the  ayre  can  make  my  bodie  bound  > 
Since  from  the  earth  the  dogges  me  draue  perforce, 
And  now  aloft  the  Hauke  hath  caught  my  corse. 

If  chaunge  of  colours,  could  not  me  conuey, 
Yet  mought  my  wings  haue  scapt  the  dogges  des- 
And  if  my  wings  did  fayle  to  flie  away,        [spite : 
Yet  mought  my  strength  resist  the  Merlines  might 
But  nature  made  the  Merline  mee  to  kill. 
And  me  to  yeeld  Tuto  the  MeiUses  will; 

VOL,  UU 


My  lot  is  like  (deere  Dame)  belepe  me  weU, 
The  quiet  life  which  I  full  closely  kept, 
Was  not  content  in  happie  state  to  dwell. 
But  forth  in  hast  to  gaze  on  thee  it  lept. 
Desire  thy  dogge  did  spring  me  vp  iu  hast,   [fast. 
Thou  wert  the  Hauke,  whose  tallents  caught  me 

What  should  I  then,  seeke  meanes  to  flie  away? 
Or  srriue  by  foree,  to  breake  out  of  thy  feete  ? 
No,  no,  perdie,  I  may  no  strength  assay, 
To  striue  with  thee  ywis,  it  were  not  meete. 
Thou  art  that  Hauke,  whom  nature  made  to  hent 

me, 
And  I  the  Byrd,  that  must  therewith  content  me. 

And  since  Dame  nature  hath  ordayned  so^ 
Hir  happie  best  I  gladly  shall  embrace: 
I  yeeld  my  will,  although  it  were  to  wo, 
1  stand  content  to  take  my  griefe  for  grace: 
And  scale  it  vp  within  my  secrete  hart. 
Which  scale  receiue,  as  ,token  of  my  smart. 
SprdUa  tamen  vmuni. 


A  LOUING  LADY  BEING  WOUNDED  IN  THB  SPRING 
TIMB,  AND  NOW  OALDED  EfTSONES  WITH  THB 
REMEMBRANCE  OF  THE  SPRING,  DOTH  THER« 
FORE  THUS  BEWAYLE. 

This  tenth  of  March  when  Ariei  recey'u'd 
Dame  Pheebus  rayes,  into  his  horned  head: 
And  I  my  selfe,  by  learned  lore  perceyu'd. 
That  Ver  approcht,  and  frostie  winter  fled. 
I  crost  the  TTutmes,  to  take  the  cherefuU  ayre. 
In  open  feeldec,  the  weather  was  so  fayre. 

And  as  I  rowed,  fast  by  the  further  shore, 
I  heard  a  voyce,  which  seemed  to  lament: 
Whereat  I  stay*d,  and  by  a  stately  dore, 
1  left  my  Boate,  and  vp  on  land  I  went: 
Till  at  the  last  by  lasting  paine  I  found, 
The  wofuU  wight,  which  made  this  dolefull  sound. 

In  pleasant  garden  (placed  all  alone) 
I  sawe  a  Dame,  who  sat  in  weary  wise. 
With  scalding  sighes,  she  vttred  all  hir  mone,    . 
The  ruefuU  teares,  downe  rayoed  from  hir  eyes: 
Hir  lowring  head,  foil  lowe  on  hand  she  layed. 
On  knee  hir  arme:  and  thus  this  Lady  sayed* 

Alas  (quod  she)  behold  eche  pleasaunt  greene. 
Will  now  renew,  his  sommers  liuery. 
The  fragrant  flowers,  which  haue  not  long  bene 
Will  florish  now,  (ere  long)  in  brauery :     [scene. 
The  tender  buddes,  whom  colde  hath  long  kept  in. 
Will  spring  and  sproute,  as  they  do  now  begin. 

But  I  (alas)  within  whose  mourning  minde, 
The  graffes  of  grief,  are  onHy  giuen  to  growe, 
Cannot  enioy  tlie  Spring  which  others  finde. 
But  still  my  v^ill,  must  wither  all  in  woe: 
The  cold  of  care,  so  nippes  my  ioyes  at  roote. 
No  sunne  doth  shine,  that  a  ell  can  do  them  boote« 

The  Ittstie  Fer,  which  whilome  might  exchange 
My  griefe  to  ioy,  and  then  my  ioyes  eocrease. 
Springs  now  else  Where,  and  showes  to  me  but 

strange. 
My  winters  woe,  therefore  can  neuer  cease: 
In  other  coasts,  his  sunne  full  dears  doth  shine, . 
And  comforts  lends  to  ett*r7  mouUl  butoiinB. 

M  M 
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What  plant  can  fprinj^p  that  feelcs  no  force  of 
Verf 
What  floare  can  floriiih,wbere  no  sunne  doth  shine  ? 
These  Bales  (quod  she)  within  my  breast  I  beare, 
To  breake  my  barke,  and  make  my  pith  to  pine: 
Needes  must  I  fall,  I  fade  both  roote  and  rinde. 
My  braonches  bowe  at  blast  of  ea'ry  winde. 

This  sayed :  sbee  cast  a  glance  and  spied  my 
face. 
By  sight  whereof,  Lord  how  she  chaunged  hew } 
So  that  for  shame,  I  turned  backe  apace 
And  to  my  home,  my  selie  in  hast  I  drew: 
And  as  1  could  bir  wofoll  wordes  refaerse, 
I  set  them  downe  in  this  waymentiog  ferse. 

Now  Ladies  yon,  that  know  by  whom  I  sing^ 
And  feele  the  winter,  of  such  fix>zen  wills: 
Of  curtesie,  yet  cause  this  noble  spring. 
To  send  his  sunne,  aboue  the  highest  hilles: 
And  so  to  shyne,  vppon  hir  Ruling  sprayes. 
Which  now  in  wOe,  do  wyther  thus  alwayea. 
I^gia  tamen  vitumi. 


jIN  ABSENT  DAME  TBUS  COMPLAYNETH. 

Much  like  the  sedy  Byrd,  which  dose  in  Cage  is 

pent,  [deepe  lament. 

So  sing  I  now,  not  notes  of  ioye,  but  hiyes  of 
And  as  the  hooded  Hauke,  which  heares  the  Par- 

trich  spring. 
Who  though  she  feele  hir  self  ftist  tied,  yet  beats 

hir  bating  wing: 
So  striue  I  now  to  she  we,  my  feeble  forward  will. 
Although  I  know  ny  labour  lost,  to  hop  against 

the  Hill.  [my  hart. 

The  droppes  of  darke  disdayne*  did  neuer  dreuch 
For  well  I  know  I  am  bdou'd,  if  that  might  ease 

my  smart. 
Ne  yet  the  priuy  coales,  of  glowhig  iellosie. 
Could  euer  kindle  needlesse    feare,  within  my 

fontasie. 
The  rigor  of  repnlse,  doth  not  renew  my  playnt. 
Nor  choyce  of  change  doth  moue  my  mone,  nor 

force  me  thus  to  faint,  [r^^f 

Onely  that  pang  of  payne,  which  passeth  all  the 
And  cankerlike  doth  ftet  the  hart,  within  the  gilt- 

Jesse  brest. 
Which  is  if  any  bee,  most  like  the  panges  of  death. 
That  present  grief  now  gripeth  me,  and  striues  to 

stop  my  breath. 
When  friendes  in  mind  may  meete,  and  hart  in 

hart  embrace, 

And  absent  yet  are  fotne  to  playne,  for  lacke  of 

'  time  and  place :  [it  sowen. 

Then  may  I  compt  their  loue,  like  seede  that  soone 

Yet  lacking  droppes  c^  heauily  dew,  with  weedes 

is  ouergrowS. 
The  Greyhound  is  agreeu*d,  although  he  see  his 

game. 
If  stil  in  slippe  be  mast  be  stayde,  when  he  would 

ebase  the  same. 
So  fores  it  now  by  me,  who  know  my  selfo  belou'd 
Of  one  the  bwt,  m  edie  respect,  that  euer  yet  was 

prott'd. 
But  since  my  laeUesse  lot,forbkls  me  now  to  taste, 
Thednlcct  frnitea  of  my  delight^  therfore  in  woes 

1  wast. 


And  Swallow  like  I  sing,  as  one  eolbrcipd  go. 
Since  others  reape  the  gaioefol  crop,  which  I  wHft 

pain  did  sow.  [voyoe. 

Yet  you  that  marke  my  song,  excuse  my  Sw^Uowes 
And  beare  with  hir  ▼npleasant  tuoes,  which  can* 

not  wel  reioyce. 
Had  I  or  lucke  in  loue,  or  lease  of  libertie. 
Then  should  you  heare  some  sweeter  notes,  to 

cleere  my  throte  would  be. 
But  take  it  thus  in  gree,  and  marke  my  playnaong 

well,  ['abaeoce  dvelL 

No  hart  foeles  so  much  hurt,  as  that,  which  doth  is 
^rtfto  tamen  vmaiL 


Now  I  must  desire  yon  with  patiCoe  to  faeaoicen 
▼oto  the  works  of  another  writer,  who  though  he 
may  not  compare  with  the  rest  paased,  yit  sock 
things  as  he  wrote  rpon  sundrie  occasioos,  1 
will  rehearse,  beginning  with  this 

PRAYSE  OP  A  COUNTESSEk 

Dbsibb  of  Fame  would  force  my  feeble  akflt. 
To  prayse  a  Countesse  by  hir  dew  desert: 
But  dread  of  blame  holds  backe  my  forwud  will. 
And  quencht  the  coales  which  kindled  in  my  harL 
Thns  am  I  plongd  twene  dread  and  dcepe  desire. 
To  pay  the  dew  which  dntie  doth  require. 

And  when  I  call  the  mighty  Gods  in  ajrd 
To  further  forth  some  fine  inuention: 
My  basbefuU  spiriU  be  foU  ill  afiayd 
To  purchase  payne  by  my  presumption* 
Such  malice  reigaes  (sometimes)   in  hrnnrnli 
To  punish  him  that  prayseth  as  he  finds,   [minds. 

For  Bsffof  first,  whose  filed  flowing  skill,  [write. 
Should  guyde  my  pen  some  pleafluit  woids  to 
With  angry  mood  bath  finm*d  a  frowmrd  wiD, 
To  dashe  deuise  as  oft  as  I  endite. 
For  why?  if  once  my  Ladies  gifts  were  koowae^ 
PaiUtu  should  loose  the  prayses  of  hir  ownes. 

And  bloody  Mars  by  chaonge  of  his  delight 
Hath  made  louu  daughter  now  mine  enemie? 
In  whose  conceipt  my  Countesse  shines  so  bright. 
That  Vemu  pines  for  burning  telousie: 
She  may  go  home  to  Vukatie  now  agayne. 
For  Man  is  sworne  to  be  my  Ladies  swnyne. 

Of  hir  bright  beames  Oan  Phxbut  stands  ia 
dread, 
And  shames  to  shine  within  our  Horisoo: 
Dame  CyntUa  holds  in  hir  horned  head. 
For  foare  to  loose  by  like  comparison: 
Lo  thuii  shee  Fines,  and  laugbes  them  all  to  skome, 
Countesse  on  earth,  in  heanen  a  Goddesne  borne. 

And  I  sometimes  hir  seruaunt,  now  hir  Iriend, 
Whom  heauen  and  earth  for  bir  (thns)  hnte  and 

blame : 
Haue  yit  presumed  in  friendly  wise  to  spend. 
This  ragged  Terse^  in  honor  of  hir  name: 
A  simple  gift  compared  by  the  skin. 
Yet  what  may  seeme  so  deere  as  such  good  wilL 
Afenidfla  petae,  gram. 

>  In  the  edition  of  1587  this   introdoctioa  if 
omitted. '  Cm 
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TffE  lOUBR  DECLAnem  ffIS  AFFEC^ 
T!ON,  TOOITHER  WITH  THE  CAUSE 
TBE^EOF. 

Whin  first  I  thee  beheld  in  colours  black  and 
white,  [sill : 

Thy  face  in  forme  «el  framde  withftuior  bioomiDg 
My  bumiDg  brest  in  cares  did  choose  bis  chief 
delight,  [skill: 

With  pen  to  painte  thy  prayse,  contrary  to  my 
Whose  worthinesse  compared  with  this  my  rude 

deuise, 
I  blush  and  am  abasht,  this  worke  to  eaterprisek 

But  when  I  call  to  mtud  thy  sundry  gifts  of 

grace,  [mind : 

Full  fraught  with  maners  meeke  in  happy  quiet 

My  hasty  band  forthwith  doth  scribble  on  apace, 

least  willing  hart  might  thinke,  it  ment  to  come 

behiud:  [vse, 

Thus  do  both  band  and  hart  these  carefull  meetres 

Twixt  hope  and  trembling '  feare,  my  dnetie  to 

excuse. 

Wherfore  accept  these  lines,  and  banish  darke 

disdayne,  [chief: 

Be  sure  they  come  from  one  that  loueth  thee  in 

And  guerdon  me  thy  friend  in   like  with  loue 

agayne, 
So  Shalt  thou  well  be  sure  to  yeeld  me  such  relief. 
As  onely  may  redresse  my  ^orrowes  and  my  smart: 
For  proofe  whereof  1  pledge  (deare  Dame)  to  thee 
my  hart. 

Mer'Uum  pHert,  grout. 


A  LADY  BEING  BOTH  WRONGED  BY  FALSE  SUS- 
PECT, A^rO  ALSO  WOI^NDEO  BY  THE  DURANCE 
OV  HIR  HUSBAND,  DOTH  THUS  BEWRAY  HIR 
GRIEF. 

OiUE  me  my  Lute  in  bed  now  as  I  lie. 
And  lock  the  doores  of  mine  rnluckie  bower: 
So  shall  my  voyce  in  moumefull  verse  discrie 
The  secrete  smart  which  caus<'th  me  to  lower: 
Resound  3rou  walles  an  Erch->  to  my  mone. 
And  thou  cold  bed  wherein  I  lie  alone, 
Boare  witnesse  yet  what  rest  thy  Lady  takes, 
When  other  sleepe  which  may  enioy  their  makes. 

In  prime  of  youth  when  Cupide  kindled  fire. 
And  warmd  my.  will  with  flames  of  fernent  loue: 
To  further  forth  the  fruite  of  my  desire, 
My  frecuds  deuisde  this  meane  for  my  behoue. 
They  made  a  match  according  to  my  mind. 
And  cast  a  snare  my  fansie  for  to  blind : 
Short  tale  to  make:  the  deede  was  almost  donne, 
Before  I  knew  which  way  the  worke  begonne. 

And  with  this  lot  I  did  my  selfe  content, 
I  lent  a  liking  to  my  parents  choyse; 
With  band  and  hart  I  gaue  my  free  consent. 
And  bung  in  hope  for  cuer  to  reioyce. 
I  liu*d  and  lou'd  long  time  in  greater  ioy. 
Than  shee  which  held  king  Priams  sopne  of  Troy; 
But  three  lewd  lots  haue  chang*d  my  heauen  to  hell 
And  thoae  be  these,  giue  eare  and  marke  them  well. 

First  slannder  he,  which  alwayes  bcareth  hate. 
To  happy  harts  in  heauenly  state  that  bide: 
Can  play  his  part  to  stirre  vp  some  debate, 
Whereby  suspect  into  my  ehoysc  might  glid^ 


And  by  his  meanes  the  slime  of  false  suspect. 
Did  (as  I  feare)  my  dearest  friend  infect 
Tims  by  these  twayn  long  was  I  plungd  in  paine. 
Yet  in  good  hope  my  hart  did  still  remaine. 

But  now  (aye  me)  the  greatest  grief  of  all, 
(Sound  loud  my  Lute,  and  tell  it  out  my  tongue) 
The  hardest  hap  that  euer  might  befall, 
The  onely  cause  wherefore  this  song  is  song. 
Is  this  alas:  my  loue,  my  Lord,  my  Roy, 
My  chosen  pheare,  my  gemme,  and  all  my  ioye. 
Is  kept  perforce  out  of  my  dayly  sight, 
Whereby  I  lacke  the  stay  of  my  delight 

In  loftie  walles,  in  strong  and  stately  towers, 
(With  troubled  minde  in  sollitary  sorte,) 
My  lonely  Lord  doth  spend  his  dayes  and  bowers, 
A  weary  life  deuoyde  of  all  disport 
And  I  poore  soule  must  lie  here  all  alone. 
To  tyre  my  tmeth,  and  wound  my  will  withmooe; 
Such  is  my  hap  to  shake  my  blooming  time. 
With  winters  blastes  before  it  passe  the  prime. 

Now  haue  yon  heard  the  snmroe  of  all  my  grief. 
Whereof  to  tell  my  hart  (oh)  rends  in  twayne: 
Good  Ladies  yet  lend  you  me  some  relief. 
And  beare  a  parte  to  ease  roe  of  my  payne. 
My  sortes  are  such,  that  waying  well  my  tmeth. 
They  might  prouoke  the  craggy  rocks  to  rueth, 
And  mone  these  walles  with  tearea  for  to  lament. 
The  lothsome  life  wherein  my  youth  is  spent. 

But  thon  my  Lute,  be  still,  now  Uke  thy  rest. 
Repose  thy  bones  yppon  this  bed  of  downe: 
Thou  hast  dischai^gd  some  burden  from  my  brest. 
Wherefore  take  thou  my  place,  here  lie  tbe^ 

downe. 
And  let  me  waike  to  trye  my  resUef^se  minde, 
Untill  I  may  entreate  some  curieous  winde 
To  blow  these  wordes  vnto  my  noble  make. 
That  ha  may  tee  1  sorow  for  his  sake. 
Meriium  peUre,  grave^ 


A  RIDDLE. 


A  LADY  once  did  aske  of  me, 
This;  preatie  thing  in  priuitic : 
Good  sir  (quod  she)  faine  won  Id  I  crane. 
One  thing  which  you  your  selfe  not  haue: 
Nor  neuer  had  yet  in  times  past, 
Nor  neuer  shall  while  life  doth  last. 
And  if  you  seekc  to  find  it  out. 
You  loose  your  labour  out  of  doubt: 
Yet  if  you  touc  me  as  you  say. 
Then  giue  it  me,  for  sure  you  may. 
Meritum  peUre,  grauc 


THE  SHIELD  OF  LOUE,  *-*. 

L'Eicii  D' AMOUR,  the  shield  of  perfect  loue, 
The  shield  of  h>oe,  the 'force  of  stedfast  faith. 
The  force  of  faith  which  neuer  will  remoue, 
But  standeth  fost,  to  bide  the  broonts  of  death: 
That  trostie  targe,  bath  long  borne  off  the  blowes. 
And  broke   the  thrusts,  which  absence  at  qo 
throwes. 


MSt 


OASCOIONE'S  POEMS. 


Ill  dolefnll  dayct  I  letd  an  abtent  life. 
And  wound  my  will  with  many  a  weary  thoaght: 
I  plead  far  peace,  yet  stenie  in  stormes  of  strife, 
1  fiod  debate,  where  quiet  rest  \ras  sought. 
These  panges  with  mo»  vnto  my  paine  I  proae. 
Yet  bttre  I  all  vppou  my  shield  ol  loue. 

In  colder  cares  are  my  conceipts  consumd. 
Than  Dido  felt  when  iklwi  JEneu  fled: 
In  fari-e  more  heat,  than  trusty  Trojfbu  fumde. 
When  craftie  Cretrgde  dwelt  with  jAmud: 
My  hope  such  fit)st,  my  hot  desire  soch  flame. 
That  I  both  fryse,  and  smoulder  in  the  same. 

So  that  I  Hue,  and  die  in  one  degree. 
Healed  by  hope,  and  hurt  againe  with  dread: 
Fast  bound  by  faith  when  fansie  would  be  free. 
Untied  by  tnist,  though  thoogbts  enthrall  my 

head: 
Reuitt'd  by  ioyes,  when  hope  doth  most  abound. 
And  yet  with  grief,  in  depth  of  dolors  drownd.    . 

In  these  assanltea  I  feele  my  ieebled  force 
Begins  to  fkint,  thus  weiied  still  in  woca: 
Ai^  scarcely  can  my  thus  consumed  corae. 
Hold  vp  this  Buckler  to  beare  of  these  blowei: 
So  that  I  crane,  or  presence  for  relief. 
Or  some  iupplie,  to  ease  mine  absent  grieL 

LEMUOIB. 

To  3ron  (deare  Dame)  this  dolefnll  plaint  I 
make, 
Whose  onely  sight  may  soone  redresse  my  smart: 
Then  shew  your  selfe,  and  for  your  seniannts  sake» 
Make  hast  post  hast,  to  helpe  a  foithfull  harte: 
Mine  owne  poore  shield  hath  me  defended  long, 
Now  lend  me  yours,  for  elles  yuu  do  me  wrong. 
Mtfitum  peien,  gram. 


COUNCELL  TO  DUdLASSE  DIVE 

Written  vpon  this  occasion.  She  had  a  booke 
wherein  she  had  collected  sundry  good  ditties 
of  diuers  mens  doings,  in  whiche  booke  she 
would  needes  entreate  the  aucthor  to  write  some 
▼erset.    And  therevpon  he  wrote  as  followeth. 

To  binde  a  bushe  of  thomes  amongst  sweete  smell- 
ing floures. 
May  make  the  posie  seeme  the  worse,  and  yet  tlie 

fault  is  ours: 
For  throw  away  the  thorne,  and  marke  what  will 

ensew?  [freshe  of  hew. 

The  posie  then  will  shew  it  selfe,  sweete,  faire,  and 
A  puttocke  set  on  pearch,  fast  by  a  falcons  side, 
Will  quickly  shew  it  selfe  a  kight,  as  time  hath 

often  tride. 
And  in  my  musing  minde,  I  feaoe  to  finde  like  fall. 
As  iust  reward  to  recompence  my  rash  attempts 

withalU  [write, 

Thou  bidst,  and  I  must  bowe,  thou  wilt  that  I  shall 
Thou  canst  commannd  my  wery  muse  some  verses 

to  endite.  [verse, 

And  yet  perdie,  thy  booke  is  fraught  with  learned 
Such  skill  as  in  my  musing  minde  I  can  none  like 

reherse. 
What  foUowea  then  for  me?  bnt  if  I  must  needes 

write,  [kight. 

To  set  dowoe  by  the  folooiu  side,  my  lelfe  a  siilie 


And  yet  the  sillie  kight,  well  weyed  in  each  degice. 
May  seme  sometimes  (as  in  his  kinde)  for  mans 

commoditie. 
The  kight  can  weede  the  worme,  from  come  and 

costly  seedes. 
The  kight  ca  kill  the  mowldiwarpe,  in  pleasant 

meads  the  breeds:  [filth. 

Out  of  the  stately  streetes.  the  kight  can  dense  the 
As  mi  can  cl€se  the  worthlesse  weedes,  fro  firuteful 

fallowed  tilth. 
And  onely  set  aside  the  hennes  poore  progenie, 
I  cannot  see  who  can  accuse  the  kight  for  fdlonie. 
The  folcon,  she  most  feede  on  paitritch,  and  on 

quayle. 
On  pigeon,  plouer,  ducke  and  drake,  beame,  lap- 
wing, teale,  and  raile,  [fone, 
Hirhungrie  throte  deuours  both  foode  and  deintie 
Whereby  1  take  occasion,  thus  boldly  to  compare. 
And  as  a  sillie  kight,  (not  falcon  like  that  flie. 
Nor  yet  presume  to  hooer  by  mount  Hellyoon  >  on 

hie) 
I  frendly  yet  presume,  vpon  my  frends  request^ 
In  barreiue  verse  to  shew  my  skill,  then  take  it 

for  the  best.  [kinde. 

And  Douty  Dooglasse  thou,  that  art  of  fauloons 
Oiue  willing  eare  yet  to  the  kight,  and  beare  his 

words  in  minde.  [enermore. 

Seme  thou  first  God  thy  Lord,  and  prayse  him 
Obey  thy  Prince  and  lone  thy  make,  by  him  set 

greatest  store. 
Thy  Parents  follow  next,  for  honor  and  for  awe. 
Thy  frends  vse  alwaies  foithfolly,  for  so  conunands 

the  lawe. 
Thy  seemely  selfe  at  last,  thou  sbalte  likewise 

regard,  [reward : 

And  of  thy  selfe  this  lesson  leame,  and  take  it  as 
That  looke  how  ferre  deserts,  may  seeme  in  thee 

to  shine,  [peach  or  crime, 

So  ferre  thou  maist  set  out  thy  sdife,  without  em* 
For  this  I  dare  auow,  without  selfe  loue  (alight) 
It  can  scarce  be  that  vertue  dwell,  in  any  earthly 

wight.  [ferre. 

But  if  in  such  selfe  loue,  thou  seeme  to  wade  so 
As  fall  to  foule  presumption,  and  iudge  thy  selfe  a 

starre. 
Beware  betimes  and  thinke  in  our  Etymologic*, 
Such  faults  are  plainly  called  pryde,  and  in  f^nch 

Suniiydnfe^ 
Lo  thus  can  I  pore  kight,  adnentnre  for  to  teach 
The  falcon  flie,  and  yet  forewarne,  she  row  not 

past  hir  reach. 
Thus  can  I  weede  the  wonne,  which  seeketh  to 

deuoure  [thee  enery  honre. 

The  seeds  of  vertue,  which  might  grow  within 
Thus  can  I  kill  the  mowle,  which  else  would  oner- 

throw  [blowe. 

The  good  foundacion  of  thy  fame,  with  euery  Utle 
And  thus  can  I  conuey,  out  of  thy  comely  bi^. 
The  sluttish  heapes  of  peeuish  pride,  which  might 

defile  the  rest. 
Perchance  some  falcons  fiie,  which  will  not  greatly 

gmtch,  [loue  to  mutch. 

To  leame  thee  first  to  lone  thy  selfe,  and  then  to 
But  I  am  none  of  those,  I  list  not  so  to  range, 
I  bane  mas  meate  enough  at  home,  what  need  I 

th&feeke  change. 

>  The  HiU  where  poetei  feyae  that  the  Mnant 
sleepe. 
*  A  tnie  ezposition«  f  OuenraeniiVi 
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I  am  no  peacocke  I :  my  feathers  be  not  gay. 
And  though  they  were,  I  see  my  feete  such  fonde 

affectes  to  stay, 
I  list  not  set  to  sale  a  thing  so  litlc  worth, 
1  rather  could  kepe  close  my  creast,  than  seeke  to 

set  it  forth.  [to  flowe. 

Wherefore  if  in  this  Terse,  which  thou  oominandst 
Thoa  cbaunce  to  fidl  on  construing,  whereby  some 

donbtes  may  grow. 
Yet  grant  this  onely  boooe,  peruse  it  twice  or 

thrice,  [deuise. 

Digest  it  well  ere  thou  condemne  the  depth  of  my 
And  vse  it  like  the  nut,  first  cracke  the  outward 

shell,  [thee  well. 

Then  trie  the  kimell  by  the  tast,  and  it  may  please 
Do  not  as  barbers  do,  which  wash  beards  curiously, 
Tben  cut  them  off,  then  cast  them  out,  in  open 

streets  to  lie. 
Remember  therewithall, my  niuze  is  tied  in  chaines, 
The  goonshot  of  calamitie  hath  battred  all  my 

braynes.  [no  nuirke. 

And  though  this  v^rse  scape  out,  take  thou  thereat 
It  is  but  like  a  bedlesse  flie,  that  tumbleth  in  the 

darke. 
It  was  thine  owne  request,  remember  so  it  was. 
Wherefore  if  thou  dislike  the  same,  then  licence 

it  to  passe    - 
Into  my  brest  againe,  from  whence  it  flew  in  bast. 
Full  like  a  kight  which  not  desehies  by  falcons  to 

be  plast:  [to  seme. 

And  like  a  stubbed  thome,  which  may  not  seeme 
To  stid  ^ith  such  sweete  smelling  floures,  like 

praises  t3  desenie. 
Yet  take  this  harmelesse  thome,  to  picke  thy  teeth 

withall,  [be  but  small. 

A  tooth  picke  semes  some  rse  perdie,  although  it 
And  when  thy  teetlt  therewith,  be  piked  &ire  and 

cleane. 
Then  bend  thy  tong  no  worse  to  me,  than  mine  to 

thee  hath  bene. 

£uer  or  Keutr. 


COUNCELL  GIVEN  TO  MASTER  BAR- 
TBOLMEW  WITHIPOLL  A  LITTLE 
BEFORE  HIS  LATTER  lOURNEY  TO 
GEANE.  15'/2. 

Mfm  owne  good  Bat,  before  thou  hoyse  vp  saile. 
To  make  a  furrowe  in  the  foming  seas, 
Content  thy  selfe  to  heare  for  thine  auaile, 
Such  harmelesse  words,  as  ought  thee  nut  displease. 
'  First  in  tby  iourney,  iape  not  ooer  much. 
What?  laoghest  thou  Batte,  bicause  1  write  so 

plaine? 
Beleeoe  me  now  it  is  a  friendly  touch, 
To  Tse  fiswe  words  where  friendship  doth  rraiaine. 
And  for  I  finde,  that  fault  hath  ranne  to  fast. 
Both  in  thy  flesh,  and  foncie  too  sometime, 
Me  thinks  plaine  dealing  biddeth  me  to  cast 
This  bone  at  first  amid  my  dogrell  rime. 
But  shall  I  say,  to  gioe  thee  graue  aduise? 
(Which  in  my  head  is  (God  he  knowes  full) 

geazon)? 
Then  marke  me  well,  and  though  I  be  not  wise, 
Yet  in  my  rime,  thou  maist  perhaps  find  reason. 
First  euery  day,  beseech  thy  Ood  on  knee. 
So  to  direct  thy  staggring  steppes  alway, 
That  he  which  euery  secrete  thought  doth  see 
May  holde  tbee  in,  when  thou  wouldst  goe  astray: 


And  that  he  deigne  to  sende  thee  safe  retoure, 
And  quicke  dispatche  of  that  which  is  thy  due: 
Lette  this  (my  Batte)  be  bothe  thy  prime  and 
Wherin  also  commend  to  Nostre  Dieu,      [houre. 
Thy  good  Companion  and  my  verie  frend. 
To  whom  I  shoulde  (but  time  woolde  not  permitte) 
Haue  taken  peine  some  ragged  ryme  to  sende 
In  trastie  token,  that  I  not  forget 
His  curtesie:  but  this  is  debte  to  thee^ 
I  pfomysde  it,  and  now  I  meane  to  pay: 
What  was  I  saying?  sirra,  will  you  see 
How  soone  my  wittes  were  wandering  astniye? 
I  saye,  praye  thou  for  thee  and  for  thy  mate, 
So  shipmen  sing,  and  though  the  note  be  playne. 
Yet  sure  the  musike  is  in  heauenly  state. 
When  frends  sing  so,  and  know  not  how  to  fayne* 
The  nexte  to  GOD,  thy  Prince  haue  still  in  mynde 
Thy  countreys  honor,  and  the  common  wealth : 
And  flee  from  them',  which  fled  with  euery  wynde 
Frqm  natiue  soyle,  to  forraine  coastes  by  stealth : 
Theyr  traynesaretrastlesse,  tending  still  to  treason, 
Theyr  smoothed  tongues  are  lyned  all  with  guyle. 
Their  power  slender,  scarsly  woorthe  two  peason. 
Their  malice  much,  their  wittes  are  full  of  wyle: 
Eschue  them  then,  and  when  thou  seest  them,  say. 
Da,  da,  sir  K,  I  may  not  come  at  yon, 
You  cast  a  snare  your  countrey  to  betraye. 
And  woolde  you  haue  me  trast  you  now  for  troe? 
Remembre  Batte  the  foolish  blink  eyed  boye 
Which  was  at  iZoiiM,  thou  knowest  whome  I  meane*. 
Remember  eke  the  preatie  beardlesse  toye, 
Whereby  thou  foundst  a  safe  retome  to  Geane^ 
Doe  so  agaioe :  (God  shielde  thou  shouldst  haue 

neede,) 
But  rather  so,  than  to  forsweare  thy  selfo: 
A  loyall  hearte,  (beleeue  this  as  thy  Creede) 
Is  euermore  more  woortb  than  worldly  pelfe. 
And  for  one  lesson,  take  this  more  of  mee. 
There  are  three  Ps  almost  in  euery  place. 
From  whiche  I  counsel!  thee  alwayes  to  flee. 
And  take  good  hede  of  them  in  any  case. 
The  first  is  poyson,  perillous  in  deede 
To  such  as  trauayle  with  a  heauie  pursse; 
And  thou  my  Batte  beware,  for  thou  hast  neede. 
Thy  pursse  Is  lynde  with  paper,  which  is  wursse: 
Thy  billes  of  credite  wil  not  they  thinkst  thou. 
Be  bayte  to  sette  Italyan  hands  on  woorke? 
Yes  by  my  faye,  and  neuer  worse  than  nowe. 
When  euery  knaue  hath  Icysure  for  to  lurke. 
And  knoweth  thou  commest  for  the   shelles  of 

Christe : 
Beware  therefore  where  euer  that  tboii  go. 
It  may  h\\  out  that  thou  shalte  be  entiste 
To  suppe  sometimes  with  a  Magnifico, 
And  haue  a  Fico  foysted  in  the  dishe, 
Bycause  thon  shouldest  disgeste  thy  mcate  the 

better: 
Be  ware  therefore,  and  rather  feede  ol)  fishe. 
Than  leame  to  spell  fyne  fleshe  with  such  a  Letter. 
Some  may  present  thee  with  a  pounde  or  twaine 
Of  Spanishc  soape  to  wafthe  thy  lynnen  white: 
Beware  therefore,  and  thynke  it  were  small  ^ayne. 
To  sane  thy  shirte,  and  cast  thy  skinne  off  quite: 
Some  conning  man  maye  teache  thee  for  to  ryde. 
And  stnffe  thy  saddle  all  with  Spanishe  woolly 
Or  in  thy  stirrops  haue  a  toye  so  tyde. 
As  both  thy  leggcs  may  swell  thy  buskins  foil : 

'  There  are  to  many  of  them  in  enery  countrey. 
*  Misterie. 
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Beware  therfore,  and  beare  a  noble  porte, 
Drynke  not  for  thyrsle  before  an  other  taste: 
JjRtta  none  outlandisbe  Taylour  take  disporte 
To  stiiffe  thy  doublet  full  of  such  Bumbaste, 
As  it  may  ("ast  tbee  in  vnkindely  sweate. 
And  cause  thy  baire  per  companie  to  glyde, 
Straungers  are  fyne  in  many  a  propre  feate: 
Beware  therefore,  the  seconde  P.  is  Pryde, 
More  perillous  than  was  the  first  by  farre, 
For  that  infects  but  bloud  and  leaues  the  bones. 
This  poysons  all,  and  mindes  of  men  doth  marre. 
It  0ndoth  nookes  to  creepe  in  for  the  nones : 
First  from  the  minde  it  makes  the  heart  to  swell, 
From  thence  the  flesh  is  pampred  euery  parte. 
The  skinne  is  taught  in  Dyers  shoppes  to  dwells 
The  haire  is  curlde  or  frisled  vp  by  arte: 
Beleeue  mee  Batte,  our  Countreymen  of  late 
Haue  caughte  such  kuackes  abroade  in  forayne 

lande. 
That  most  men  call  them  Dcuils  incarnate, 
So  sinfj^ulnr  in  theyr  conceites  they  staude: 
Nowe  sir,  if  I  shall  see  your  maistershippe 
Come  home  disguysde  and  cladde  in  queynt  araye. 
As  with  a  piketoothe  byting  on  your  lippe, 
Your  braue  Mu^tacbyos  tumde  the  Turky  waye, 
A  Coptanckt  hatte  made  on  a  Flemmish  blocke, 
A  nightgowne  cloake  downe  trayling  to  your  toes, 
A  slender  sloppe  close  couched  to  your  docke. 
A  curtold  slipper,  and  a  shorte  silke  hose: 
Bearing  your  Rapier  pointe  aboue  the  hilte. 
And  looking  bigge  like  Marquise  of  all  Beefe, 
Then  shall  I  coumpte  your  toyle  and  trauayle 

spilte, 
Bycause  my  seconde  P,  with  you  is  cheefe. 
But  forwardes  nowe,  although  I  stayde  a  while, 
My  hindmost  P,  is  worsse  than  bothe  these  two, 
For  it  both  bones  and  bodie  doth  defile. 
With  fouler  blots  than  bothe.  those  other  doo. 
Shorte  ta^  to  make,  this  P,  can  beare  no  blockes, 
(God  shielde  me  Batte,  should  beare  it  in  bis 

breast) 
And  with  a  dashe  it  spelleth  piles  and  pockes 
A  perlous  P,  and  woorsse  than  bothe  the  reste: 
Now  though  I  fiiide  no  cause  for  to  suspect 
My  Batte  in  this,  bycause  he  hath  bene  tryde. 
Yet  since  such  Spanish  buttons  can  infect 
Kings,  Emperours,  Princes  and  the  world  so  wide. 
And  since  those  sunnes  do  mellowe  men  so  fost 
As  roost  that  trauayle  come  home  very  ripe 
Althouirh    (by  sweate)  they  learne  to  Hue  and 

last 
When  they  haue  daunced  after  Gnydoes  pype: 
Therfore  I  thought  it  meete  to  warne  my  frcnde 
Of  this  foule'P,  and  so  an  ende  of  Ps. 
Now  for  thy  diet  marke  my  tale  to  ende, 
And  thanke  me  then,  for  that  is  all  my  fees. 
See  thou  exceede  not  in  three  double  Vs, 
Te  first  is  Wine^  which  may  enflame  thy  bloud. 
The  second  Women,  such  as  haunte  the  stewes. 
The  thirde  is  Wilfulnesse,  which  dooth  no  good. 
These  three  eschue,  or  temper  them  alwayes: 
So  shall  my  Batte  prolong  his  yuuthfull  yeeres, 
And  see  long  George  againe,  with  happie  dayes* 
Who  if  he  bee  as  faithful!  to  his  feeres. 
As  hee  was  woutc,  will  dayly  pray  for  Batte, 
And  for  Pencoyde':  and  if  it  lall  out  so, 
That  lames  a  Parrye  doo  but  make  good  that. 
Which  be  hath  sayde :  and  if  he  bee  (no,  no) 

9  Sir  William  Morgan  of  Pencoyde. 


The  best  companion  that  long  George  can  Sndc^ 
Then  at  the  Spawe  I  promise  fur  to  bee 
In  Auguste  nexte,  if  God  tume  not  my  minde. 
Where  as  I  would  bee  glad  thy  selfe  to  see: 
Till  then  farewell,  and  thus  I  ende  my  aoog^ 
Take  it  in  gree,  for  else  thou  doest  mee  wroBt|^. 

Haud  idus  safio. 
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.   GASCOIGKES  WOODMANSBJP 

Written  to  the  L.  Grey  of  Wilton  Tpoo  this 
sion,  the  sayd  L.  Grey  delighting  (amot^st 
many  other  good  qualities)  in  chasing  of  has 
winter  deare,  and  killing  the  same  with  his  bowe^ 
did  furnishe  the  Aucthor  with  a  croasebowe  ewm 
pertmtncns  and  vouchsaued  to  vse  his  conspaoy 
in  the  said  exercise,  calling  him  one  of  his  wood- 
men. Now  the  Aucthor  shooting  very  often, 
could  neuer  hitte  any  deare,  yea  and  oftentiaies 
he  let  the  beard  passe  by  as  though  he  had  oat 
seene  thS.  Whereat  when  this  noble  Lord  tooke 
some  pastime,  and  had  often  put  him  in  re^ 
membrance  of  his  good  skill  in  choosing,  and 
ri'adioesse  in  killing  of  a  winter  deare,  he  tbottgfat 
good  thus  to  excuse  it  in  verse. 

My  woortby  Loid,  I  pray  you  wonder  not. 
To  see  your  woodman  shoote  so  ofte  awrie. 
Nor  that  be  stands  amased  like  a  sot. 
And  lets  the  barmtesse  deare  (vnhurt)  go  by. 
Or  if  he  strike  a  Doe  which  is  but  carren, 
l4iugh  not  good  Lord,  but  iauoure  such  a  fault, 
I'ake  will  in  worth,  he  would  foine  bit  the  harrco. 
But  though  his  harte  be  good,  his  bappe  b  nausht: 
And  therefore  now  I  crane  your  Loidships  leaue. 
To  tell  yuu  plaine  what  is  the  cause  of  this: 
First  if  it  please  your  honour  to  perceyoe. 
What  makes  your  woodman  shoote  so  ofte  amiise, 
Beleeue  me  L.  the  case  is  nothing  strangej. 
He  shootes  awrie  almost  at  euery  marke. 
His  eyes  haue  bene  so  vsed  for  to  raunge. 
That  now  God  knowes  they  be  both  dimme  and 

darke. 
For  proofe  he  beares  the  note  of  fbllie  now. 
Who  shotte  sometimes  to  hit  Philosophie, 
Aud  aske  you  why  ?  forsooth  I  make  aoow, 
Bicause  his  wantou  wittes  went  all  awrie. 
Next  that,  he  shot  to  be  a  man  of  lawe. 
And  spent  sometime  with  learned  Utlcton, 
Yet  in  the  end,  he  proued  but  a  dawe. 
For  lawe  was  darke  and  he  had  quickly  done. 
Then  could  be  wish  Fitzharbert  such  a  braioe. 
As  Tully  had,  to  write  the  lawe  by  arte. 
So  that  with  pleasure,  or  with  litle  paine. 
He  might  perhaps,  haue  caught  a  trewants  parte. 
But  all  to  late,  he  most  mislikte  the  thing. 
Which   most  might  helpe  to  guide    his    arrow 

streight: 
He  winked  wrong,  and  so  let  slippe  the  string. 
Which  cast  him  wide,  for  all  his  queint  conceit. 
From  thence  he  shotte  to  catch  a  coartly  grace. 
And  thought  euen  there  to  wield  the  world  at 
But  out  alas  he  much  mistooke  the  place,      [will. 
And  shot  awrie  at  euery  rouer  still. 
The  biasing  baits  which  drawe  the  gazing  eye, 
Unfetbered  there  his  first  affection, 
No  wonder  then  although  he  shot  awrie. 
Wanting  the  feathers  of  discretion. 
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Yet  more  tlAO  them,  the  marks  ofdignitie, 

He  much  mistoolce  and  shot  the  wronger  way. 

Thinking  the  puree  of  prodigalitie, 

Had  bene  best  mesne  to  purchase  such  a  pray. 

He  thought  the  flattring  face  which  fleareth  still. 

Had  bene  full  fraught  with  all  fidelitie, 

And  that  such  worries  as  courtiers  vae  at  vrilL 

Could  not  haue  Taried  from  the  veritie. 

But  when  his  bonet  buttened  with  gold, 

His  comelie  cape  begarded  aU  with  gay. 

His  bumbast  hose,  with  linings  manifold, 

His  knit  silke  stocks  and  all  his  queint  aray. 

Had  ptckt  his  purse  of  all  the  Peter  pence. 

Which  might  haue  paide  for  his  promotion. 

Then  (all  to  late)  he  found  that  light  expence. 

Hod  quite  quencht  out  the  courts  deuotion. 

So  that  since  then  the  tast  of  miserie. 

Hath  bene  alwayes  full  bitter  in  his  bit. 

And  why?  forsooth  blcause  he  shot  awrie. 

Mistaking  still  the  markcs  which  othere  hit 

But  now  behold  what  marke  the  man  doth  find. 

He  sbootes  to  be  a  sooldier  in  his  age. 

Mistrusting  all  the  vertues  of  the  miode. 

He  trusts  the  power  of  his  personage. 

As  though  long  limmes  led  by  a  lusty  hart. 

Might  yet  suffice  to  make  him  rich  againe. 

But  Flnshyng  fraies  haue  taught  him  such  a  parte. 

That  now  be  thinks  the  warres  yeeld  on  such 

gaine. 
And  sure  I  feare,  volesse  your  lordship  deigne. 
To  traine  him  yet  into  some  better  trade. 
It  will  be  long  before  he  hit  the  veine, 
Whereby  he  may  a  richer  man  be  maide. 
He  cannot  climbe  as  other  catchers  can* 
To  leade  a  charge  before  himselfe  be  led. 
He  cannot  spoile  the  simple  sakeles  roan. 
Which  is  content  to  foede  him  with  bis  bread. 
He  cannot  pinch  the  painefuU  souldiere  pay, 
And  sheare  him  out  his  share  in  ragged  sheetes, 
He  cannot  stoupe  to  take  a  greedy  pray 
Upon  his  fellowes  groueliug  in  the  streetes. 
He  cannot  pull  the  spoyle  from  such  as  pill. 
And  seeme  full  angrie  at  such  foule  offence. 
Although  the  gayne  content  his  greedie  will. 
Under  the  cloake  of  contrerie  pretence: 
And  now  adayes,  the  man  that  sbootes  not  so. 
May  shoote  amisse,  euen   as   your   Woodman 

dothe: 
But  then  you  maruell  why  I  lette  them  go. 
And  neuer  shoote,  but  saye  farewell  forsooth: 
Alas  my  Lord,  while  1  doe  muze  hereon. 
And  call  to  minde  my  youthfull  yeares  myspente, 
They  glue  mee  suche  a  boane  to  gnawe  Tpon, 
That  all  my  senses  are  in  silence  pente. 
My  minde  is  raple  in  contemplation, 
Wherein  my  dazeled  eyes  onely  beholde, 
The  blacke  houre  of  my  constellation, 
Which  framed  mee  so  lucklesne  on  the  molde: 
Yet  tberewitball  I  can  not  but  confesse. 
That  vayne  presumption  makes  my  heart  to  swell, 
For  thus  I  tbinke,  not  all  the  worlde  (I  goesse,) 
Shootes  bet  4  than  I,  nay  some  sbootes  not  so  well. 
In  Aristotle  somewhat  did  1  leame, 
To  guyde  my  manners  all  by  comelynesse. 
And  Tullte  taught  me  somewhat  to  discerne 
Betweeae  sweete  speeche  and  barbarous  rudenesse. 
OMe  Parkyns,  Rastall,  and  Dan  Bractens  kookes, 
Did  lende  mee  somewhat  of  the  iawlesse  Lawe, 
The  craftie  Courtiers  with  their  guylefull  lookes. 
Must  needes  put  some  experience  in  my  mawe : 
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Yet  can  not  these  with  many  maystries  mo. 
Make  me  shoote  strejrght  at  any  gayniull  pricke, 
Where  some  that  neuer  handled  such  a  bow, 
Can  hit  the  white,  or  touch  it  neare  the  quicke. 
Who  can  nor  speake,  nor  write  in  pleasant  wise. 
Nor  leade  their  life  by  Aristotles  rule. 
Nor  argue  well  on  questions  that  arise. 
Nor  pleade  a  case  more  than  my  Lord  Mairs  mule^ 
Yet  can  they  hit  the  marks  that  I  do  misse. 
And  winne  the  meane  which  may  the  man  main- 

teyne. 
Now  when  my  minde  doth  mumble  ypon  this. 
No  wonder  then  although  I  pine  for  payne : 
And  whiles  mine  eyes  beholde  this  mirrour  thus. 
The  hearde  goeth  by,  and  fiirewell  gentle  does: 
So  that  your  Lordship  quickely  may  discusse 
What  blindes  mine  eyes  so  ofte  (as  I  suppose.) 
But  since  my  Muse  can  to  my  Lorde  reberse 
What  makes  me  mis»e,  and  why  1  doe  not  shoote. 
Let  me  imagine  in  this  woorthlesse  verse. 
If  right  before  mee,  at  my  standings  foote 
There  stoode  a   Doc,   and  1  should  strike  hir 

deade. 
And  then  shee  proue  a  oarrian  carkas  too. 
What  figure  might  I  finde  within  my  head. 
To  scose  the  rage  which  rulde  mee  so  to  doo? 
Some  myght  interprete  by  playne  paraphrase. 
That  lacke  of  skill  or  fortune  ledde  the  channce* 
But  I  must  otherwise  expounde  the  case, 
I  say  lehoua  did  this  Doe  aduaunce. 
And  made  hir  bolde  to  stande  before  mee  so. 
Till  I  had  thrust  mine  arrowe  to  hir  harte. 
That  by  the  sodaine  of  hir  ouerthrowe, 
I  myght  endeuour  to  amende  my  parte. 
And  turne  myne  eyes  that  they  no  more  beholde. 
Such  guylefull  markes  as  seeme  more  than  they  be : 
And  though  they  glister  outwardely  like  golde. 
Are  inwardly  butbrasse,  as  men  may  see: 
And  when  I  see  the  milke  hang  in  hir  teate. 
Me  tbinkes  it  8ayth,olde  babe  now  learae  to  sucke, 
Who  in  thy  youth  couldst  neuer  leame  the  foate 
To  hitte  the  whytes  whiche  liue  with  all  good 

lacke. 
Thus  haue  I  totde  my  Ix>rde,  (God  graunt  in  sea- 
A  tedious  tale  in  rime^  but  little  reason.        [son) 

Haud  ictus  tapio. 
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GASC0IGNE8  GARDNINGS, 

WHKREOF  WERE  WRITTEN  IN  ONE  END  OF  A 
CLOSE  WALKB  WHICHE  HE  HATH  IN  Hit 
GARDEN,  THIS  DISCOURSE  FOLLOWING, 

The  figure  of  this  world  1  can  compare, 
To  Garden  plots,  ami  such  like  pleasaunt  places. 
The  worid  breedes  men  of  sundry  shape  and  share. 
As  hearbes  in  gardens,  grow  of  sundry  graces: 
Some  good,  some  bad,  some  amiable  faces. 
Some  foule,  some  gentle,  some  of  froward  mind, 
Subiect  like  bloome,  to  blast  of  enery  wind. 

And  as  you  see  the  flouret  most  fresh  of  hew. 
That  they  proue  not  alwayea  the  holesomest. 
So  fayrest  men  are  not  alwayes  found  true: 
But  euen  as  withred  weedes  foil  from  the  rett, 
So  flatterers  foil  naked  from  their  neast: 
When  truth  hath  tried,  their  painting  tising  tale. 
They  loose  their  glosse,  and  all  their  iests  seeme 
stale. 
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Yet  some  do  present  pleamre  moit  esteemey 
Till  beames  of  brau^e  wither  all  their  welth. 
And  some  agayne  there  be  can  rightly  deeme. 
Those  herbcs  for  best,  which  may  mainteine  their 

helth. 
Considering;  well,  that  age  drawes  on  by  stelth, 
And  when  the  fajrrest  floure  is  shronke  and  gone* 
A  well  growne  roote,  will  stand  and  shifte  for  one. 

Then  thus  the  resttesse  lifo  which  men  here 
May  be  resembled  to  the  tender  plant,        [leade, 
In  spring  it  sproats,  as  babes  in  cradle  breede, 
Flurish  in  May,  like  youthes  that  wisdome  want, 
In  Autumne  ripes  and  rootes,  least  store  waxe 

skante 
In  winter  shrinks  and  shrowdes  ruery  blast. 
Like  crooked  age  when  lusty  youth  is  pasL 

And  as  the  g'ronnde  or  grace  whereon  it  grewe, 
Was  fotte  or  leane,  euen  so  by  it  appeares. 
If  barreyn  soyle,  why  then  it  chaungeth  hewe, 
It  fadeth  faste,  it  flits  to  fumbling  yeares, 
Bat  if  he  gathered  roote  amount  his  feeres. 
And  light  on  lande  that  was  well  muckte  in  deede, 
Then  standes  it  still,  or  leaues  increase  of  seede. 

As  for  the  reste,  faU  sundrie  wayes  (God  wot) 
Soue  foynt  lyke  fK)athe  at  euery  little  puffe. 
Some  smarte  by  swoorde,  like  hearbes  that  seme 

the  pot. 
And  some  be  weeded  from  the  finer  stiiffe. 
Some  stande  by  proppes  to  maynteyne  all  their 

mffis:' 
And  thus  (▼nder  correction  bee  it  tolde) 
Hath  Gaacoigne  gathered  in  his  Garden  molde. 

Umtd  ktus  §afio. 
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Bat  if  thou  sitte  at  case  to  rati  tby  w««rie  homm. 
Remember  death  brings  finall  real  to  all 

greeuoos  gronet. 
Sa  whether  for  delight,  or  here  thoa  aitte  Car 
Thinke  still  ypon  the  latter  day,  ao  ahalt  tfao«  God 

best  please. 

^U  aaaBBB  aa>w^ai^  ^^^Bc^w^a 


In  that  other  ende  of  his  sayde  close  waike,  were 
written  these  toyes  in  ryme. 

If  any  floure  that  here  is  growne, 
Or  any  heaibe  may  ease  yoor  payne. 
Take  and  accompte  it  as  your  owne. 
Bat  recompence  the  lyke  agayne: 
For  some  and  some  is  honest  playe, 
And  so  my  wyfe  taughte  me  to  saye. 

If  here  to  waIke  you  take  delight. 
Why  come,  and  wdcome  when  yon  wiU: 
If  1  bidde  jrou  snppe  here  this  nif  ht, 
Bidde  me  an  other  timci  and  still 
Thinke  some  and  some  is  honest  playe. 
For  90  my  wife  taught  me  to  saye. 

Thus  if  you  suppe  or  dine  with  mee. 
If  yoo  walke  here,  or  sitte  at  ease. 
If  yon  desire  the  thing  yon  see, 
And  haue  the  same  your  minde  to  please, 
7*htnke  some  and  some  is  honest  playe, 
And  so  my  wife  taught  me  to  saye. 
Haud  kiut  tapio. 


In  a  chayre  in  the  same  Garden  was  written  this 

followyng. 

Ip  tbon  sitte  here  to  viewe  this  pleasant  gaiden 
place. 
Think  thus :  at  last  will  come  a  frost,  and  all  these 
floures  deface: 


Vpon  a  stone  in  the  wall  of  his  Garden  he  had 
written  the  yeare  wherein  he  did  the  costc  of 
these  deuises,  and  therewithal!  this  posie  ia 
Latine. 

SOOMIAM  etiam  hamiliatos, 
delectant. 


GASCOIGNES  VOYAGE  INTO  HOLLANDE. 

An.  1572. 

WRITTEN    TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOCRABLB    THE 
LORDS  GRBT  OF  WILTOW'. 

A  STRAVif GB  conceyte,  a  ^ajme  of  newe  delifffat, 

Twixt  weale  and  woe,  tvrixte  ioy  and  bitter  griefe. 

Hath  pricked  foorth  my  hastie  penne  to  write 

This  woorthlesse  verse  in  hazarde  of  repreefe: 

And  to  mine  Aldtrliatest*  Lorde  I  must  codite 

A  wofull  case,  a  chippe  of  sorie  chaunce, 

A  tipe  of  heauen,  a  liuely  hew  of  hell, 

A  feare  to  fall,  a  hope  of  high  aduance, 

A  life,  a  death,  a  drearie  tale  to  tell. 

But  since  I  know  the  pith  of  my  pastaonce 

Shall  most  consist  in  telling  of  a  troth. 

Vouchsafe  my  Lord  fen  ben  gri'J  for  to  take 

This  tmstie  tale  tift  storie  of  my  youth. 

This  Chronicle  which  of  my  selfe  I  make. 

To  shew  my  Lord  what  healplesse  happe  ensewtb, 

When  heddy  youth  will  gad  without  a  guide. 

And  rannge  vntide  in  leas  of  libertie. 

Or  when  bare  neede  a  starting  hole  hath  spide 

To  peepe  abroade  from  mother  Miserie, 

And  buildeth  Castels  in  the  Welkin  wide, 

In  hope  therd>y  to  dwell  with  wealth  and  ease. 

Bitt  be  the  Lord  (wbome   my  good  Lord  dolk 

know) 
Can  bind  or  lose*  as  best  to  him  diall  please. 
Can  saue  or  spill,  rayse  rp  or  ooerthrowe. 
Can  gaold  with  griefe,  and  yet  the  payne  appease. 

■  "  There  is  an  old  kinde  of  Ritfaaae  called  Ver- 
layes,  dmved  (as  1  haue  redde)  of  this  vovd  Veid, 
which  betokeneth  Greene,  and  Laye  which  be- 
tokeneth  a  Song,  as  if  you  would  say  Grceae 
Songes :  but  I  must  tell  you  by  the  way,  that  1 
neuer  redde  any  v^erse  which  1  saw  by  aucCoritie 
called  Verlay,  but  one,  and  that  was  a  long  dt^ 
course  in  verses  of  tenne  syllables,  whereof  the 
foure  first  did  ryme  acrosse,  and  the  fifth  did  aon- 
swere  to  the  first  and  thirdc,  breakiog  off  there, 
and  so  going  on  to  another  tenniaatioD.  Of  this 
I  could  shewe  example  of  imitatioa  in  Biiue  own 
verses  written  to  the  right  honorable  the  Lotd 
Grey  of  Wilton,  &c.* 

Gascoigne's  **  Certein  Notes  of  InstroctioD  cob- 
cemiog  the  making  of  fane  or  ihyme  to  Sngiish.' 
C. 

*  Best  bdoned.  s  la  jgood  worth. 
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Which  thhis  to  prone  if  so  my  L.  take  time, 
(When  iTeater  cares  hifl  head  shall  not  posaesse) 
To  sitte  aud  reade  this  rauoging  ragged  rime, 
I  doubt  not  then  but  that  he  will  coufesse, 
What  ialles  I  found  when  last  I  leapt  to  clime. 
Iti  March  it  was,  that  cannot  1  forget. 
In  thiii  Itist  March  vpon  the  nintenth  day» 
When  from  Grauesei)d,in  boate  I  gan  to  iette 
To  boorde  our  shippe  in  Suinborough  that  lay, 
From  whence  the  very  twentieth  day  we  set 
Our  sayles  abrode  to  slice  the  Salt  sea  fome. 
And  aocors  weyde  gan  trust  the  trustlesse  floud: 
That  day  and  nigh^  imid  the  waues  we  rome 
To  seeke  the  coast «    '-foUaod  where  it  floode. 
And  on  the  next  when  we  were  farre  from  home. 
And  neare  the  hauen  whereto  we  sought  to  sayle, 
A  fearly  chaunce:  (whereon  alone  to  thinke) 
My  hande  now  quakes,  and  all  my  senses  fayle) 
Gan  vs  befall :  the  Pylot  gan  to  shrinke. 
And  all  agaste  his  courage  seemde  to  quayle. 
Whereat  amazed,  tlie  Maister  and  his  mate 
Gan  aske  the  cause  of  his  so  sodeyne  chaunge. 
And  from  alofte  the  Stewarde  of  our  state, 
(The  sounding  plumbe)  in  haste  poste  hast  must 

raunge, 
To  trye  the  depth  and  goodnease  of  our  gate. 
Mee  thinkes  (euen  yet)  1  beare  his  heauie  voyce, 
Fadome  three;  4,  foure,  foote  more,  foote  lease,  that 

cride: 
Me  thinkes  1  heare  the  foarefull  wbispring  noyse, 
Of  such  as  sayde  full  suftely  (me  beside) 
God  graunte  this  iourpey  cause  vs  to  reioyce. 
When  I  pooresoule,  which  close  in  caban  laye, 
And  there  had  reacht  till  gaule  was  wclneare  burst 
With  giddie  head,  my  stumbliitg  steppes  must  stay 
To  looke  abroade  as  boldly  as  I  dunt. 
And  whyle^i  I  hearken  what  the  Saylers  saye, 
The  sowoder  sings,  fadame  two  full  no  more.  ' 
Aloofe,  aloofe,  then  cried  the  Maister  out, 
The  Stearesmate  striues  to  sende  vs  from  the  shore. 
And  irustes  the  streame,  whereof  wee  earst  had 

doubt, 
Tweena  two  extreeme  thus  were  we  tossed  sore, 
And  went  to  HulP,  votill  we  leyzure  had 
To  taike  at  large,  and  eke  to  know  the  cause 
What  moode  had  made  our  Pylot  looke  so  sad. 
At  last  the  Dutche  with  butterbitten  iawes, 
(For  so  he  was  a  Dutche,  a  Peuill,  a  swadde, 
A  foole,  a  drunkarde,  or  a  tray  tour  tone) 
Gan  aunswere  thus :  Ghy  tiil  te  vroegh^  here  come, 
7U  viel  goel  tali  and  standing  all  alone, 
Can  preache  to  vs,  which  foolea  were  all  and  some 
To  trust  him  foole,  in  whom  there  skill  was  none. 
Or  what  knew  wee  if  Albaes  subtill  brayne 
(So  to  preuent  onr  enterpryse'  by  treazon) 
Had  him  sobomde  to  tice  vs  to  this  trayne 
And  80  him  selfe  (per  Companye  and  season) 
For  spite,  for  hate,  or  else  for  hope  of  gayne. 
This  must  we  thinlEe  that  Alba^  would  not  spare 
To  giue  oat  gold  for  such  a  sinful!  deede: 
And  gfistring  gold  can  oftentimes  ensnare. 
More  perfect  wits  than  Holland  soyle  doth  breede. 
But  let  that  passe,  and  let  vs  now  compare 
Onr  owne  fond  fact  with  this  his  foule  ofience. 
We  knew  him  not,  nor  where  he  wood  that  time. 
Nor  if  he  had  Pylots  experience, 

4  Fadom  and  a  half,  three  ho. 

^  When  all  sayles  are  takS  downe. 

6  You  be  to  soone.  '^  It  is  not  good  tide. 

*  The  Duke. 


Or  Pylats  crafte,  to  cleave  him  selfe  from  crime. 
Yea  more  than  that  (how  voyde  were  we  of  sense) 

S[e  had  small  smacke  of  any  tale  he  tolde, 
e  powide  out  Dutch  to  drowne  vs  all  in  drinke. 
And  we  (wise  men)  vppon  his  words  were  bolde. 
To  runne  on  bead:  but  let  me  now  bethinka. 
The  masters  speech :  and  let  me  so  vnfokl 
The  depth  of  all  this  foolish  ouersight. 
The  master  spake  euen  like  a  skilfull  man. 
And  sayde  I  sayle  the  Seas  both  day  and  night, 
I  know  the  tides  as  well  as  other  can, 
From  pole  to  pole  I  can  the  courses  plight: 
I  know  France,  Spaine,  Greece,  Denmarke,  Daiisk 

and  all, 
Frize,  FUunders,  Holland,  eoery  coast  I  know. 
But  truth  to  tell,  it  seldome  doth  befoll. 
That  English  merchants  euer  bend  their  bowe 
To  shoote  at  Breyll,  where  now  our  flight  should 

fall. 
They  send  their  shafts  ferder  for  greater  gayne. 
So  that  this  hauen  is  yet  (quoth  he)  vnkouth'. 
And  God  graunt  now  that  England  may  attayne 
Such  gaines  by  Breyll,  (a  gospell  on  that  mouth) 
As  is  desired:  thus  spake  the  master  playne. 
Aud  since  (saide  he)  my  selfe  knew  not  the  sowne. 
How  could  I  well  a  better  Pylot  fynde, 
Than  this  (which  first)  did  saye  he  dwelt  in  towne. 
And  knew  the  way  where  euer  sat  the  wynde  ? 
While  we  thus  talke,  all  sayles  are  taken  downe. 
And  we  to  Hull  (as  earst  I  sayd)  gan  wend. 
Till  full  two  houres  and  somewhat  more  were  past. 
Our  guyde  then  spake  in  Dutch  and  bad  vs  bend 
All  sayles  againe:  for  now  quod  he  (at  last) 
Die  tut  iigod,  dot  heb  kk  vmU  bekendA 
Why  staye  I  long  to  ende  a  wofoU  tale? 
We  trust  his  Dutch,  and  vp  the  foresayle  goes. 
We  fall  on  knees  amyd  the  happy  gale, 
(Which  by  Gods  will  full  kynd,  and  calmely 

blowes) 
And  vnto  him  we  there  vnfolde  our  bale, 
Whereon  to  thinke  I  wry  te  and  weepe  for  ioye, 
That  pleasant  song  the  hundreth  and  seoenth 

Psalme, 
There  dyd  we  reade  to  comfort  our  annoye, 
Which  to  my  soule  (me  thought)  was  sweete  as 

balme, 
Yea  farre  more  sweete  than  any  worldly  toye. 
And  when  he  had  with  prayers  praysd  the  Lord, 
Our  Edeil BloeiU*',  gan  fall  to  eate and  drinke. 
And  for  their  sauce,  at  takyng  vp  the  horde 
The  shippe  so  strake  (as  ail  we  thought  to  sinke) 
Against  the  ground.    Then  all  with  one  accordo 
We  fell  againe  on  knees  to  pray  apace. 
And  therewithal  1  euen  at  the  second  bloife, 
(The  number  cannot  from  my  minde  outpace) 
Our  helme  strake  of,  and  we  must  fleete  and  flowe. 
Where  winde  aud  waues  would  guide  vs  by  their 

grace. 
The  winde  waxt  calme  as  I  haue  sayde  before. 
(O  mightie  God  so  didst  thou  swage  our  woes) 
The  selly  shippe  was  sowst  and  smitten  sore. 
With  counter  buffetts,  blowes  and  double  blowes. 
At  last  the  keele  which  might  endure  no  more, 
Gan  rende  in  tw^yne  and  suckt  the  water  in : 
Then  might  you  see  pale  lookes  and  wofull  cheare. 
Then  might  you  heare  loude  cries  and  deadly 
Well  noble  minds  in  perils  beat  appeare,    [dinne: 
And  boldest  harts  io  bale  will  neuer  blimM. 

*  Vnknown.    '*  It  is  good  tide  that  know  I  well. 
*'  Lusty  gallants . 
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For  tbere  were  tone  (of  vlioiiie  I  will  not  ttj 
That  I  was  one)  which  neaer  changed  hew, 
Bnt  pmnpt  apace,  and  laboid  enery  way 
To  nne  themtdiifei,  and  all  their  hmely  arew. 
Which  cast  the  best  frmight  oaefhoorde  away, 
Both  ooroe  and  cloth,  and  all  that  was  of  weight. 
Which  halde  and  pulde  at  euery  helping  conle. 
Which  prayed  to  God  and  made  their  conscience 

stieight. 
As  fiw  my  self:  I  here  protest  my  Lorde, 
My  voids  were  these:  O  God  in  heanen  on  height. 
Behold  me  not  as  now  a  wicked  wight, 
A  sacke  of  siune,  a  wretch  y  wrq[it  in  wroth. 
Let  no  fault  past  (O  Lord)  ofiende  thy  sight, 
Bnt  weye  my  will  which  now  those  faolts  doth 
And  of  thy  mercy  pittie  this  oar  plight,      [lotbe, 
Eoen  tboa  good  God  which  of  thy  grraoe  didst  saye 
That  lor  one  good,  thoa  woaldst  all  Sodome  saucji 
Behold  Ts  all:  thy  shyning  beames  displaye. 
Some  here  (1  trust)  thy  goodnesse  shall  engrane. 
To  be  chast  ressels  vnto  thee  sJwaye, 
And  so  to  line  in  honour  of  thy  name: 
Beleoe  me  Lord,  thns  to  the  Lord  1  sayde. 
But  there  were  some  (alas  the  more  their  blame) 
Which  in  the  pnmpe  their  oaely  comfort  layde. 
And  trusted  that  to  tome  our  griefe  to  game. 
Alas  (quod  I)  our  pumpe  good  God  must  be. 
Our  sayle,  our  steme,  our  tackling,  and  our  trust 
Some  other  cried  to  cleare  the  shipboate  free. 
To  saue  the  chielie  and  leaue  the  rest  in  dost 
Which  word  once  spoke  (a  wondrous  thing  to  see) 
aMiast-pest  hart,  was  made  to-bane  it  done: 
And  Tp  it  commcs  in  hast  much  more  than  speede. 
There  did  1  see  a  wofhil  worke  begonne,    [Ueede. 
Which  now  (enen  now)  doth  make  my  hart  to 
Some  made  such  hast  that  in  the  boate  they  wonne. 
Before  it  was  aboue  the  hatches  brought. 
Strannge  tale  to  tell,  what  hast  some  men  shall 

make 
To  find  their  death  before  the  same  be  sought 
Some  twixt  the  boate  and  sbippe  their  bane  do 

take,  [cmsht  out 

Both  drownd  and  slayoe  with  braynes  for  hast 
At  last  the  boat  halfe  fraighted  in  the  aire 
Is  hosrst  alofle,  and  on  the  seas  downe  set. 
When  I  that  yet  in  God  could  not  dispaire. 
Still  plide  the  pumpe,  and  patiently  did  let 
All  such  take  boate  as  thither  made  repaire. 
And  herewithall  I  safely  may  protest 
I  might  haue  wonne  the  boate  as  wd  as  one. 
And  had  that  seemed  a  safetie  for  the  rest 
I  should  percase  euen  with  the  first  haue  gone. 
But  when  I  saw  the  boate  was  ouer  prest 
And  pestred  fall  with  moe  than  it  might  beare. 
And  therwitball  with  cherefuU  looke  might  see 
Mycbiefe  companions'*  whome  I  held  most  dears 
(Whose  oompanie  had  thither  trained  me) 
Abiding  still  aboorde  our  shippe  yfcare: 
Nay  then  (quoth  I)  good  God  thy  will  be  done, 
For  with  my  feeres  I  will  both  liue  and  dye. 
And  eare  the  boate  farre  from  our  sight  was  gon 
The  wane  so  wrought,  that  they  (which  thought  to 

flee 
And  so  to  scape)  with  waues  were  ouerronne. 
Lo  how  he  strines  in  vaine  that  striues  with  God 
For  there  we  lost  the  flowre  of  the  band. 
And  of  our  crew  fill!  twentie  soules  and  odde. 
The  Sea  sucks  vp,  whils  we  on  hatches  stand 
In  smarting  feare  to  feele  that  selfe  same  rodde. 
**  Yorke  and  Herle. 


Well  on  (as  yet)  our  hattned  bnfce  dUI  pasttt. 

And  brouglit  the  rest  within  a  myle  of 

Then  thought  I  sure  now  neede  not  I  to 

For  I  can  swymme  and  so  escape  tl 

Thns  dyd  I  deeme  all  carelesse  like 

When  sodaynely  the  wynde  our  foreanyte  tooke. 

And  tnmd  about  and  brouglit  tb  elt  to 

Then  cryed  we  all,  cast  out  the  anco 

And  here  let  tyyde  such  beipe  as  god 

Which  anoor  cast,  we  soooe  the  sam 

And  cut  it  off,  for  feare  least  thereupon 

Our  shippe  should  bowge,  then  calMe  we  feat  fer 

fire, 
And  so  dischargde  our  great  gnnncs 
To  wame  the  towne  thereby  of  oar  ^ 
But  all  in  vayne,  for  succor  sent  they 
At  last  a  Hoy  from  Sea  came  flinging  Inat, 
And  towards  vs  helde  course  as  streigfat  as  lyne. 
Then  might  yon  see  our  hands  to  hennea  wp  cut 
To  render  thanks  Toto  the  power  denine. 
That  so  Toochsaflp  to  saue  ts  yet  at  lust: 
But  when  this  Hoy  gan  (welneere)  boocde  mr 

barke, 
Aud  might  peroeine  what  peryll  we  were  in. 
It  tamd  away  and  left  vs  still  in  caike  ">, 
This  tale  is  true  (for  now  to  lie  were  sin) 
It  lefte  TS  there  in  dreade  and  daungera  dailu. 
It  lefte  vs  so,  and  that  within  the  sight 
And  hearing  both  of  all  the  peare  at  BreylL 
Now  ply  thee  pen,  and  paint  the  Ibule  despite 
Of  drunken  Dutchmen  standing  there  enen  st3, 
For  whom  we  came  in  their  cause  for  to  Iqgh^ 
For  whom  we  came  their  state  for  to  defcode. 
For  whom  we  came  as  friends  to  grieue  tbdr  fbes» 
They  now  disdaynd  (in  this  distresse)  to  lend 
One  helping  boate  for  to  asswage  our  woes: 
They  sawe  our  harmes  the  which  tfaey  would  aet 

mend. 
And  had  not  bene  that  God  eoen  then  da 
Some  instruments  to  succor  ts  at  oeede. 
We  had  bene  sunk  and  swallowed  all  in 
But  Gods  will  was  (in  way  of  our  good  speetk*) 
That  on  the  peare  (lamenting  our  myacaae) 
Some  englishe  were,  whose  naked  swoidcs  id 

force 
The  drunken  dutch,  the  cankred  choilea  to  cose, 
And  so  at  last  (not  moued  by  remoroe. 
But  forst  by  feare)  they  sent  ys  succor  none: 
Some  must  I  say :  and  for  to  tell  the  covme. 
They  sent  ts  succor  saust  with  sowre  despite^ 
They  saued  our  lines  and  spoylde  va  oi  cbe  rot. 
They  stale  our  goods  by  day  and  eke  by  night, 
Tbey  shewed  the  worst  and  closely  kept  the  bat 
And  in  this  time  (this  treason  must  I  vr3rte) 
Our  Pylot  fled,  but  how?  not  emptie  handed: 
He  fled  firom  ts,  nnd  with  him  did  oonoeye 
A  Hoy  fall  fraught  (whiles  we  meane  while  wen 

landed) 
With  pouder,  shotte,  and  all  our  best  araye: 
This  skill  he  had,  for  all  he  set  ts  sanded. 
And  now  my  Lord,  declare  your  noble  mynde. 
Was  this  a  Pylot,  or  a  Pilate  iudge? 
Or  rather  was  he  not  of  ladas  kynde: 
Which  left  ts  thus  and  close  away  ooold  trudge? 
Well,  at  the  Bryell  to  tell  you  what  ve  fiode. 
The  Gouemonr  was  all  bedewed  with  dfinlce. 
His  truls  and  he  were  all  layde  downe  to  sleeps 
And  we  most  shift,  and  of  our  sduet  most 

■BCsre. 
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What  meanft  wm  bett,  and  how  we  best  might 

keepe 
That  yet  remaynd:  the  rest  was  close  in  cliuke. 
Well,  oil  our  knees  with  trickling  teares  of  ioye. 
We  gaue  God  ttoanks:  and  as  we  might,  did  learne 
What  might  be  founde  io  euery  pynke*^  and  hoye. 
And  thus  my  Lord,  your  honour  may  descerne 
Our  perils  past,  and  bow  in  our  anoye 
God  saned  me  (your  Lordshippes  bound  for  euer) 
Whc  else  should  not  be  able  now  to  tell. 
The  state  wherein  this  coantrey  doth  persener^ 
Ne  how  they  seeme  in  carelesse  mindes  to  dwelt 
(So  did  they  earst  and  so  they  will  do  euer) 
And  to  my  Lord  for  to  bewray  my  minde 
Me  thinket  they  be  a  race  of  Bulbeefie  borne. 
Whose  bartes  their  Butter  mollyfieth  by  kinde. 
And  so  the  force  of  beefe  is  cleane  outworne: 
And  eke  their  brained  with  double  beerc  are  lynde: 
So  that  they  march  bombast  with  buttred  beere. 
Like  soppes  uf  browesse  puffed  vp  with  froth. 
Where  inwardely  they  be  but  hollowe  geere, 
As  weake  as  winde,  which  with  one  puffe  vp  goeth : 
And  yet  they  brogge,  and  tbinke  they  baue  no 
Bicause  Harlem  hath  hitherto  helde  out,     [peere, 
Although  in  deed  (as  they  bane  suffred  Spayne) 
The  ende  thereof  euen  now  doth  rest  io  doubt. 
Well,  as  for  that,  let  it  (for  me)  remaine        [out. 
In  God  his  bands,  whose  hand  hath  brought  me 
To  tell  my  Lord  this  tale  nowe  taue  in  hande, 
As  howe  they  traine  their  trezons  all  in  drinke, 
And  when  them  selues  for  drunk  can  scarcely 

stande, 
Yet  sucke  out  secretes  (as  them  selues  do  thinke) 
From  guests.  The  best  (almost)  in  all  their  lande, 
(I  name  no  man,  for  that  were  brode  before) 
Will  (as  men  say)  enure  the  same  sometime. 
But  surely  this  (or  I  mistake  him  sore) 
Or  else  he  can  (but  let  it  passe  in  rime) 
Dissemble  deepe,  aud  mocke  sometimes  the  more: 
Well,  drunkennesse  is  here  good  companies 
And  therewithal!  per  eomequens  it  falles 
That  whordome  is  aocompted  iollitie: 
A  gentle  state,  where  two  suche  Tenisballes 
Are  tossed  still  and  better  bowles  let  lie. 
I  cannot  herewith  from  my  Lord  conceale, 
How  God  and  Mammon  here  do  dwell  yfeare, 
And  how  the  Masse  is  doked  vnder  veale 
Of  pollicie,  till  all  the  coast  be  cleare. 
Ne  can  I  chuse,  but  I  must  ring  a  peale, 
To  tell  what  hypocrytes  the  Nunnes  here  be: 
And  bow  the  olde  Nunnes  be  content  to  go. 
Before  a  man  in  itreates  like  mother  B, 
UiitUI  they  come  wheras  there  dwels  a  Ho, 
(Keceyne  that  halfe»  and  let  the  rest  go  free) 
There  can  they  poynt  with  finger  as  they  passe. 
Yea  sir,  sometimes  they  can  come  in  themselfe. 
To  strike  the  berg^ine  tweene  a  wanton  lasse. 
And  EM  UoeU:  nowe  is  not  this  good  pelfe  ? 
As  for  the  yong  Nunnes,  they  be  bright  as  glasse, 
A-nd  chaste  forsooth,  met  v:  and  tmiirt  niei: 
What  sayde  I  ?  what?  that  is  a  misterie, 
I  may  no  verse  of  such  a  theame  eodite, 
Yong  Rowlaode  Yorke  may  tell  it  bet  than  1: 
Yet  to  my  Lorde  this  little  will  1  write. 
That  though  I  haue  (my  selfe)  no  skill  at  all. 
To  take  the  countnance  of  a  Colonel, 
Had  I  a  good  Lieutenant  general. 
As  good  loho  Zache  wbereuer  that  he  dwel^ 

^  A  Small  bote. 


Or  else  Ned  Oemiye  (foiie  mougbt  him  befol) 

I  coulde  haue  brought  a  noble  regiment 

Of  smugskinnde  Nunnes  into  my  countrey  ioyle: 

But  fiurewell  they  as  thmgs  impertinent, 

Let  them  (for  me)  gO' dwell  with  master  Moyle, 

Who  hath  bebight  to  place  them  well  in  Kent. 

And  I  shall  well  my  sillie  selfe  content. 

To  come  alone  vnto  my  louely  Lorde, 

And  vnto  him  (when  riming  sporte  is  spent) 

To  tel  some  sadde  and  reasonable  worde. 

Of  Hollandes  state,  the  which  I  will  present. 

In  Cartes,  in  Mappes,  and  eke  in  Models  made, 

If  God  of  heauen  my  purpose  not  preuent. 

And  in  meane  while  although  my  wits  do  wada 

in  ranging  rime,  and  fling  some  foUie  fooith, 

I  trust  my  Lorde  will  take  it  wdl  in  woorth. 


WEEDES. 


THE  FRVITE  OF  FETTERS: 

WITH  THE  COMPLAINT  OP  TRB  GRBBNE  UIIOHT, 
AND  HIS  PARXWELL  TO  PAN8IB. 

Great  be  the  greefes  which  braze  the  boldest 

bre&ts. 
And  al  to  seelde  we  see  such  bnrdens  borne, 
For  cmell  care  (which  reaueth  quiet  rests) 
Hath  oftentimes  the  woorthiest  willes  forewome. 
And  layed  such  weight  vpon  a  noble  harte. 
That  wit  and  will  haue  both  giuen  place  to  smarte. 

For  proofo  wherof  I  tel  this  wofol  tale, 
(Giue  eare  that  list,  I  force  no  frolicke  mindes) 
But  such  as  can  abide  to  heare  of  bale, 
And  rather  rue  the  rage  which  Fansie  findes. 
Than  scome  the  pangs  which  may  procure  tbeir 

pine, 
Let  them  giue  eare  vnto  these  ripies  of  nrine. 

I  teare  my  time  (ay  me)  in  prison  pent, 
Wherin  the  iloure  of  my  consuming  yeares. 
With  secret  grief  my  reason  doth  torment. 
And  frets  it  self  (perhaps)  with  needlesse  feares : 
For  whyles  I  striue  against  the  streame  too  fast, 
My  forces  faile,  and  I  must  downe  at  last 

The  hastie  Vine  for  sample  might  me  serue. 
Which  climbes  too  high  about  the  loftie  tree. 
Bat  when  the  twist  his  tender  iointes  doth  came. 
Then  fodes  he  fast,  that  sought  full  fresh  to  bee: 
He  fodes  and  faintes  before  his  fellowes  faile. 
Which  lay  full  lowe,  and  neuer  hoyst  vp  saile. 

Ay  me,  the  dayes  which  I  in  dole  consame. 
Alias,  the  nightes  which  witnesse  well  my  woe, 
O  wrongful  worid  which  makst  my  lansie  fame. 
Fie  Bckle  Fortune,  fie  thou  arte  my  foe. 
Out  and  alas,  so  frowarde  is  my  chaunce, 
No  dayes  uor  nightes,  nor  worldes  can  me  ad- 
naunce. 

In  recklesse  youtby  the  common  plagne  of  Lone 
Infected  me  (al  day)  with  carelesw  minda, 
Entising  dames  my  patieoce  still  did  pioae. 
And  blearde  mine  eyes,  till  I  becaoie  so  Uinde 
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That  Ming  not  what  forielmroght  mee  fborth, 
I  followed  moit  (alwayes)  that  least  was  woorth. 

In  middle  yearet,  the  reache  of  Reasons  reine 
No  sooner  gan  to  bridle  in  my  will| 
Nor  naked  neede  no  sooner  gan  coostreine 
My  rash  decay  to  breake  my  sleepes  by  skill, 
Bat  streight  therewith  hope  set  iliy  heart  on  flame. 
To  wittue  againe  both  wealth  and  woorthy  name. 

And  thence  prooeedes  my  most   consuming 
griefe. 
For  whyles  the  hope  of  mine  vnyolden  harte 
In  endiene  toyles  did  labor  for  reliefe^       [marte: 
Came  crabbed  Chance  and  marrde  my  merry 
Yea,  not  content  with  one  fowie  oudrthrowe. 
So  tied  me  fiut  for  tempting  any  mo. 

She  tied  me  fast  (alas)  in  golden  cbaines, 
V^herein  I  dwell,  not  free,  nor  fally  thrall, 
Where  guileful!  looe  in  double  doubt  remaines. 
Nor  honie  sweet,  nor  bitter  yet  as  gall : 
For  euery  day  a  patteme  I  beholde  [colde. 

Of  scortdiing  flame,  which  makes  my  heart  full 

And  enery  night,  the  rage  of  resUesse  thought 
Doth  raise  me  vp,  my  hope  for  to  renewe, 
My  quiet  bed  which  I  for  solace  sought. 
Doth  yrke  mine  eares,  when  still  the  warlike  crcwe 
With  sounde  of  dmmmes,  and  trumpets  braying 

shriU 
Belieue  their  watch,  yet  I  in  thraMome  still. 

The  common  ioy,  the  chcere  of  companie, 
Twixt  mirth  and  moane  doth  plandt^e  me  euer. 
For  pleasant  talke,  or  Mnsicks  melodie,       [more: 
Yeeld  no  such  salue  rnto  my  secret  sore, 
But  that  therewith  this  cursiue  corns  me  too, 
Why  liue  not  I  at  large  as  others  doo } 

Lo  thus  I  line  in  spite  of  cruell  death, 
And  die  as  fast  in  spite  of  lingring  life, 
Fedde  still  with  hope   which  doth  prolong  my 
breath,  [strifie. 

Bat  choakte  with  feare,  and  strangled  still  with 
Starke  staring  blinde  bicause  1  see  too  much, 
Yet  gasing  still  bicause  I  see  none  such. 

Amid  these  pangs  (O  subtil  Cordial) 
Tliose  of  farrefet  sigbes  which  most  mens  mindes 

eschewe, 
Recomforte  me,  and  make  the  furie  fall. 
Which  fedde  the  roote  firom  whence  my  fits  renewe : 
They  comforte  me  (ah  wretched  doubtfull  clause) 
Tliey  helpe  the  harme,  and  yet  they  kill  the  cause. 

Where  might  I  then  my  carefull  corpse  conuay 
From  companie,  which  worketh  all  my  woe  ? 
How  might  I  winke  or  hide  mine  eyes  alway. 
Which  gaze  on  that  wherof  my  griefe  doth  growe  ? 
How  might  1  stoppe  mine  eares,  which  hearken 

still. 
To  euery  ioy,  which  can  but  wounde  my  will? 

How  should  I  seeme  my  sighes  for  to  suppresse, 
Which  helpe  the  heart  that  else  would  swelt  in 

sunder?  [lesse? 

Which  hurt  the  helpe  that  makes  my  torment 
Which  helpe  and  hurte  (oh  wofull  wearie  wonder) 
One  seely  baitie  thus  toste  twixt  hdpe  and  harme, 
How  should  1  seeme,  such  aighes  in  tyme  to 

charme? 


How?  how  but  thus?  hi  sollttarie  wise 
To  steppe  aside,  and  make  high  way  to  moaae- 
To  make  two  fbuntaines  of  my  dazled  eiea. 
To  sigh  my  fill  till  breath  and  all  be  gone: 
So  sighed  the  knight  of  wbome  Bartello  writes. 
All  cladde  in  Greene,  yet  banisht  from  delights. 


And  since  the  storye  is  both  new  and 
A  dreary  tale  much  like  these  lottea  of 
I  will  aseaye  my  mnze  for  to  renewe. 
By  vymiag  out  bis  fiowarde  fistall  fine. 
A  dolefull  speecbe  becomes  a  dumpish 
So  semde  by  him«  for  thus  his  tale  begaoe. 

THE  COMPLAIHT  OF  THE  GRBXMB  KHIGIIT. 

Why  line  1  wretch  (quoth  he)  alas  and  wcllavsy. 
Or  why  beholde  my  heauy  eies,  tfaia  gladsun 

sunny  day  ?  [adoanna, 

Since  neuer  sunne  yet  shone,  that  coold  my  strc 
Why  liue  I  wr^tche  (alas  quoth  he)  in  hope  «f 

better  chaunce  ?  [tak. 

Or  wherefore  telles  my  toung,  this  drearye  dolc6iD 
That  euery  eare  might  heare  my  grieefe  and  m 

bemone  my  bale? 
Since  care  was  neuer  yet,  that  barlcened  to  mj 

playnte, 
Why  liue  I  wretch  (alas  quoth  he)  my  pangs  b 

vaine  to  paint? 
Or  wberfore  dotes  desire,  that  doth  his  wish  £»> 

close, 
And  sbewes  the  sore  that  seeks  recare,  thereby  ii 

ease  my  woes  ?  [dvei:. 

Since  yet  he  neuer  found,  the  hart  where  pjtne 
Why  liue  I  wretch  (alas  quoth  he)  adone  ia  woe 

to  swelt?  [tbeka, 

Why  striue  1  with  the  streame,  or  hoppe  apitft 
Or  search  that  neuer  can  be  fooode,  or  loose  m§ 

labor  still  ? 
Since  df^stenies  decreed,  must  alwayes  be  ober^e, 
Why  line  I  wretch  alas  (quoth  he]  with  luckc  tke 

ouerleyde?  [trestf 

Why  feedes  my  heart  on  hope  ?  why-  tyze  I  still  ot 
Why  doth  my  minde  still  muse  oo  mirth?  vt; 

leanes  my  life  on  lost? 
Since  hope  had  neuer  hap,  and  trust  always  foaai 

treason,  [luck  is  geu«a^ 

Why  liue  1  wretch  alas  (quoth  he)  wbcrte  all  pjui 
The  fatal  Sisters  three,  which  span  my  slewkr 

twine, 
Knew  wel  how  rotten  was  the  3rame,  fn  wbeace 

they  drew  their  line: 
Yet  haue  they  wouen  the  web,  with  care  so  mia'- 

folde,  [hoHe. 

(Alas  I  wofiil  wretch  the  while)  at  smy  cloth  cii 
Yea  though  the  threeds  be  cowrse,  and  such  » 

others  lothe,  [body  botk. 

Yet  must  I  wrap  alwayes  therin,  my  bones  sas 
And  weare  it  out  at  length,  which  laateth  bat  bx 

long. 
O  weauer  weauer  work  no  more,  thy  waip  haUs 

done  me  wrong: 
For  therin  haue  I  lapt  my  light  and  loslae  yeaRS> 
And  therin  haplesse  haue  I  hapt,  mine  age  and 

hoarie  hf^res: 
Yet  neuer  found  1  wramth,  by  ietttng  in  thy  t^tp. 
Nor  neuer  can  I  weare  them  out,  although  tbei 

rende  like  raggs.  [tjiut 

The  May-moone  of  mine  age,  I  meane  the  galbst 
When  coales  of  kinde  first  kindled  looe,  nnd  pie- 

sure  was  in  lirime^ 
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AW  bitter  was  the  froiie,  which  still  I  reaped  then. 
And  little  was  the  gaine  I  got,  coaiparde  by  other 

men.  [for  grace, 

Teare-thirstie  were  the  Dames,  to  whome  I  sued 
Some  stonie  storoackt,  other  some,  of  high  di)»- 

dainfui  race. 
But  all  vnconstant  (ay)  and  (that  to  thinke)  I  die. 
The  gaeidon  which  Cosmana  gaue,  can  witnesse  if 

Hie. 
Cosmana  was  the  wight  to  whome  I  wished  well, 
To  seme  Cosmana  cUd  1  seeme,  in  lone  to  beare 

the  bell: 
Cosmana  was  my  god,  Cosmana  was  my  ioy. 
Ay  me,  Cosmana  turnde  my  mirth,  to  dole  and 

dark  anoy: 
Reuenge  it  Radamanth,  if  I  be  found  to  lie,   [die. 
Or  if  I  slaunder  hir  at  all,  condemne  me  then  to 
Thou  knowst  I  honored  hir,  no  more  but  all  too 

much,  [no  grutch. 

Alas  thoo  knowst  she  cast  me  off,  when  I  deservde 
She  dead  (I  dying  yet)  ay  me  my  teares  were  dried, 
And  teeth  of  time  gnew  out  the  grief,  which  al  to 

Ion?  I  tried,  [molde. 

Yet  from  hir  ashes  spmng,  or  from  such  subtile 
Ferenda  she,  whome  euerie  eye,  did  iudge  more 

bright  than  golde. 
Ferenda  then  T  sawe,  Ferenda  I  behelde, 
Ferenda  8er\'de  I  faithfully,  in  towne  and  eke  in 

fielde :  [trew, 

Ferenda  coulde  not  say,  the  greene  knight  was  vn- 
But  out  alas,  the  greene  knight  sayde,  Ferenda 

changde  for  new : 
Ferenda  did  hir  kinde:  then  was  she  to  be  home. 
She  did  but  weare  Cosmanes  doutes,  which  she  in 

spite  hadtoroe: 
And  yet  betwene  them  both  they  waare  the  threeds 

so  neere,    '  [not  holde  yfeere. 

As  were  they  not  of  Steele  or  stone,  they  coulde 
But  now  Ferenda  mine,  a  little  by  thy  leaue: 
What  moued  thee  to  madding  nvaode  ?  why  didst 

thou  me  deceaue  ? 
Alas  I  was  a]  thine«  thy  selfe  can  say  no  lesse, 
And  for  thy  fall,  i  bathed  oft  in  many  a  deepe 

distresse:  '  [race. 

And  yet  to  do  thre  right,  I  neyther  blame  thy 
Thy  shining  selfe,  the  golden  gleames  that  glistred 

on  thy  fiice* 
Nor  yet  thy  fickle  fiuth,  shall  neuer  beare  the 

blame,  [in  euerie  game: 

But  I,  whome  kinde  hath  framd  to  finde,  a  griefe 
The  high  decrees  of  heauen,  haue  limited  my  life, 
To  linger  stil  wher  Loue  doth  lodge,  yet  there  to 

sterue  in  strife. 
For  proofe,  who  list  to  know  what  makes  me  nowe 

complaine, 
Giue  eare  vnto  the  greene  Knights  tale:  for  now 

begins  his  paine. 
When  rash  vnbndled  youth  had  mn  his  reck- 

lesse  race. 
And  caned  me  with  cardesse  course,  to  many  a 

great  disgrace,  [their  trade. 

Then  riper  mellowed  yeares,  thought  good  to  turne 
And  bad  Repentance  holds  the  reines,  to  rule  the 

brain>ii>ke  iade: 
So  that  with  much  to  doo,  the  brydle  helde  him 

backe*  [better  smacke  .* 

And  Reason  made  him  byte  on  bit,  which  had  a 
And  for  I  felte  my  selfe,  by  feebleuesse  fordoonne. 
And  panting  still  for  lack  of  breath,  as  one  much 

onenoonae. 


Therefore  1  toke  aduise,  to  walke  him  first    awhlie 
And  so  at  length  to  set  him  vp,  his  tran^yles  to 

beguile:  [trimme. 

Yea  when  he  curried  was,  and  dusted  slicke  and 
1  causde  both  hey  and  prouander  to  be  allowde  for 

him : 
Wherat  (aids  to  thinke)  he  gathered  flesh  so  fost. 
That  still  he  playd  bis  coltish  pranks,  when  as  I 

thought  thS  past: 
He  winched  still  alwayes,  and  whisked  with  his 

taile,  [preuaile 

And  leaping  ouer  hedge  and  ditch,  I  sawe  it  not 
To  pamper  him  so  proude:  Wherfore  I  thought 

it  best,  [him  rest. 

To  trauaiie  him  (not  as  I  woont)  yet  nay  to  giue 
Thus  well  resolued  then,  I  kept  him  still  in  harte. 
And  founde  a  pretie  prooander  appointed  for  hit 

parte. 
Which  once  a  day,  no  more,  he  might  a  little  tast : 
And  by  this  diet,  made  I  youth  a  gtaUe  tade  at 

last:  [pftce. 

And  foorth  I  might  him  ride,  an  easie  ioumeying 
He  neuer  straue  with  middle  agc^  but  gently  gaue 

him  place:  [hawie. 

Then  middle  age  stept  in,  and  toke  the  helme  in 
To  guide  my  Barke  by  better  skill,  into  some 

better  lande. 
And  as  eche  noble  heart  is  euermore  most  bent. 
To  high  exploites  and  woorthie  deedes,  where 

honor  may  be  hent: 
So  mine  vnyolden  minde,  by  Armes  gan  seeke  re- 

nowne,  [rashly  tabled  downe» 

And  sought  to  rayse,  that  recklesse  youth  had 
With  sa'orde  and  trustie  targe,  then  sought  I  for 

to  came 
For  middle  age  and  hoarie  haires,  and  both  their 

turnes  to  same:  [cuttes. 

And  in  my  Caruers  roome,  1  gan  to  cut  suche 
And  made  suche  morsels  for  their  mouthes,  as  wdU 

might  fill  their  gnttes, 
Beside  some  ouerplus,  (which  being  kept  .in  store) 
Might  seme  to  welcome  al  their  friends,  with  foisoa 

euermore: 
I  meane  no  more  but  this:  my  band  gan  finde 

such  happe,  [in  hir  lappa: 

As  made  me  thinke,  that  Fortune  ment,  to  play  me 
And  hope  therwith  had  heavde,  my  heart  to  be  so  hie. 
That  still  I  hoapt,  by  force  of  armes,  to  climbe 

abouetbeSkie: 
I  bathed  still  in  blisse,  I  ledde  a  lordelie  life. 
My  Souldiers  lovde  and  fearcle  me  both,  I  nener 

dreaded  strife:  .   reoft> 

My  boord  was  foroisht  stil,  with  cates  of  oainty 
My  back  wel  clad,  my  purse  wel  lynde,  my  woont- 

ed  lack  was  lost. 
My  bags  began  to  fil,  my  debtee  for  to  discharge. 
My  state  so  stoode,  as  sure  I  seemde  to  swim  in 

good  lucks  barge :  [not  paine  ? 

But  out  and  well  away,  what  pleasure  breedea 
What  sun  ca  shine  without  a  cloud,  what  thOder 

brings  not  rain? 
Such  is  the  life  of  man,  such  was  the  luck  of  me. 
To  £sll  ao  fast  from  hiest  hap,  where  sure  I  seemde 

to  be.  [scarcely  seme. 

Fine  hundred  snndrie  sunnes  (and  more)  ooold 
By  sweat  of  brows  to  win  a  roome,  whcorin  my 

knife  might  came: 
One  onely  dismall  day,  sufflsed  (with  deqiite) 
To  taketne  from  my  canien  place,  and  from  the 

table  ^uite. 
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Fine  hondrad    broken  ileepef,  btd  boned  all  my 

brayae  s,   ;  [crew  my  gaynes: 

To  find  (at  U  si  )  some  worthy  trade,  that  might  i  n- 

One  Ma  eke  ▼nluckte  houre,  my  trade  hath  ouer- 

throwen. 
And  marrde  my  marte,  and  broke  my  bank,  and 

al  my  blisse  oreblowon. 
To  wrappe  vp  all  in  woe,  I  am  in  prison  pent, 
My  gaines  possessed   by  my  foes,  my  friends 

against  me  bent: 
And  all  the  beany  haps,  that  euer  age  yet  bare, 
Assembled  are  within  my  breast,  to  choake  me  vp 

with  care.  [lust. 

My  modest  middle  age,  which  lacks  of  yonth  the 
Can  beare  no  sach  gret  burdSs  now,  bat  throwes 

them  in  the  dust: 
Yet  in  this  piteons  plight,  beholde  me  Loners  all. 
And  rewe  my  grieoes,  least  yon  your  seines  do 

light  on  such  a  fal. 
I  am  that  wearie  wratch,  whom  lone  alwajrs  hath 

tyred,  [man  desired. 

And  fed  me  with  such  strange  conoeytes,  os.neuer 
Tor  DOW  (euen  now)  ay  me :  I  loue  and  cannot 

cbuse,  [mindes  to  muse. 

So  strangely  yet,  as  wel  may  mone  the  wisest 
No  biasing  b^tie  bright,  bath  set  my  hart  on 

fire,  [detfire. 

No  ticittg  talke,  no  gorgeous  gyte,  tormenteth  my 
No  bodie  finely  framde,  no  haggarde  Falcons  eie, 
Vo  mddie  lip,  no  golden  locks,  hath  drawne  my 

minde  awrie: 
No  teeth  of  shining  pearie,  no  gallant  rosie  hiew, 
No  dimpled  chinne,  no  pit  in  cheeke,  presented  to 

my  view: 
In  fine,  no  such  delights,  as  loners  oft  allure. 
Are  canse  why  thus  I  do  lament,  or  put  my  plaiotes 

in  vre: 
But  such  a  strange  affect,  as  both  I  shame  to  tell. 
And  all  the  worlde  may  woonder  much,  how  first 

therin  I  fell.  [griefe. 

Yet  since  I  hane  begonne  (quoth  he)  to  tell  my 
I  wil  nought  hide,  although  1  hope  to  finde  no 

great  reliefe.  [ioyes 

And  thus  (qnoth  lie)  it  is:  Amongst  the  sundrie 
Which  I  conceivde  in  feates  of  warre,  and  all  my 

Martial  toyes. 
My  channce  was  late  to  bane  a  peeriesse  firelock 

pecce,  [in  Greece: 

That  to  my  wittes  was  nay  the  like,  in  Turkic  nor 
A  peace  so  cleanly  framde,  so  streight,  so  light,  so 

fine,  [diuine : 

So  tempred  and  so  polished,  as  seemeth  worke 
A  peeoe  whose  locke  yet  past,  for  why  it  nener 

feilde,  [nesse  neuer  quailde : 

And  though  1  bent  it  night  and  day,  the  qoick- 
A  peece  as  well  renfont,  as  euer  yet  was  wrought. 
The  braoest  peece  for  breech  and  bore,  that  euer 

yet  was  bought: 
The  mounture  so  well  made,  and  for  my  pitch  so 

fity  [as  it: 

As  though  I  see  faire  peeces  moe,  yet  fewe  so  fine 
A  peece  which  shot  so  well,  so  gently  and  so 

streight,  [ouerweight. 

It  neyther  bnized  with  recule,  nor  wroong  with 
In  fine  and  to  conclude,  I  know  no  feult  thereby. 
That  eyther  might  be  thought  in  minde,  or  we] 

discemde  with  ey. 
This  peece  then  late  I  had,  and  therin  t9oke  de- 

Hgbt,  [wight. 

Ai  nnich  as  euer  proper  peece  did  pl«aie  a  murlike 


Nowe  though  it  be  not  loit,  nor  veiidi«d  with  Ae 

rest,  [me  bka' 

Yet  being  shut  from  sight  therof,  how  emn  I  thiske 
Or  which  way  should  I  hope,  that  such  a  ievdl 
rare,  f  sbooteci  »k^ 

Can  passe  Tnseen  in  any  campe  where  cmoiig 
And  therewith  am  I  sure,  that  being  ooce  espiel, 
It  neuer  can  escape  their  bands,  but  fhaut  it  will  be 
tried :  [me, 

And  being  once  but  prooued,  thpn  farewel  frost  Ibr 
My  peece,  my  locks,  and  all  is  lost,  and  I  shij 

neuer  see 
The  like  againe  on  earth.    Nowe  Loacrs  tpeab 
your  minde,  [such  a  kiiK^^ 

Was  euer  man  so  strangely  stroke,  or  caa^  o 
Was  euer  man  so  fonde?  was  eurr  man  so  mad? 
Was  euer  man  so  woe  begone?  or  in  such  ca^ 

yclad  ?  f  liQC^ 

For  restlesse  thus  I  rest,  the  wretcbedsi  man  oi 
And  when  I  thinke  vpon  this  peece,  then  stJl  aj 

woes  reuiue, 
Nor  euer  can  I  finde  good  plaister  for  my  paiM. 
Uiilesse  my  locke  mig:ht  be  so  good,  to  fiode  that 

peece  againe.  [pioe. 

To  make  my  mourning  more,  where  I  in  prise 
I  daily  see  a  pretie  peece,  much  like  that  peere  tI 

mine,  [shine. 

Which  helps  my  hurt,  much  like  Tnto  a  brokes 
That  when  it  heales,  begins  to  ytcb,  and  then  nki 

off  the  skinne. 
Thus  lioe  I  still  in  loue,  alas  and  eoer  aball. 
As  well  content  to  loose  my  peece,  as  gl»lde  li 

finde  my  fall: 
A  wonder  to  the  worlde,  a  griefe  to  fnendlie  mivfes 
A  mocking  stocke  to  Momus  race,  and  al  nei 

scomefull  hindei,  [sreoe, 

A  lone  (that  thinke  I  sure)  whose  like  was  m»t 
Nor  neuer  wariike  wight  shal  be  in  lone  as  I  baei 

beene:  [Dase^ 

So  that  in  sooth  (quoth  he)  I  cannot  bUmr  tbe 
Whome  I  in  youth  did  moste  esteeme,  I  list  not 

foile  their  fames, 
But  there  to  lay  the  fault,  firom  whence  it  fist  i/i 

flowe:  [grieles  did  rr/« 

(  say  my  Fortune  is  the  root,  whence  all  thtse 
Since  Fortune  then  (quoth  he)  bath  turnde  ty  me 

hir  backe,  [my  self  in  blackc? 

Shall  I  go  yeeld  to  mourning  moan^,  and  ck»tb 
No  no,  for  noble  mindes  can  beare  no  thraldcnae 

so,  [wade  rn  va- 

But  rather  shew  a  merrie  cheere,  when  most  ibev 
And  so  will  I  in  greene,  my  careful  corpse  any. 
To  set  a  bragge  amongst  the  best,  as  though  an 

heart  were  gay:  [ha. 

Not  greene  bicause  I  hope,  nor  gieene  bican^  ■ 
Nor  greene,  bicause  I  can  delight  in  any  youthfi-' 

toy: 
But  greene,  bicause  my  greeoes  are  altray  fte^ 

and  greene,  [is  secoc 

Whose  roote  is  such  it  cannot  rot,  as  by  the  fr^'^ 
Thus  sayde,he  gaue  a  groane,  as  though  bi«  hear 

had  broke,  [siuhes  like  smoke 

And  from  the  furnace  of  his  breast^  sent  acakhc 
And  sighing  so,  he  sate  in  solitarie  wise, 
Conueying  floods  of  brynish  teares»  by  condnrt  u 

his  eyes. 
What  ende  he  had  God  knoweth,  Battello  wriw 

it  not. 
Or  if  he  do,  my  wittes  are  short,  for  f  bane  ' 

lovgoc. 
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Thus  hane  yon  beard  the  green  Knight  make 
bit  mone, 
Which  wel  might  mone  the  hardest  heart  to  melt: 
But  what  he  meiit,  that  knewe  himselfe  alone. 
For  socb  a  cause,  in  weerie  woes  to  swelt: 
And  yet  by  like,  some  peerlesse  peece  it  was, 
That  broagbt  him  so  in  raging  stormes  to  passe. 

I  bane  heard  tell,  and  read  it  tberewithall, 
That  neare  the  Alpes  a  kinde  of  people  bee« 
Which  seme  with  shot,  wherof  the  very  ball 
Is  bigge  of  balke,  the  peece  bnt  short  to  tee : 
But  yet  it  shootes  as  farre,  and  eke  as  fast. 
As  those  which  are  yframde  of  longer  last. 

The  cause  (ray  some}  consisteth  in  the  locke, 
Some  other  lodge,  bicause  they  be  so  strong, 
Renfbrced  well,  and  breeched  like  a  brocke, 
StifTe,  straight,  and  stout,  which  though  they  be 

not  long. 
Yet  spit  they  foorth  their  pellets  such  a  pace. 
And  with  such  force,  as  seemes  a  woondrons  case 

Some  other  thinke,  the  mettal  maketh  all. 
Which  tempted  is  both  rounde  and  smooth  to 

see: 
And  sure  me  thinkes,  the  bignestse  of  the  ball, 
Ne  yet  the  locke,  should  make  it  shoote  so  free. 
But  euen  the  breech  of  mettall  good  and  sounde. 
Which  makes  the  ball  with  greater  force  to  bounde. 

For  this  we  see,  the  stiffe  and  strongest  arme. 
Which  giues  a  ierke,  and  hath  a  cunning  loose, 
Shootes  furdest  still,  and  doth  alway  most  harme, 
For  be  his  flights  yfeathred  from  the  goose. 
Or  Peacockes  quilles,  or  Rauen,  or  Swanne,  or 

Crowe, 
His  shafts  go  swifte,  when  others  flie  but  slowe. 

How  so  it  be,  the  men  that  vse  to  shoote 
In  these  short  gunnes,  are  praysed  for  the  best: 
And  Princes  seeke  such  shotte  for  to  promoote 
As  perfectest  and  better  than  the  rest: 
So  that  (by  like)  their  peeces  beare  the  sway, 
£lse  other  men  could  shoote  as  farre  as  tbey. 

Their  poeces  then  are  called  Petronels, 
And  they  tbemselues  by  sundrie  names  are  calld: 
As  Bandolliers,  for  who  in  mountaynes  dwels. 
In  trowpes  and  bandes,ofte  times  is  stoutly  stalld: 
Or  of  the  Stone  wherwith  the  locke  doth  strike, 
Petronelliers,  they  called  are  by  like. 

And  BO  percase  this  peerelesse  peece  of  his 
For  which  he  mournde  and  made  such  niefull 

mone, 
Was  one  of  those:  and  thedbre  all  his  Uisse, 
Was  tnrnd  to  hale  when  as  that  peece  was  gone: 
Since  Martial  men  do  set  their  chief  delight. 
In  armes  which  are  both  firee  and  iayi«  in  sight. 

My  seUe  haue  seene  some  peeoe  of  such  a  pryce, 
As  woorthy  were  to  be  esteemed  well: 
For  this  you  know  in  any  stmunge  deuite. 
Such  things  as  seeme  for  goodnesse  to  excell. 
Are  bolden  deare,  and  for  great  Jewels  deemd, 
Bycaose  they  be  both  imre  aud  much  est^emd. 


But  now  to  tame  my  tale  from  whence  1  came* 
I  sate  his  lottes  and  mine  were  not  vnlike: 
He  spent  his  youth  (as  I  did)  out  of  frame. 
He  came  at  last  (like  me)  to  trayle  the  pike. 
He  pynde  in  prjrson  pinchte  with  priuie  pajme. 
And  1  likewise  in  pryson  still  remayne. 

Yet  some  good  fruite  in  fotters  can  I  finde^ 
As  vertue  rules  in  euery  kinde  of  vice : 
First  pryson  brings  repentaunce  to  the  minde. 
Which  wandred  earst  in  lust  and  lewde  denice. 
For  hardest  hartes  by  troubles  yet  are  taught. 
That  Ood  is  good  when  all  the  worlde  is  naught. 

If  thou  haoe  ledde  a  carelesse  lyfe  at  Ittrge^ 
Without  regard  what  libertie  was  worth: 
And  then  come  downe  to  crueil  Oaylonrs  charge. 
Which  keepes  thee  close  and  neuer  lettes  thee 

forth: 
Leame  then  this  fruite  in  Fetters  by  thy  selfo. 
That  libertie  is  worth  all  worldly  pelfe.    * 

« 

Whose  happe  is  such  to  yeelde  himself  in  wariv^ 
Remembre  then  that  peace  in  pleasure  dwelles : 
Whose  hartes  are  high  and  know  not  what  they 

are 
Let  such  but  marke  the  gingling  of  their  belles; 
When  fetters  frette  their  anckles  as  they  goe. 
Since  none  so  high  but  that  may  come  as  lowe, 

T6  tell  a  truth  and  therein  to  be  shorte, 
Prysons  are  plagues  that  fal  for  mans  offence. 
Which  ntaketh  some  in  good  and  godly  sorte. 
With  contrite  harte  to  grope  their  conscience. 
Repentance  then  steppes  in  and  pardon  cranes. 
These  fhiites  (with  mo]  are  found  in  darksome 
caues. 

If  thou  haue  friends,  there  shalt  thou  know 
them  right, 
Since  fiistest  friends  in  troubles  shew  their  fiisrth; 
If  thou  haue  foes,  there  shalt  thou  see  their  spight 
For  all  to  true  it  is  that  Prouerbe  sayth: 
Where  hedge  is  lowe,  there  euery  man  treads 

downe. 
And  friendship  failes  when  Fortune  list  to  frowne. 

Patience  is  founde  in  prison  (though  perforce) 
And  Temprance  taught  where  none  excesse  doth 

dwell. 
Exercise  calles,  least  slouth  should  kill  thy  corse: 
Diligence  driues  thy  busie  braines  to  swell. 
For  some  duuise  which  may  redeeme  thy  state. 
These  fruites  I  found  in  fetters  all  too  late. 

And  with  these  fruites  another  fruite  I  found, 
A  strangtt  conceyt,  and  yet  a  trustie  truth: 
I  found  by  proufe,  there  is  no  kinde  of  ground. 
That  yeeldes  a  better  croppe  to  retcblesse  youth. 
Than  that  same  molde  where  fetters  scrue  for 

mucke. 
And  wit  stil  woorkes  to  digge  vp  better  lucke. 

For  if  the  seede  of  grace  will  aoer  growe. 
Then  sure  such  solle  will  seme  to  beare  it  best. 
And  if  Gods  mercie  tberewithall  do  flowe. 
Then  springs  it  high,  and  ruflles  with  the  rest: 
Oft  hath  bene  seene  sacb  seede  m  priioo  east. 
Which  long  kept  dote,  and  i^osprad  yet  at  last 
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But  theravithall  there  Iprings  a  kisde  of  Tares, 
Which  are  vile  wcedes,  and  most  be  rooted  out. 
They  choake  vp  grace,  and  lap  it  fast  iu  snares. 
Which  oftentimes  do  drawe  it  deepe  in  doat. 
And  binders  plaotes  which  else  would  growe  full 
Yet  is  this  weede  an  easie  thing  to  spie.         [hie^ 

Men  call  it  Fansie,  sure  a  woorthlesse  weede. 
And  of  the  same  full  many  sortes  are  found. 
Some  finDsies  are,  which  thinke  a  lawful!  deede 
To  scape  away,  though  faith  full  fast  he  bound: 
Some  thinke  by  loue,  (oay  lust  in  cloke  of  loue) 
From  fetters  fast  their  selues  for  to  remoue. 

Some  be,  that  meape  by  murder  to  preuaile. 
And  some  by  fraude,  as  fknsie  rales  the  thought: 
Sometimes  such  firightes  mens  fansies  do  assai!e, 
(That  when  they  see  their  freedome  must  be 

bought) 
They  vowe  to  take  a  stande  on  Shooters  hill. 
Till  rents  come  in  to  please  their  wicked  will. 


hopes  by  lies  to  com«  on  floate, 
As  ftw  to  tell  their  fiends  and  kinne  great  tales. 
What  wealth  they  lost  in  coyne,  and  many  a 

caote. 
What  powder  packt  in  coffers  and  in  males. 
What  they  must  pay,  and  what  their  chaige  will 
Wherin  they  meane  to  sane  themselnes  a  fee.  [be. 

Some  &nsies  eke  forecast  what  life  to  weelde, 
When  libertie  shall  graunted  be  at  last. 
And  in  the  aire  soch  castles  gan  they  bnilde. 
That  many  timet  they  hSi  agaioe  as  fast: 
For  Fknsie  hinders  Grace  from  glories  crowne. 
As  Tsres  and  Byndes  can  plocke  good  graine 
adowne. 

Who  list  therfore  by  Fetters  Ihite  to  bane. 
Take  Fansie  first  out  of  his  priuy  thought, 
And  when  thou  hast  him,  cast  him  in  the  wane 
Of  Lethes  lake:  for  sure  his  seede  is  nought 
The  greene  Knight  he,  of  whome  I  late  did  tell, 
(Mine  Author  sayth)  badde  Fansie  thus  larewelL 

THE  ORBBNC  KM IGTHS  FAKBWBLL  TO  FANSIB. 

Fansu  (quoth  he)  fiurewell,  whose  Indge  I  long 

didbcare,  [Iweare: 

And  in  my  bat  fiill  harebrayndly,  thy  flowers  did 
To  late  I  finde  (at  last),  thy  frutes  are  nothing 

worth. 
Thy  blossomes  &11  and  fade  full  fast,  though 

branerie  bring  tbS  forth: 
By  thee  I  hoapt  alwayes,  in  deepe  delights  to  dwel. 
But  since  I  finde  thy  fickleneese,  Fansie  (quoth  he) 

farewelL 

Thou  madste  me  line  in  lone,  which  wisedome 

biddes  me  hate. 
Thou  bleardst  mine  eies  and  madste  me  thinke, 

the  &ith  was  mine  by  fate: 
By  thee  those  bitter  sweetes,  did  please  my  taste 

alway,  [was  but  a  play: 

By  thee  I  thought  that  tone  was  light,  and  payne 
I  thoi^ht  that  Bewties  blase,  was  meete  to  beare 

the  bell,  [he)  farewell. 

And  since  I  finde  my  selfe  deceyucd,  Fansie  (quoth 

The  glosse  of  goigeous  couitcs,  by  thee  did 
please  mine  eye, 

A  ftaUly  sight  UM  tfetought  it  wai^  to  Me  tha  braae 
goby; 


To  see  their  feathers  fbnnte^  to  nsarfce  ^* 

strannge  deuise,  [it  nior 

To  lie  along  iu  Ladies  lappes,  to  lispe  and  oak' 
To  fiswne  and  flatter  both,  I  liked  sometimes  weJ. 
But  since  I  see  how  vayne  it  is,  Fansie  (quoth  bt^ 

farewelL 

When  court  had  cast  me  off,  I  toyled  at  the 

plowe  (wote  not  b-i«: 

My'fiinsie  stoode  in  straunge  eonceipts.  to  thriue  I 
By  mils,  by  making  malte,  by  sheepe  and  eke  bj- 

swyne. 
By  ducke  and  drake,  by  pigge  and  goose,  by  csJaet 

and  keeping  kine: 
By  feeding  bullockes  fat,  wbea  pryce  at  mnketi 

fell. 
But  since  my  swaines  eat  Tp  iny  gsdoes,  Fsant 

(quoth  he)  fiurewelt. 

In  hunting  of  the  deare,  my  fansie  tooke  delifU, 
All  forests  knew  my  foUy  still,  the  ooonesht 

was  my  light: 
In  frosts  1  felt  no  cold,  a  sunnefaamt  hew  was  bat, 
i  sweate  and  was  in  temper  still,  ^y  watcbis; 

seemed  rest: 
What  daungers  deepe  I  past,  it  follie  wef«  to  teS, 
And  since  I  sigh  to  thinke  thereon,  Fanaie  (qadft 

he)  forewell. 


A  fansie  fedde  me  ones,  to  wryte  in  verse  lad 

rime,  [mycriiDe: 

To  wray  my  griefe,  to  craue  reward,  to  cooer  stU 

To  frame  a  long  discourse,  on  sturrini^  of  a  stnm. 

To  rumble  rime  in  rsffe  and  ruffe,  yet  aJi  a-jc 

worth  an  hawe :  [so  vcl 

To  heare  it  sayde  there  goeth,  the  Man  that  writtf 

But  since  I  see,  what  Poetes  bee,  Fansie  (qooth  be} 

farewelL 

At  Mnsickes  sacred  sounder  my   Ihnsie9  eft 

begonne,  [of  ▼atsoeae: 

In  Concordes,  discordes,  notes  and  difiea,  in  taso 

In  Hyerarchiet  and  straynes,  in  restes,  in  rak  and 

space,  [vnder  bsK: 

In  monacordes  and  mouing  moodes,  in  Buideai 

In  descants  and  in  chants,  I  streined  many  a  ydi 

But  since  Musicians  be  so  madde,  Fanaie  (quock 

he)  Csrewell. 


To  plant  strannge  conntrie  frnites,  to 

seedes  likewise. 
To  digge  and  delue  for  new  fbSd  rootes,  where  oM 

migbt  wel  suflise:  [trees, 

To  proyne  the  water  bowes,  to  picke  the  mcssK 
(Oh  how  it  pleasd  my  fansie  ones)  to  kneele  rpgs 

my  knees,  f«weO: 

To  gnflfe  a  pippine  stocke,  when  9appe  h^im  t» 
But  since  the  gaynes  scarce  quite  the  cost,  Fansie 

(quoth  he)  forewelL 

Fansie  (quoth  he)  forewell,  which  made  me  M- 

low  drommes, 
Where  powdred  bullets  semes  fur  sauce,  to  eoeiy 

dish  that  comes: 
Where  treason  lurkes  in  trust,  where  Hope  ifi     | 

hartes  beguiles,  [friendly  smiles : 

Where  mischief  Iteth  still  in  wayte,  when  Ibrtaac 
Where  one  dayes  prison  prousa,  that  all  mxk 

heauens  are  hell. 
And  soch  I  feele  theihitts  thereof,  Fstatic  (quolb 

he)forendi« 
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If  reason  rule  my  thoughts,  and  God  Toochsafe 

me  grace 
Then  comfort  of  Pbiloeophie,  shall  make  me 

chaunge  my  race: 
And  foDde  I  shall  it  finde,  that  Pansie  settcs  to 

shotve,  [grace  by  low: 

For  weakely  stads  that  building  still,  which  lacketb 
But  since  1  must  accept,  my  fortunes  as  tbey  fell, 
I  say  God  send  me  better  speede,  and  Fansie  now 

&rewell. 

EPIL06I8MU8. 

S«B  sweete  deceipt,  that  can  it  self  beguile, 
BeboMe  selfe  loue,  which  walketh  in  a  net: 
And  seemes  vnseene,  yet  shewcs  it  selfe  therewbile. 
Before  soch  eyes,  as  are  in  science  set 
The  Greene  knight  here,  leaues  out  his  firelocke 
That  Fancie  hath  not  yet  his  last  farewell,  [peece 
When  Foxes  preach,  good  folke  beware  your  geese, 
But  holla  here,  my  muse  to  farre  dotli  mell: 
Who  list  to  marke,  what  learned  preacher  sayeth. 
Must  learne  withall,  for  to  beleeue  his  lore: 
But  what  he  doth,  that  toucheth  nomana  faytb. 
Though  words  with  workes,  (agreed)  penuade  the 

more, 
The  mounting  kite,  oft  lighU  on  homely  pray 
And  wisest  wittes,  may  sometimes  go  astray. 

FINIS. 

Tan  Marti,  fuam  MercuruK 


in  PAAI8B  OF  A  GENTUEWOMAN  WHO  THOUGH 
SHE  WERE  NOT  VVRYB  FAVRB,  YET  WAS  SUE 
AS  BARDB  FAUOURED  AS  MIGHT  BE. 

If  men  may  credite  gine,  to  true  reported  &mes. 
Who  doubtes  but  stately  Rome  had  stoore  of 

lustye  k>uiog  Dames? 
Whose  eares  haue  bene  so  deofe,  as  nener  yet 

heard  tell,  [excel. 

Howe  far  the  freshe  Pompeia,  for  beantie  dyd 
And  golden  Marcos  he,  that  swaide  the  Romaine 

sword. 
Bare  witoesse  of  Beemia,  by  credite  of  bis  word. 
What  neede  I  mo  rehearse?  since  all  the  world 

dyd  know, 
How  high  the  floods  of  beauties  blaze,  within  those 

walles  dyd  flowe. 
And  yet  in  all  that  choysc  a  worthy  Romaine 

Knight,  .     [might. 

Antonius  who  conquered  prowde  Egipt  by  his 
Not  al  to  please  his  eye,  but  most  to  ease  his 

minde,  [behind. 

Chose  Cleopatra  for  his  loue,  and  left  the  rest 
A  wondrous  thing  to  reade,  in  all  his  victorye, 
He  snapt  but  hir  for  his  owne  share,  to  please  his 

fantasie. 
She  was  not  fiiyre»Godwot,the  countreyebreades 

none  bright, 

Well  maye  we  iudge  hir  skinne  the  foyle,  because 
hyr  teeth  were  white. 

percase  hyr  looelye  lookes,  some  piayses  dyd  de- 
seme,  [soyle  did  serue. 

Hot  browne  'l  date  be  bolde  shoe  was,  for  so  the 

And  ciwld  Antonius  forsa|Le  the  fayre  in  Rome? 

To  lone  bis  nutbrowne  Ladye  best,  wps  this  an 
equalldoome? 


VOL.  II. 


>  Sha  was  an  EgipUan. 


I  dare  well  say  dames  there,  did  beare  him  deadly 
gmdge,  [had  bene  iudge. 

His  sentence  had  beene  shortly  sayde,  if  Faustine 
For  this  I  dare  auow,  (without  vaunt  be  it  spoke) 
So  braue  a  knight  as  Anthony,  held  al  their  necks 

'  in  yoke: 
I  leaoe  not  Lucrece  out,  beleeue  in  hir  who  lyst, 
1  thinke  she  would  haue  lik'd  bis  lure,  and  stooped 
to  his  fist.  [liking  thus? 

What  mouM  the  chieftain  then,  to  lincke   his 
I  would  some  Romaine  dame  were  here,  the  ques- 
tion to  discusse. 
But  that  I  read  her  life,  do  finde  therein  by  fame. 
How  cleare  hir  curtesie  dyd  shine,  in  honour  of 

hir  name. 
Hir  bountie  did  excell,  hir  trueth  had  neuer  pere, 
Hir  louely  lokes,  hir  pleasant  speech,  hir  lusty 
looing  chare.  [found. 

And  all  the  worthy  giftes,  that  euer  yet  were 
Within  this  good  Egiptian  Sneene,  dyd  seeme  for 

to  abound. 
Wherefore  he  worthy  was,  to  win  the  golden  fleece, 
Which  scomd  the  biasing  star  res  in  Rome,  to  con- 
qnere  such  a  peeceJ  [deaths 

And  shee  to  quite  his  loue,  in  spite  of  dreadfull 
£nBhrinde  with  Snakes  within  bis  Tombe,  did  yeeld 
hir  parting  breath. 

ALLEGORIA. 

If  fortune  fauord  him,  then  may  that  roan  re- 

ioyce,  [choice. 

And  thinke  himself  a  happy  roan  by  bap  of  happy 

Who  loues  and  is  belou'd  of  one  at  p^od,  as  true, 

Ai  kind  as  Cleopatra  was,  aod  yet  more  bright  of  * 

hewe.  [roylke, 

Hir  eyes  as  greye  aa  glasse,  hir  teeth  as  white  as 
A  ruddy  lippe,  a  dimpled  chyn,  a  sky  a  as  smoth 

as  silke. 
A  wight  what  could  you  more,  that  may  content 

mannes  minde. 
And  bath  supplies  for  en*ry  a'ant,  that  any  man 
can  finde.  [pAsae, 

And  may  him  selfo  assure,  when  hence  his  life  shall 
She  wil  be  stong  to  death  with  snakes,  aa  Cleopa- 
tra was. 

SifottiPuUui  vtfaiix. 


ins  PRAISE  OF  PHIUP  SPARROW. 

Of  all  the  byrds  that  I  doo  know, 
Philip  my  Sparrow  hath  no  peere : 
For  sit  she  high,  or  lye  she  low. 
Re  she  for  off",  or  be  she  neere, 
7*here  is  no  byrd  so  faire,  so  fine. 
Nor  yet  so  fresh  as  this  of  mine. 

Come  in  a  morning  merrily, 
When  Philip  hath  been  latdy  fod. 
Or  in  an  evening  soberly. 
When  Philip  list  to  go  to  bed: 
It  is  a  heauen  to  heare  my  Phip, 
How  she  can  chirpe  with  cherry  lip. 

She  never  wanders  for  abrode. 
But  is  at  band  when  I  doo  call. 
If  I  command  she  layes  on  lode. 
With  lips,  with  teeth,  with  toong  and  all: 
Sha  chants,  she  chirps,  she  makes  such  cbeert. 
That  I  beKeue  she  hath  no  peert 
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And  yet  besides  all  this  good  spoft. 
My  Philip  can  both  siug  and  dance. 
With  new  found  toyes  uf  sundry  sort. 
My  Philip  can  both  pricke  and  prance: 
As  if  you  say  but  fend  cut  phip. 
Lord  how  the  peat  will  tame  and  skip. 

Hif  fethers  are  so  fresh  of  hew, 
And  so  well  prooued  euery  day. 
She  lacks  none  oile,  I  warrant  you, 
To  trim  hir  taile  both  tricke  and  gay: 
And  though  hir  mouth  be  somewhat  wide^ 
Hir  tongue  is  sweeteand  short  beside. 

And  for  the  rpst  I  dare  compare. 
She  is  both  tender,  sweete  and  soft: 
She  never  lacketh  dainty  fare. 
But  is  well  fed  and  feedeth  oft: 
For  if  my  Phip  haue  best  to  eate, 
I  warrant  you  Pbip  lacks  no  meatc. 

And  then  if  that  her  meate  be  good. 
And  such  as  like  do  |poe  alway: 
She  will  lay  lips  thereon  by  rood,      > 
And  see  that  none  be  cast  away: 
For  when  she  once  hath  felt  a  fit, 
Philip  will  cry  still  yet,  yet,  yet. 

And  to  tell  trueth  he  were  to  blame. 
Which  had  so  fine  a  bird  as- she. 
To  make  him  all  this  goodly  game, 
Without  suspect  or  jellousie: 
He  u  ere  a  churll  and  knewe  no  good, 
Would  see  her  faint  for  lacke  of  food. 

Wherefore  I  sing  and  euer  ^hall. 
To  prayse  as  I  have  often  pfou'd, 
Tliere  is  no  byrd  amon^^t  them  all. 
So  worthy  for  to  be  belou*d. 
Let  other  prayse  what  byrd  they  will. 
Sweet  Phillip  shall  be  my  byrd  ttilL 
Si  fortunatus  infcelix. 


I 


My  head  (though  dull)  was  yet  of  focb  demace. 
As  might  have  kept  thy  name  alwayes  in  price. 


FAREfFEL  WITH  A  MISCHIEFE. 

Written  by  a  Loner  being  disdainfuUie  abiected  by 
a  dame  of  high  calling,  who  had  chosen  in  his 
place  a  plaiefelowe  of  ba^r  condition,  and  there- 
fore he  determined  to  steppe  aside,  and  before 
bis  departing  geveth  her  this  Farewel  in  verse. 

Thy  byrth,  thy  beuty,  nor  thy  braue  attyre 
(Disdainful  dame,  which  doest  me  double  wrong) 
Thy  high  estate  which  sets  thy  heart  on  fire, 
Or  new  jfound  choyce  which  cannot  serue  thee  long 
Shal  make  me  dread  with  pen  for  to  reherse. 
Thy  skittish  deedes  in  thys  my  parting  verse. 

For  why  thou  knowest,  and  I  my  selfe  can  tell 
By  many  vowes  how  thou  to  me  were  bound. 
And  how  for  joye  thy  heart  dyd  seeme  to  swell, 
And  in  delight  how  thy  desires  were  drownde. 
When  of  thy  wyl  the  walles  I  did  essaylc. 
Wherein  fond  fancie  fought  for  myne  avayle. 

And  though  my  mynde  haue  small  delight  to 
vaunt. 
Yet  must  1  vowe  my  heart  to  thee  was  true: 
My  hand  was  able  always  for  to  daunt       [mewe, 
Tby  sUDdrous  foei»  and  keepe  their  tOBguei  in 


For  thoa  hart  caught  a  proper  paragon* 
A  tbeeftf ,  a  coward,  and  a  peacocke  foole. 
An  asse,  a  milkesop,  and  a  minioo. 
Which  hath  no  oile  thy  furious  flames  to  <Kiole; 
Such  one  is  he,  a  pheare  for  thee  most  fit, 
A  wandring  gest,  to  please  thy  waneiing  wit. 

A  tbeefe  I  count  him  because  he  robs  ns  both. 
Thee  of  thy  namcy  and  me  of  my  delights 
A  coward  is  he  noted  where  he  goetb. 
Since  euery  child  is  match  to  him  in  mi^t; 
And  for  his  pride  no  more  but  marke  bis  plasKS, 
The  which  to  pranke,  he  dayes  and  sights  coa- 
ramea. 

The  rest  thy  lelfe  in  secret  sort  can  judge. 
He  rides  not  me,  thon  knowest  hb  siMidle  best: 
And  though  these  tricks  of  thme  might  make  am 

grad^e. 
And  kindle  wrath  in  my  reoenging  brest. 
Yet  I  my  selfe,  and  not  to  please  thy  miad, 
I  stand  content,  my  rage  in  role  to  bind. 

And  fiu-  from  thee  now  must  1  take  my  flight, 
Where  toongs  may  tell  (and  I  not  aee)  tby  foil: 
Where  I  may  drinke  these  drags  of  thy  dopigbt. 
To  purge  my  melancholike  mind  withalL 
In  secret  so,  my  stomach  will  I  sterae. 
Wishing  thee  better  than  thon  doott 


THE  DOLE  OF  VISDAiKE, 

WRITTBN  BY  A  LOUER  DISDAIMBFUULE  RKISCT» 
CONTRARY  TO  FORMER  PROMUB. 

The  deadly  dreps  of  dark  disdaine. 
Which  daily  fall  on  my  desart: 
The  lingring  snte  long  spent  in  vaine^ 
Whereof  I  feele  no  fruite  but  smar^ 
Enforce  me  now  these  words  to  write 
Not  all  for  loue,  but  more  for  spite. 

The  which  to  the  1  must  rehearse. 
Whom  I  dyd  honour,  serue  and  trust. 
And  though  the  musicke  of  my  verse. 
Be  plainson;^  tune  both  true  and  iust: 
Content  thee  yet  to  here  my  song. 
For  els  thou  doest  me  doobble  wron^. 

I  must  alledge,  and  thou  canst  tell 
How  &itbfu)ly  I  vowed  to  serue. 
And  howe  thou  seemest  to  like  me  weH: 
And  how  thou  saydest  I  did  desenie. 
To  be  thy  Lord,  thy  Knight,  thy  King; 
And  how  much  more  I  list  not  sing. 

And  canst  thon  now  (thon  craeil  one) 
Condemne  desert  to  deepe  dispayre^ 
Is  all  thy  promise  past  and  gone? 
Is  fayth  so  fled  into  the  ayre? 
If  that  be  so,  what  resto  for  mef 
But  thus  in  song  to  taye  to  thte. 
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IP  Cr*8sydes  name  were  not  so  knowen. 
And  written  wide  on  euery  wall: 
If  brute  of  pryde  were  not  to  blojreni 
Upon  Angelica'  withall: 
For  bault  disdayne  thou  mightst  be  shej 
Or  Cresside  for  incunstancie. 

And  in  reward  of  thy  desart, 
1  hope  at  last  to  see  thee  payd: 
With  deepe  repentaunee  for  thy  part. 
Which  thou  hast  now  so  lewedly  playd. 
Medoro  bee  must  bee  thy  make. 
Since  thou  Orlando  doest  fur  sake. 

Such  is  the  fniite  that  groweth  alwaies, 
Upon  the  roote  of  ripe  disdaine: 
Such  kindly  wages  Copide  payes, 
Where  constant  hearts  cannot  remaine, 
I  hope  to  see  thee  in  such  bandes, 
When  I  may  laugh  and  clappe  my  handea. 

But  yet  for  thee  I  must  protest, 
But  sure  the  faulte  is  none  of  thiney 
Thou  art  as  true  as  is  the  best. 
That  euer  came  of  Cressedes  lyne: 
For  constant  yet  was  neuer  none, 
But  in  vnconstancie  alone. 

JUerilum  pelert,  graui. 


No  cruel,  but  in  spite  of  thee, 
1  will  make  Seas  where  earst  were  none. 
My  teares  shall  flowe  in  full  degree, 
Tyll  ail  my  myrth  may  ebbe  to  mone. 
Into  such  droppes  I  meane  to  melt. 
And  in  such  S&aa  my  selfe  lo  swelt. 

LBNUOIB. 

Yet  you  deere  Dame  for  wbome  I  fade, 
Thus  starning  still  in  wretched  state: 
Remember  once  your  promise  made, 
Ferforme  it  now  though  all  to  late. 
Come  home  to  Mars  who  may  you  please, 
Let  Vulcane  bide  beyond  the  Seas. 
Meriium  peiere,  graug. 


MARS  ly  DESPITE  OF  VULCANE 

WRITTEN  FOR  AN  AJI8BNT  LOUER  (PARTED  FROM 
Ills  LAOY  BY  SEA.) 

Both  dcepe  and  dreadfull  were  the  Seas, 
Which  held  Leander  from  his  loue, 
Yet  could  no  doubtes  his  mind  appease, 
Nor  saue  his  life  for  hir  beboue: 
But  guiltlesse  bloud  it  selfe  would  spill. 
To  please  the  waues  and  worke  his  wyll. 

O  greedye  gulfe,  O  wretched  waues, 
O  cruell  floods,  O  sinke  of  shames. 
You  holde  true  louers  bound  like  slauesy 
And  keepe  them  from  their  worthy  Dames: 
Your  open  mouth  gapes  euermore, 
Tyll  one  or  both  be  drowned  therefore. 

For  proofe  whereof  my  selfe  roaye  sing, 
And  shrich  to  pearce  the  loftye  skies. 
Whose  Lady  left  me  languishing^ 
Uppon  the  sboare  in  woofull  wise. 
And  crost  the  Seas  out  of  my  sight, 
Wherby  I  lost  my  chiefe  delight. 

She  sayd  that  no  snch  trustlesse  flood. 
Should  keepe  our  loues  (long  time)  In  twayne: 
She  sware  no  bread  shoulde  doe  hyr  good. 
Till  she  might  see  my  selfe  agayne. 
She  sayd  and  swore  these  wordes  and  mo. 
But  now  I  finde  them  nothing  so. 

What  resteth  then  for  me  to  doo. 
Thou  salte  sea  fbome  come  saye  thy  mind? 
Should  I  come  drowne  within  thee  to. 
That  am  of  true  Leanders  kind? 
And  headlong  cast  this  coipes  of  mine. 
Into  this  greedy  guttes  of  thine. 

>  Angelica  refusing  the  most  fiunons  knights  in 
the  whole  worIde»  choM  at  last  Mtdoro  o  poo«« 
seruing  man. 


PATIENCE  PERFORCE, 

WHEREIN    AN   ABSENT   LOUER    DOTH   THUS   BN^ 
COURAGE  HIS  LADY  TO  CONTINEW  CONSTANT. 

Content  thy  selfe  with  patience  perforce: 

And  quenche  no  loue  with  droppes  of  darcke  mi»» 

trust : 
Let  absence  bane  no  power  to  diuorce. 
Thy  fsithfiill  friend  which  meaneth  to  be  lust. 
Bcare  but  a  while  thy  Constance  to  declare. 
For  when  I  come  one  ynche  shall  breake  no  square. 

I  must  confesse  that  promise  dyd  me  binde, 
For  to  haue  sene  thy  seemely  selfe  ere  now: 
And  if  thou  knewest  what  griefes  did  gaule  my 

minde, 
Bicause  I  coulde  not  keepe  that  faithful!  vowe. 
My  iust  excuse,  I  can  my  selfe  assure. 
With  lytle  paine  thy  pardon  might  procure; 

But  call  to  minde  how  long  Vlisses  was, 
In  liogring  absence,  fro^  his  louing  make: 
And  howe  she  deigned  then  hir  dayes  to  passe^ 
In  solitary  silence  for  his  sake. 
Be  thou  a  true  Penelope  to  me. 
And  thou  shalt  sone  thine  owne  Vlisses  see. 

What  sayd  I?  sone?  yea  sone  I  saye  againe, 
I  wyll  come  sone  and  soner  if  I  maye : 
Beleeue  me  nowe  it  is  a  pinching  payne. 
To  thinke  of  loue,  when  louers  are  awaye. 
Such  thoughts  I  haue,  aud  when  I  thinke  on  thee^ 
My  thoughtes  are  there,  whereas  my  bones  would 
bee. 

The  longing  lust  which  Priames  sonneof  Troye, 
Had  for  to  see  his  Cresside  come  againe: 
Could  not  exceede  the  depth  of  mine  anoye. 
Nor  seeme  to  passe  the  patterne  of  my  payne. 
I  fryse  in  hope,  I  thaw  in  bote  desire, 
Farre  from  the  flame,  and  yet  I  burne  like  fire. 

Wherfbre  deare  friend,  thinke  on  the  pleasures 

And  let  my  teares,  for  both  onr  pames  sutftie: 
The  lingring  ioyes,  when  as  they  come  at  last. 
Are  bet  then  those,  which  pasie  in  posting  wist. 
And  I  my  selfe,  to  proue  this  tale  is  trae. 
In  bast,  peat  hast,  thy  comfort  will  renew; 
JdmivMfttMf^  from. 
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A   LETTER  DEUiSED  FOR  A  YONG 

LOUER. 

Becbiub  yoa  worthy  Drnme,  this  rude  and  ragged 

verye,  [noipe  rebeane. 

lieod  wyiling  care  tdIo  the  tale,  which  I  sbaJI 
And  thoogh  my  witleate  wooidcf  might  mooae  yoo 

for  to  gmile,  [my  ttile. 

Yet  truft  to  that  which  I  shal  tel,  and  neuer  marke 
Amoogft  fiue  bondretb  Damciy  preaented  to  my 

View,  [foa. 

I  find  most  cause  by  due  desert,  to  like  the  best  of 
I  see  your  beautie  such,  as  leemeth  to  suffice. 
To  btode  my  heart  in  Knckes  of  loue,  by  iudge- 

ment  of  myne  eyrs.  [desire. 

And  but  your  bounty  quench,  the  coales  of  quicke 
1  feare  that  face  of  yours  wyll  set,  ten  thousand 

hearts  on  fire. 
But  bounty  so  aboondes,  aboue  a1  my  desart, 
As  that  I  quake  and  shrinlce  for  feare,  to  shewe  yoo 

of  my  smart.  [repent. 

Yet  since  mine  eye  made  choice,  my  hart  shal  not 
But  yeeM  it  self  mto  your  wyl,  and  therwlth  stand 

content.  [not  much, 

Ood  knowth  f  am  not  great,  my  power  it  is 
The  greater  glorye  shall  you  gaine,  to  shew  your 

fisuour  suche. 
And  what  I  am  or  bane,  all  that  1  yeeld  to  you, 
My  hande  and  swoide  shall  serue  alwayes,  to 
•  proue  my  tongue  is  true. 

Then  take  me  for  your  owne,  and  so  I  wyl  be  still, 
Beleeue  me  nowe,  I  make  this  fowe,  in  hope  of 

your  good  wyll.  [change. 

Which  if  I  may  obtaine,  Ood  leaue  me  when  I 
This  is  the  tale  I  meant  to  tell,  good  Lady  be  not 

strange. 

Meriium  ptUre,  grove. 


DAUID8  SALUTACI0N8  TO  BERZABE 

Wherein  are  three  sonets  in  sequence,  written 
▼pponthlsoccation.  Thedeuiser  hereof  amongst 
other  friendes  had  named  a.  gentlewoman  his 
Berzabe,  and  she  was  content  to  call  him  hir 
Dauid.  The  man  presented  his  Lady  with  a 
booke  of  the  Golden  Asse,  written  by  Luciun 
Apuleius,  and  in  the  beginning  of  the  booke 
wrote  this  sequence.  You  must  confnrre  it 
with  the  Historye  of  Apuleius,  for  else  it  wyll 
haue  small  grace* 

This  Apuleius  was  in  Affricke  borne, 

And  tooke  delisht  to  trauaile  Thessaly, 

As  one  that  helde  bis  natiue  soyle  in  skorne. 

In  foraine  coastes  to  feede  his  fantasie. 

And  such  agatne  as  wandring  wits  find  out. 

This  yonker  wounebv  wyll  and  weary  tojrle, 

A  youth  mispent,  a  doting  age  in  doubt, 

A  body  brusd  wiUi  many  a  beastly  broyle, 

A  presaunt  pleasure  passing  on  a  pare. 

And  paynting  plalne  the  path  of  penitence, 

A  frollicke  fauour  foyld  with  fbwle  disgrace, 

When  hoary  heares  should  daime  their  reoerence. 

Such  is  the  fruite  thatgrowes  on  gadding  trees. 

Such  kynd  of  mell  most  moueth  busie  Bees. 

For  iMOMthi, 
Esteemiug  more  one  ounce  of  present  sporty 
Than  elders  doe  a  pound  of  perfect  wit : 
Plrst  to  the  bowre  of  beautie  doth  resorte, 
Aud  there  in  pleasure  patted  numy  %  fltte» 


His  worthie  race  he  (reckle«e)  doth  CovseCy 
With  small  legarde  in  great  afiBsires  be 
No  coonsell  grane,  nor  good  aduiae  can  a 
Mis  biaynes  in  brake  that  whirled  still  oa 
For  if  Byrhena  conlde  bane  hdde  him  backe. 
From  Venus  court  where  be  nowe  nusled  was, 
Uis  lustje  limmes  bad  neuer  founde  the  IsMrke 
Of  maalie  shape :  the  figure  of  an  Aaae, 
Had  not  bene  blazed  on  his  blood  aad  bones* 
To  wound  his  will  with  toimenU  all  attones. 

Bui 

Who  sawe  this  Lording  whiUed  with  the  cvp 
Of  vaine  delight,  wherof  he  gan  to  test : 
Ponide  out  apace,  and  filMe  the  Mazor  rp. 
With  drunken  hole :  yea  alter  that  in  hast. 
She  greazde  this  guest  with  sense  of  Sos  eerie. 
And  fedde  bu  minde  with  knacks  both  quciiit  aad 
Lo  here  the  tieazon  and  the  tiecherie       [atrwage : 
Of  gadding  giries,  when  they  dd'^ht  to  nsise. 
For  Lucius  thinking  to  become  a  foale^ 
Became  a  foole^  yea  more  than  that,  no  Asae, 
A  bobbing  blocke,  a  beating  stocke,  an  owie. 
Well  woondred  at  in  place  ^bere  he  did  peaae: 
And  spent  his  time,  his  trauaile  and  his  ooat. 
To  purchase  payne  and  all  his  labor  loot. 

Yet  I  fan  /, 
Who  make  of  thee  my  Folys  and  my  frende. 
In  like  delight  my  youthfull  yeares  to 
Do  hope  thou  wilt  from  such  scare 


ptitft  gfffW* 


SOONEAC^UAINTED.SOONEFORGOTTES. 

At  APPEARETK  HVBB  BY  AN  VBOOUKTBOUl 
FARXWBL  TO  AH  INCOBtTABT  DAMK. 

If  what  you  want,  you  (wanton)  had  at  wiB^ 
A  stedfast  minde,  a  faythfoll  louing  heart: 
if  what  you  speake  you  woulde  perfonne  it  still. 
If  from  your  worde  your  deede  did  not  reocrte: 
If  youthiiill  yeares  your  thougfates  did  not  ao  rule. 
As  elder  dayes  may  scorne  your  friendship  fraile. 
Your  doubled  &nyie  would  not  thus  reeule. 
For  peeuish  pryde  which  nowe  I  must  bewaile. 
For  Cresside  faire  did  Troilus  neuer  loue. 
More  dcare  than  I  esteemde  your  freamed  cbeare, 
Whose  waueriug  waycs  (since  nowe  1  do  them 

proue) 
By  true  reporte  this  witnesse  with  me  beare : 
That  if  your  friendship  be  not  to  deare  bought. 
The  price  is  great  that  nothini?  ^ues  for  nought. 
Merilttm  peUre  grau». 


THE  STEELE  GLAS 

A  tATTBB  COMPILBD  BY  GEOUGE  «ASCOIGn 
EtQUIBBB  TOO  ETHER  WITH  THB  COHPCJiUrrB 
OP  PHYLOMBNB.  AM  BLEGIE  DBUISBO  BT  THB 
tAMB  AUTHOK. 

To  the  Kight  honorable  his  singuler  good  Lord, 
the  L.  Graye  of  Wilton,  Knight  of  the  most 
honorable  order  of  the  Garter,  George  Gas* 
coigne  Esquire  wisheth  long  life,  with  encrenae  of 
honour,  according  to  his  great  worthinesse. 

Right  honorable,  noble,  and  my  singuler  good 
Lord:  if  ntDt  BbiUtie  were  any  waj  correapond* 


, 
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«iQt  to  the  hist  desires  of  my  hart,  I  should  yet 
tbinke  all  the  same  vnable  to  desenie  the  least 
pait  of  your  gooduesse :  in  that  you  haue  alwayes 
deygned  with  chearfull  looke  to  regard  me,  with 
affabylitie  to  heare  me,  with  exceed! nar  courtesy 
to  vse  me,  with  graue  aduice  to  direct  me,  with 
apparaDt  loue  to  care  for  nie,  and  with  assured 
assistance  to  protect  me  all  which  when  I  do  re- 
member, yet  it  stirreth  in  mee  an  exceeding  zeale 
to  deserue  it :  and  that  zeale  begetteth  bashefull 
dreade  to  perfbrme  it  The  dread  is  ended  in 
dolours,  and  yet  those  dolors  reuived  the  very 
same  affection,  which  first  moued  in  me  the  desire 
to  honour  and  esteeme  you.  For  whiles  I  bewaile 
mine  owne  Tnwortbynesse,  and  therewithal  do  set 
before  mine  eies  the  lost  time  of  my  youth  mis- 
pent,  I  seeme  to  see  a  farre  off  (for  my  comfort) 
the  higbe  and  triumphant  vertue  called  Magnam- 
m?/?e  accompanied  with  industrious  diligence.  The 
first  doth  encourage  my  fainting  barte,  and  the 
seconde  doth  begin  (already)  to  employ,  my  vn- 
derstanding,  for  (alas  my  good  Lord)  were  not 
the  cordial  of  these  two  preicious  spiceries,  the 
carosyue  of  care  would  quickely  confounde  me. 

I  baue  misgoueroed  my  youth  1  confes  it: 
what  shal  I  doe  then?  shall  I  yeld  to  miserie  as 
inst  plague  appointed  for  my  portion?  Magnani- 
mity saith  no,  and  industiy  seemeth  to  be  of  the 
verie  same  opinion.  1  am  derided,  suspected,  ac- 
cused, and  condemned,  yea  more  then  thai,  I  am 
rigorouslie  retected  when  I  proffer  amendes  for 
my  harme.  Should  1  therfure  dispaire  ?  Shall  I 
yeld  vnto  jellousie?  or  drowne  my  daies  in  idlenes 
because  their  beginning' was  bathed  in  wanton- 
nes  ?  Surelie  my  Lord,  the  magoanimitie  of  a 
noble  mind  will  not  suffer  me,  and  the  delightful- 
nes  of  diligence  doeth  vtterlie  forbid  me. 

Shal  1  grudge  to  be  rcproued  for  that  which  I 
haue  done  indeede,  when  the  sting  of  Emulation 
spared  not  to  touche  the  worthie  Scipio  with  most 
Tntrue  surmises  ?  Yea  Themistocles  when  he  bad 
delioered  all  Greece  from  the  huge  host  of  Xerxes, 
was  yet  by  his  vnkinde  Citizens  of  Athens  ex- 
pulsed  from  bis  owne,  and  constrained  to  seek 
fauor  in  the  sight  of  his  late  professed  enemie. 
But  the  magnanimitie  of  their  minds  tvas  such,  as 
neither  could  aduersiitie  onercome  them,  nor  yet 
the  iniurious  dealing  of  other  men  coulde kindle  in 
their  breastes  anie  least  sparke  of  desire  to  seeke 
an  vnhonorable  reuenge.  I  haue  loitered  my 
L.  I  confptse,  I  haue  lien  streaking  me  like  a 
lubber,  when  the  sunne  did  shine,  and  now  I  striue 
all  in  vaine  to  lode  the  cart  when  it  raineth.  1 
regarded  not  my  comelines  in  the  Maimone  of  my 
youth  and  yet  now  I  staude  prinking  mee  in  the 
glasse,  when  the  Crowes  foote  is  growen  vnder 
mineeie.     But  what? 

Aristotle  spent  his  youth  vene  riotously,  and 
Plato  (by  your  leaoe)  in  twenty  of  his  youthful 
yerea,  was  no  ieite  addicted  to  delight  in  amorous 
▼erse,  then  he  was  after  in  his  age  paineful  to 
write  good  precepts  of  moral  Philosopbie.  What 
should  I  speake  erf  Cato,  who  %vas  old  before  he 
learned  Latin  letters,  and  yet  became  one  of  the 
greater  Orators  of  his  time  ?  These  examples  are 
iufiicient  to  prone  that  by  Industrie  and  diligence 
ante  perfection  male  be  attained,  and  by  true 
magnanimitie  all  nduersities  are  easle  to  be  en- 
dured. And  to  that  end  (my  yerie  good  L.)  I 
doe  here  pretome  thus  mdelie  to  rehearse  them. 


For  as  I  can  be  content  to  confesse  the  lightnes 
wherwith  I  haue  bin  in  times  past  worthie  to  be 
burdened,  so  would  I  be  gladde,  if  now  when  I 
am  otherwise  bent,  my  better  indeuors  might  b«i 
accepted.  But  alas,  I  am  not  onclie  enforced  still 
to  carie  on  my  shoulders  the  crosse  of  my  care- 
fulnes,  but  therwithal  I  am  also  put  to  the  plonge, 
to  prouide  new  weapons  wherwith  1  maie  defend 
al  beauie  fro  woes,  deep  suspects,  and  dangerous 
'  detractions.  And  I  finde  my  selfe  so  feeble,  and 
so  vnable  to  endure  that  combat,  as  (were  not  the 
cordials  before  rehearsed)  I  should  either  cast 
downe  mine  armoure,  and  hide  my  selfe  like  a 
recreant,  or  els  (of  a  malicious  stubburncs) 
should  bttsie  my  braines  with  some  stratagem  for 
to  execute  an  enuious  reuenge  vpon  mine  adver- 
saries. But  neither  will  magnanimitie  suffer  me 
to  become  vnhonest,  nor  yet  can  Industry  see  me 
sinke  in  idlenes.  For  I  haue  learned  in  sacred 
scriptures  to  heape  coles  upon  the  heads  of  mine 
enemies  by  honest  dealing,  and  our  Sauiour  him- 
self hath  encouraged  me  saieng  I  shal  lacke  nether 
worke  nor  seruice,  although  it  were  noone  daiet 
•before  I  came  into  the  Market  place. 

Tlrese  things  I  sate  ^my  singuUir  good  L.) 
doe  renue  in  my  troubled  mind  the  same  affection 
which  first  mooued  me  to  honor  you,  nothing 
doubting  but  that  your  fauourable  eies  will  vouch- 
safe to  behold  me  as  I  am,  and  neuer  be  so  cu- 
rious as  to  inquire  what  I  haue  bene.  And  in  ful 
hope  therof  I  haue  presumed  to  present  your 
honor  with  this  satyre  written  without  time,  but 
I  trust  not  without  reason.  And  whatsoeuer  it  be 
I  bnmblie  dedicate  it  to  your  honorable  name, 
beseeching  the  same  to  accept  it  with  as  gratious 
regard,  as  you  bane  in  times  past  bin  accustomed 
to  behold  my  trauels.  And  my  good  L.  though 
the  skornful  doe  mock  me  for  a  time,  yet  in  the 
lend  I  hope  to  geue  them  all  a  rib  of  roste  for 
their  paincf.  And  when  the  vertuous  shal  per- 
ceiue  in  d6ede  how  I  am  occupied,  then  shal  de- 
traction be  no  lesse  ashamed  to  have  falselie  ac- 
cused me,  then  light  credence  shal  haue  cause  to 
repent  his  rash  conceite :  and  granitic  the  Judge 
shall  not  bee  abashed  to  cancel  the  sentence  vn- 
justlie  pronounced  In  my  condemnation.  In 
mean  while  I  remaine  amongst  my  bookes  at  my 
house  here  at  Walkamstow,  where  I  praie  dailie 
for  the  speedie  aduancement,  and  continual  pros- 
peritie  of  your  good  Lordship.  Written  the  l5th 
of  April,  1576. 

By  your  Honors  most  bounden  and  wel  assured, 

GEORGE  GASCOIGNFi. 


jyr.  R,  IN  COMMEVUATION  OF  THE  AtnTBEB,  AHD 

HIS  WORKB8. 

In  rousing  verse  of  Manors  bloodie  raigne. 
The  famous  Greeke,  and  Maro  did  excel, 
Grave  Seuec  did  surmount  for  tragic  vaine 
Quick  Epigrams  Catullis  wrote  as  wel. 
Arcgilogus  did  for  Iambics  paste, 
For  commicke  verse  stil  Plautus  peereles  was. 

In  Elegies  and  wanton  loue  writ  laies, 
Saunce  peere  were  Naso  and  Tibullus  deemde. 
In  Salyies  sharpe  as  men  of  mickle  praise, 
Lucilius  and  Horace  were  esteemde. 
Thus  diners  men  with  diuers  veines  did  write, 
But  Oescoigne  doeth  in  euerie  veina  uidite. 
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And  trhat  performance  he  thereof  doth  make 

1  list  not  vaunt,  his  works  for  roe  shal  6aie> 

lo  praiaing  him  Tinaotes  trade  I  take. 

Who  when  he  should  the  tvohU  cheare  displaie 

Duke  Agamemnon  had  when  be  did  waile 

His  daughters  death  with  teares  of  small  auaile. 

Not  skilde  to  countershape  his  mournful  grace 
That  men  might  deeme  what  art  could  not  supplic, 
Deuisde  with  painted  vaile  to  shroude  his  face 
Like  sort  my  pen  shal  Gascoigncs  praise  discrie, 
'Which  wanting  grace  his  graces  to  reherse, 
Doth  shroude  and  cloude  them  thus  in  silent  verse. 


Walter  Rawelie  op  the  middle  temple,  in 
commendation  op  the  steele  glai. 

Sweet  were  the  sauce  would  please  each  kind  of 

tast 
The  life  likewise  were  pure  that  ncuer  swerued, 
For  spiteful  tongues  in  cankrcd  stomacks  plast. 
Deem  worst  of  things,  which  best  percase  deseru- 

ed. 
But  what  for  that  ?  this  medicine  roaie  suffice. 
To  scome  the  rest,  and  secke.to  please  the  wise. 

Though  sundrie  mindes  in  sundrie  sort  doe  deeme, 
Yet  worthiest  wights  yelde  praise  for  euerie  paine, 
But  enuious  braines  doe  nought  (or  light)  estecme. 
Such  statelie  steps  as  they  cannot  attaine: 
For  who  so  reapes  renownc  aboue  the  rest. 
With  heapcs  of  hate,  shall  surclie  be  opprest. 

Wherefore  to  write  my  censure  of  this  booke, 
This  Glasce  of  Steele  vnpartiallie  doth  sliewe, 
Abuses  all  to  such  as  in  it  looke, 
From  prince  to  poore,  from  high  estate  to  lowc, 
As  for  the  verse,  who  lift  like  trade  to  trip, 
I  feare  me  much  shall  hardiie  reach  so  hie. 


Nicholas  Bowyer  in  commendation  op  this 

WORKS. 

From  laics  of  lone  to  Satyres  sadde  and  sngc, 

Ihir  Poet  turnes  the  trauaile  of  his  time. 

And  as  he  plcasde,  the  veine  of  youthful  age, 

With  pleasant  pen,  emploide  in  louing  riuie : 

So  now  he  seekes  the  pcrauestto  delight. 

With  works  of  worth  much  better  than  they  shew. 

This  glas  of  Steele  if  it  be  markt  aright 

Discries  the  fhulta  as  wel  of  hie  as  lowe. 

And  Philomelas  fourfold  iust  complaint 

In  sugred  sound  doth  shroud  a  solemn  sence 

Gainst  those  whom  lust  or  murder  doth  ataint 

Loe  this  we  see  is  Gascoigncs  good  pretence, 

To  please  al  sorts  with  his  praiseworthie  skill. 

Then  yeldhim  thanks  in  signe  of  like  good  will. 


THE  AOTHOR  to  THE  READER. 

To  vaunt  were  vaine,  and  flatter  were  a  fault 
But  trueth  to  tell  there  is  a  sort  of  Fame 
The  which  I  seeke  by  science  to  assault, 
Aud  so  to  leaue  remembrance  of  my  name. 
The  wals  wherof  are  wondrous  hard  to  clime 
And  much  too  hie  for  ladders  made  of  rime- 


Then  since  1  see  that  rimes  can  seldom  reach 
Vnto  the  top  of  such  a  statelie  towre. 
By  reasons  force  I  mean  to  make  some  bresch 
Which  yet  maie  help  my  feble  fainting  power 
That  80  at  last  my  Muse  maie  enter  in. 
And  reason  rule,  that  rime  could  ueuer  wiu. 

Such  batring  tire  this  pamphlet  here  bewraies 
In  rimeles  verse  which  thandreth  mighty  threts 
And  where  it  finds  that  vice  the  wall  decaies. 
Even  there  amaine  with  sharpe  rebukes  it  beate 
The  work  think  I  deseroes  an  honest  name^ 
If  not,  I  faile  to  winne  this  sort  of  Fame. 
Tom  Marii^  quam  MeraeruK 
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The  Nightingale,  whose  happy  noble  bart. 
No  dole  can  daunt,  nor  feareful  /orce  affright. 
Whoae  chereful  voice,  doth  comfort  saddest  wi^its, 
When  she  hir  self,  hath  little  cause  to  sing. 
Whom  louers  lone,  bicausc  sheplaines  their  greiie«, 
She  wraies  their  woes,  and  yet  relieues  their  payne. 
Whom  worthy  mindes,  alwayes  esteemed  modi. 
And  grauest  yeares,  haue  not  disdaiode  his  notes: 
(Only  that  king  proud  Tereos  by  his  name 
With  murdring  knife,  did  cfirue  hir  pleasant  tong. 
To  coner  so,  his  owne  foule  filthy  fault) 
This  worthy  biid,  hath  taught  my  weary  Miue, 
To  sing  a  song,  in  spight  of  their  despight. 
Which  worke  my  woe,  withouten  cause  or  crime, 
And  make  my  backc,  a  ladder  for  their  feete. 
By  slaundrous  steppes,  and  stayres  of  tickle  taike 
To  clime  the  throne,  wherin  my  selfc  should  sitte. 
O  Philomf*ne,  then  help  me  now  to  chaont: 
And  if  dead  beastes,  or  living  byrdes  have  ghosts, 
Which  ran  com^iue  the  cause  of  carefall  mone. 
When  wrong  triumphes,  and  right  is  ouertrodde, 
Tlien  heipe  me  now,  O  byrd  of  gentle  btoud. 
In  barrayne  verse,  to  tell  a  fnitefiill  tale, 
A  tale  (I  meane)  which  may  content  the  miiides 
Of  learned  men,  and  graue  Philosophi 


And  you  my  Lord  (whose  bappe  hath  beretofare 
Bene,  louingly  to  reade  my  reckles  rimes. 
And  yet  have  deignde,  with  fauor  to  for|:et 
The  faults  of  youth,  which  past  my  hasty  pea: 
And  therwitball,  haue  graciously  vouchsafte. 
To  yeld  the  rest,  much  more  than  they  deserrde) 
Vouchsafe  (lo  now)  to  reade  and  to  peniae,[oriBd. 
This  rimles  verse,  which  flowes  from   troobled 
Synce  that  the  line,  of  that  false  cay tife  kin^, 
(Which  raoished  fayre  Phylomene  for  lust. 
And  then  cut  out,  her  trustie  tong  for  bate) 
Lines  yet  (my  Lord)  which  words  I  weepe  to  write* 
They  line,  they  Hue,  (alas  the  worse  my  lucke) 
Whose  greedy  lust,  vnbridied  from  their  brest. 
Hath  raunged  long  about  the  world  so  wyde 
To  finde  a  pray  for  their  wide  open  moutbes* 
And  me  they  found,  (O  wofuU  tale  to  tell) 
Whose  harmelesse  hart,  perceivde  not  this  deceit. 

But  that  my  Lord,  may  playnely  vnderstaad. 
The  mysteries,  of  all  that  I  do  meane, 
I  am  not  he  whom  slaunderous  tongues  haue  toldr 
(False  touguesin  dede,  and  craftie  subtile  braines) 
To  be  the  man,  which  ment  a  common  spoyle 
Of  louing  dames,  whose  eares  wold  beare  my  woida 
Or  trust  the  tales  deuised  by  my  pen. 
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In^m  a  man  as  some  do  thinke  1  am. 
loLu^  not  good  Lord)  I  am  in  dcde  a  dame. 
Or  at  the  least,  a  right  Hermaphrodite: 
And  who  desires,  at  large  to  knowe  my  name. 
My  birth,  my  line,  and  eoery  circumstance, 
Lo  reade  it  here,  Plajrnc  dealyng  was  my  Syre, 
And  he  begat  me  by  Simplicities, 
A  paire  of  twinnes  at  one  selfis  burden  borne. 
My  Sist'  and  I,  into  this  world  were  sent. 
My  Systers  name,  was  pleasant  Poesys 
And  I  my  selfe  had  Satyra  to  name*. 
Whose  happe  was  such,  that  in  the  prime  of  youth, 
A  lusty  ladde,  a  stately  man  to  see, 
Brought  vp  in  place,  where  pleasures  did  abound, 
(I  dare  not  say,  in  court  for  both  myne  eares) 
Beganoe  to  woo  my  sister,  not  for  wealth. 
But  for  hir  face  was  louefy  to  beholde, 
And  therewithall,  hir  speeche  was  pleasant  stil. 
This  Nobles  name,  was  called  Vayne  Delight^ 
And  in  his  trayne,  he  had  a  comely  crewe 
Of  guylefuU  wights:  False  semblant  was  the  firsts. 
The  second  man  was,  Flcaring  flattery, 
(Brethren  by  like,  or  very  neare  of  kin) 
Then  followed  them.  Detraction  and  Deceite, 
Sym  Swash  did  beare  a  buckler  for  the  first. 
False  witnesse  was  the  second  sternly  page 
And  thus  wet  armd,  and  in  good  equipage. 
This  Galant  came,  vnto  my  fathers  courte. 
And  woed  my  sister,  for  she  elder  was. 
And  feyrer  eke,  but  out  of  doubt  (at  least) 
Hir  pleasant  speech  surpassed  mine  so  much, 
That  Vayne  Delight,  to  hir  address  his  sute. 
Short  tale  to  make,  she  gaue-  a  free  consent, 
And  forth  she  goeth,  to  be  his  wedded  mate  5, 
Entyst  percase,  with  glasse  of  gorgeous  shewe, 
(Or  else  perhappes,  persuaded  by  his  peeres) 
That  constant  loue  had  herbord  in  his  brest, 
Such  errors  growe  where  suche  false  Prophets 
preach. 

How  so  it  were,  my  Syster  likte  him  wet. 
And  forth  she  goeth,  in  Court  with  him  to  dwel. 
Where  when  sh^  had  some  yeeres  ysoiomed, 
And  saw  the  world,  and  markgd  eche  mansmiode, 
A  deepe  Desire  hir  louing  hart  enflamde. 
To  see  me  sit  by  hir  in  seemely  wise. 
That  companye  might  comfort  hir  sometimes. 
And  sound  advice  might  ease  hirweariethoughtes: 
And  forth  with  speede,  (euen  at  hir  first  request) 
Doth  Vaine  Delight,  his  hasty  course  direct. 
To  seekeme  out  his  sayles  are  fully  bent. 
And  winde  was  good,  to  bring  me  to  the  bowre, 
Whereas  she  laye,  that  mourned  days  and  nights 
To  see  hir  selfe,  so  matchte  and  so  deceirde. 
And  when  the  wretch  (I  cannot  teime  him  bet) 
Had  me  on  seas  ful  farre  from  friendly  help, 
A  sparke  of  lust,  did  kindle  in  his  brest. 
And  bad  him  harke,  to  songs  of  Satyra. 
I  selly  soale  (which  thought  no  body  harme) 
6an  cleere  my  throte  and  straue  to  sing  my  best. 
Which  pleaflde  him  so,  and  so  enflamde  bis  hart, 

>  Not  ignorant  symplicity  but  a  thought  free 
from  deceite. 

<  Satyrical  poetrye  may  rightly  be  called  the 
daughter  of  such  symplicitie. 

>  Where   may  be  commonly  found  a  meeCer 
woer  for  plesant  poetry  than  vaine  Delight? 

^  Such  men  do  many  tymes  attend  vpon  vaine 
Delight. 
9  Poetrie  married  to  vain  Delight* 


That  he  forgot  my  sister  Poesys. 

And  ravisht  me,  to  please  his  wanton  minde*. 

Not  so  content:  when  this  foule  fact  was  done, 

(Yfraught  with  feare,  least  that  I  should  disclose 

His  incest :  and  his  doting  darke  desire) 

He  causde  straight  waycs,  the.formost.of  his  crew*! 

With  his  compeare,  to  trie  me  with  their  tongues: 

And  when  their  guiles,  could  not  preuaile  to  winne 

My  simple  mynde,  from  tracke  of  trustie  truth. 

Nor  yet  deceyt  could  bleare  mine  eyes  through 

fraud, 
Came  Slander  then,  accusing  me,  and  sayde, 
That  I  entist  Delyght,  to  loue  and  luste.  [none  i1. 
Thus  was  I  caught,  poore  wretch  that  thought 
And  furthermore,  to  cloke  their  own  offence. 
They  clapt  me  faste,  in  cage  of  Myserie,* 
And  there  I  dwelt,  full  many  a  doleful  day, 
Vntil  this  theefe,tbis  traytor  vaine  Delight, 
Cut  out  my  tong,  with  Raysor  of  Restraynte, 
Least  1  should  wraye,  this  bloody  deede  of  his. 

And  thus  (my  Lord  )  I  line  a  weary  life  *, 
Not  as  I  seemd,  a  man  sometimes  of  might. 
But  womanlike,  whose  tearesmustvengcherharms. 
And  yet,  euen  as  the  mighty  gods  disdaine 
For  Philomele,  that  thoughe  hir  tong  were  cutte. 
Yet  should  she  sing  a  pleasant  note  sometimes: 
So  baue  they  dcignd,  by  their  deuinc  decrees. 
That  with  the  stumps  of  my  reproued  tong, 
I  may  sometimes,  Reprouers  deedes  reprooct 
And  sing  a  verse,  to  make  them  see  themselves* 

Then  thus  I  sing,  this  selly  song  by  night 
Like  Philomene,  since  that  the  shining  Sunns 
Is  now  eclypst,  which  wont  to  land  me  light. 
And  thus  I  sing,  in  corner  closely  cowcht 
Like  Philomene,  since  that  the  stately  courts. 
Are  now  no  place,  fjr  such  poore  byrds  as  L 
And  thus  I  sing,  with  pricke  against  my  brest 
Like  Philomene,  since  that  the  priuy  worme, 
Which  makes  me  see  my  reckles  youth  mispeot. 
May  well  suffise,  to  keep  me  waking  still. 

And  thus  I  sing,  when  pleasant  spring  begins. 
Like  Philomene,  since  euery  tangling  byrd. 
Which  squeakcth  loude,  shall  neuer  triumph  so. 
As  though  my  muze  were  mute  and  durst  not  sing. 

And  thus  I  sing,  with  harmclesse  true  intent. 
Like  Philomene,  when  as  percase  (meane  while) 
The  Cuckowe  suckes  mine  eggs  by  fbule  deceit; 
And  lickea  the  sweet,  which  might  have  fed  me 
first. 

And  thus  I  moanc,  in  moumfull  wise  to  sing, 
A  rare  conceit,  (God  graunt  it  like  my  Lorde) 
A  trustie  tune,  from  auncient  clyffes  conueyed, 
A  playne  song  note,  which  cannot  warble  well. 

For  whyles  I  mark  this  weak  and  wretched  world**, 

Wherin  I  see,  howe  euery  kind  of  man 

Can  flatter  still,  and  yet  deceiues  bimselfe. 

I  seeme  to  muse,  from  whence  such  errour  springs, 

'  Satyrical  Poetry  is  sometimes  rauished  by 
vayne  Delight 

**  False  semblant  and  flatterie  can  seldome  be- 
guile satirical  Poetrye. 

*  The  reward  of  busy  medling  is  Miserie. 

*  Note  now  and  compare  this  allegory  to  the 
story  ofProgneand  Philomele. 

^^  Hera  the  substance  of  them  begianeth. 
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Such  p:rosse  conceits,  such  mists  of  darke  mistake, 
Siicli  Surcuydry  **,  such  weeniog  ouer  weil. 
And  yet  in  dede,  such  dealings  too  too  badde.    • 
And  as  I  stretch  my  weary  wtttes,  to  weighe 
The  cause  theruf,  and  whence  it  should  proceede. 
My  battred  brayues,  (which   now  be  shrewdjy 

brusde 
With  cannon  shot,  of  much  misgoaernmeut) 
Can  spye  no  cause,  but  onely  one  conceite. 
Which  makes  me  tbinke,  the  world  goethstil  awry. 

I  see  and  sigh,  (bycause  it  makes  me  sadde) 
That  peui  jhe  prydei  doth  at  the  world  possesse, 
And  euery  wight,  will  haue  a  looking  glasse 
To  see  himse.fe,  yet  so  he  seetb  him  not : 
Yea  shal  I  say  ?  a  {^lasse  of  common  glasse, 
Which  gli^itreth  biisrht,  and  shewes   a   seemely 
Is  not  enough,  the  days  are  past  and  gon,    [shew. 
That  Berral  glasse,  with  foyles  of  lonely  brown, 
Might  seme  to  shew,  a  seemely  fauord  fece. 
That  age  is  deade,  and  vanisht  long  ago,       [true 
Which  thoueht  t^at  Steele,  both  trusty  was  and 
And  needed  not,  a  foyle  of  contraries, 
But  shewde  at  things,  euen  as  they  were  in  deede. 
In  stcade  whereof,  our  curious  yearcs  can  6nde 
The  christal  glas,  which  glimsethbraue  and  bright. 
And  shewes  the  thing, much  better  farr  than  it, 
Beguylde  with  foyles,  of  sundry  subtil  sights. 
So  that  they  seeme,  and  couet  not  to  be. 

This  is  the  cause  (beteuc  me  now  my  Lorde) 
That  Rcalmes  do  rcwe,  from  high  prosperity. 
That  kings  decline,  from  princely  gouemment. 
That  F.ords  do  lacke,  their  auncestors  good  wilt 
That  knightB  consume,  their  patrimonie  still. 
That  gentlemen,  do  make  the  merchant  rise, 
'i'hat    plowmen  begge,    and  craftesmen  cannot 

thriue, 
That  ctergie  qnayles,  and  hath  smal  rcuerence, 
That  laymen  Hue,  by  mouing  mischief  stil, 
That  courtiers  thriue,  at  letter  Lammas  day. 
That  officers,  can  scarce  enrich  their  heyres. 
That  Soldiours  sterve,  or  prech  at  Tiborne  Crosse^ 
That  lawyers  buye,  and  purchase  deadly  hate, , 
That  merchants  ctyme,  and  fat  againe  as  fast. 
That  roysters  brag,  alione  their  betters  rome. 
That  sicophants,  are  counted  idly  gueAs, 
That  Lais  leades  a  Ladies  life  alofle. 
And  Lucrece  lurkes,  with  sobre  bashftit  grace. 

This  is  the  cause  (or  else  my  Muie  mistakes) 
That  things  are  thought,  which  neuer  yet  were 
And  casteis  buytt,  aboue  in  lofty  skies,  [wrought 
Which  neuer  yet,  had  good  foundation. 
And  that  the  same  may  seme  no  feined  dreame. 
But  words  of  worth,  and  worthy  to  be  wayed, 
I  haue  presumde,  my  Lord  for  to  present 
With  this  poore  glasse,  which  is  of  trustie  Steele, 
And  came  to  me,  by  wil  and  testament 
Of  one  that  was,  a  Glassemaker  in  deede. 

Lucy1ins>*,  this  worthy  man  was  namde. 
Who  at  his  death,  bequeathd  the  christel  glasse. 
To  such  as  tone,  to  seme  but  not  to  be, 
And  vnto  those,  that  loue  to  see  themselues, 
How  foule  or  fayre,  soever  that  they  are. 
He  gan  bequeath  a  glasse  of  trustie  Steele, 
Wherein  they  may  be  bolde  alwayes  to  looke, 

•■  Overweening  conceit,  from  the  French.     C, 
>*  A  famous  o  Id  satyrical  Poete. 


Bycause  it  shewes,  all  things  in  their  decree. 
And  since  myselfe  (now  pride  of  youth  is  past) 
Do  loue  to  $>e,  and  let  al  seeming  passe. 
Since  I  desire,  to  see  my  selfe  in  deed. 
Not  what  I  .would,  but  what  I  am  or  should, 
Tberfore  I  like  this  trustie  glasse  of  Steele. 

Wherin  I  see,  a  frolike  fauor  frounst » 

With  foule  abuse,  of  lawlesse  Inst  in  youth: 

Wherein  I  see,  a  Sampsons  grim  regarde 

Disgraced  yet  with  Alexanders  bearde'^: 

Wherein  1  see,  a  corps  of> comely  ithape 

(And  such  as  might  tiesecme  the  courte  full  vel) 

Is  cast  at  heele,  by  courting  al  to  soone : 

Wherein  I  see,  a  quick  capacitie  '^ 

Berayde  with  blots  of  bight  Inconstaocie : 

An  age  suspect,  bycause  of  youthes  misdeedes 

A  poets  brayne,  posseste  with  layes  of  loue: 

A  Ciesars  mindc^  and  3ret  a  Codrus  might, 

A  5)ouldiours  hart, supprest  with  fearefiil  doooies 

A  Philosopher,  foolishly  fordone. 

And  to  be  playne,  I  see  myselfe  so  playne. 

And  yet  so  much  vnlike  that  most  1  seenode. 

As  it  were  not,  that  Reason  ruleth  me, 

I  should  in  rage,  this  face  of  mine  deftice. 

And  cast  this  corps,  downe  headlong  in  dispaire, 

Bycause  it  is,  so  fsrre  vnlike  it  selib. 

And  therewithal,  to  comfort  me  againe, 
I  see  a  world,  of  worthy  gouemment, 
A  common  weltb,  with  policy  so  mlde. 
As  neither  lawes  are  sold,  nor  iustice  boo^bt. 
Nor  riches  sought,  unlesse  it  be  by  right. 
No  crueitie,  nor  tyrannic  can  raigne. 
No  right  reueoge,  doth  rayse  rebellion. 
No  spoyles  are  tane,  although  the  sword  prruaile. 
No  ryot  spends,  the  coyne  of  common  weltb. 
No  ruters'hoard,  the  countries  treasure  vp. 
No  man  growes  riche,  by  Kubtilty  nor  sleight: 
All  people  dreade,  the  magistrates  decree. 
And  al  men  feare,  the  scourge  of  mighty  lone. 
Lo  this  (my  lord)  may  wel  deserue  the  name. 
Of  such  a  land,  as  milke  and  hony  flowcs. 
And  this  I  see,  within  my  glasse  of  Steel, 
Set  forth  euen  so,  by  Solon  (worthy  wif^ht) 
Who  taught  king  Croesus,  what  it  is  to  scme^ 
And  what  to  be,  by  proofe  of  happie  end. 
The  like  Lycurgus,  Lacedemon  king. 
Did  set  to  shew,  by  viewe  of  this  my  glasse. 
And  lefl  the  same,  a  mirrour  to  behold. 
To  euery  prince,  of  his  posterity. 

But  now  (aye  me)  the  glasing  christal  glasse  [rycb. 
Doth  make  us  thinke,  that  rralmes  and  townes  are 
Where  feuor  sways,  the  sentence  erf  the  law. 
Where  al  is  fishe,  that  cometh  to  the  net. 
Where  mighty  power,  doth  ouer  rule  the  right. 
Where  iniuries,  do  foster  secret  grudge, 
Where  bloudy  swoid,  makes  euery  booty  prise, 
Where  banquetting,  is  oompted  comly  cost. 
Where  officers  grow  rich  by  princes  pens. 
Where  purchase  comes  by  couin  and  deceit. 
And  no  man  dreads,  but  he  that  cannot  shift. 
Nor  none  seruc  God,  but  only  tong  tide  men. 
Againe  1  see,  within  my  glasse  of  Steele^ 
But  some  estates,  to  serue  cche  couutry  soyle, 

•5  The  aucthor  htmselfe. 
^  Alexander  Magnus  had  but  a  small  beanl. 
■*  He  which  will  rebuke  other  mens  fauHs,  shal 
doo  wel  not  to  forget  hys  owne  impeifoctions. 
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The  King,  the  Knight,  the  Pesant,  aiid  the  Priest* 
The  King  should  care  for  al  the  subjects  Mill, 
TbeKnight  should  fight,  for  to  defende  the  same. 
The  Peasant  he,  should  labour  for  their  ease. 
And  Priests  should  pray,  for  them  and  for  them- 
selues. 

But  out  alas,  such  mists  do  bleare  our  eyes, 
And  cbristal  glasse,  doth  glister  so  therwith. 
That  Kings  conceiue,  their  care  is  wonderous  gnreat 
When  as  they  beat,  their  busic  restles  braynes, 
To  maintaine  pom^e,  and  high  triumphant  sights, 
To  fede  their  fil,  of  daiiitie  delicatesj 
To  glad  their  harts,  with  sight  of  pleasant  sportes, 
To  fil  their  eares,  with  sound  of  instruments. 
To  breake  with  bit,  the  hot  coregious  horse,  [gold, 
To  deck  their  handes,  with  sumpteous  cloth  of 
To  cloth  themselues,  with  silkes  of  straunge  deuise. 
To  search  the  rorks,fbr  pearles  and  pretious  stones. 
To  delue  the  ground,  for  mines  of  glistering  gold: 
And  neuer  care,  to  maynteiuc  peace  and  rest, 
To  yeld  retiefe,  where  neady  lacke  appears. 
To  stop  one  eare,  vntil  the  poore  man  spcake. 
To  seme  to  «teepe,  when  lustice  siiW  doth  wake. 
To  gard  their  lands,  from  sodaine  sword  and  fier 
To  feare  the  cries  of  giltlcs  suckling  babes,  [bloud, 
Whose  ghosts  may  cal,  for  vengeance  on  their 
And  stirre  the  wrath,  of  mightie  tbundring  loue. 

1  speake  not  this,  by  any  engllshe  king. 
Nor  by  our  Sueene,  whose  high  forstght  prouids. 
;  That  dyre  debate,  is  fleddc  to  foraine  Realmes, 
Whiles  we  enjoy  the  golden  fleece  of  peace. 
But  there  to  turn  my  talc,  from  whence  it  came. 
In  olden  dayes,  goo<l  kings  and  worthy  dukes, 
I  C^ho  sawe  themselues  in  glasse  of  trusty  Steele) 
I  Contented  were,  with  pompes  of  little  pi'yce. 
And  set  their  thoughtes,  on  regal  gouerncment. 

An  order  was,  when  Rome  did  flourish  most. 
That  no  man  might  triumph  in  stately  wise. 
But  such  as  had,  with  blowes  of  blond  y  blade 
Five  thousand  foes  in  fonghten  field  foredone'*. 
^ow  he  that  likes,  to  loke  in  Cbristal  glasse. 
May  see  proud  pomps,  in  high  triumphant  wise^ 
Where  neuer  blowe,  was  delt  with  enemie. 

When  Sergius,  deuised  first  the  meane 
To  pen  up  ifishe,  within  the  swelling  floud. 
And  so  content  bis  mouth  with  daintie  farci 
Then  followed  fast,  excesse  on  Princes  hordes. 
And  euery  dish,  was  chargde  with  new  conceits. 
To  please  the  taste,  of  vncontented  mindes. 
But  had  he  seene,  the  strein  of  straunge  deuise. 
Which  Epicures,  do  now  adayes  innent. 
To  yeld  good  smacke,  vnto  their  daintie  tongues: 
Could  he  conceiue,  how  princes  paunch  is  flildc 
With  secret  cause,  of  sickenesse  (oft)  vnsecne. 
Whiles  lust  desires,  much  more  than  nature  cranes. 
Then  would  he  say,  that  al  the  Romane  cost 
Was  common  trash,  compard  to  sundrie  Sauce 
Which  princes  vse,  to  pamper  Appetite. 

O  Cbristal  Glasse,  thou  settest  thing.«  to  shew, 
IVhich  are  (God  knowcth)  of  little  worth  in  dedc. 
K\  eyes  behold,  with  eagre  d«^p  desire. 
The  Faulcon  flye,|the  grryhonndemnne  his  course, 
The  bayted  Bui,  the  Beare  at  stately  stake. 
These  Enterlud*,  these  new  Italian  sportes, 
Ind  cucry  gawde,  that  glads  the  minde  of  man  r 

«*  Val.  Max.  lib.  2.  cap.  3. 


Bat  fewe  regard,  their  needy  neighbours  lacke 
And  fewe  beholde,  by  contemplation. 
The  ioyes  of  heauen,  ne  yet  the  paines  of  hel^ 
Few  loke  to  lawe,  but  al  men  gaze  on  lust. 

A  swete  consent,  of  Musicks  sacred  sound. 
Doth  rayse  our  mindes  (as  rapt)  al  vp  on  high. 
But  sweeter  soundes,  of  concorde,  peace,  and  loue. 
Are  out  of  tune,  and  iarre  in  euery  stoppe. 

To  tosse  and  tume,  the  sturdie  trampling  steda* 
To  bridle  him,  and  make  him  meete  to  serue, 
Deserues  (no  doubt)  great  -commendation. 
But  suck  as  baue,  their  stables  ful  y fraught. 
With  pampred  lades,  ought  therewithal  to  wey. 
What  great  excesse,  vpon  them  may  be  spent. 
How  many  pore,  (which  nede  nor  brake  nor  bit) 
Might  therwith  al,  In  godly  wise  be  fedde. 
And  kings  ought  not,  so  many  horse  to  haue. 

The  sumpteous  house,  declares  the  princes  state. 
But  vaine  excesse,  bewrayes  a  princes  faults. 

Oar  bumbast  hose,  our  treble  double  ruffes. 
Our  sates  of  Silke,  our  comely  garded  capes. 
Our  knit  silke  stockes,  and  Spanish  lether  shoes, 
(Yea  veluet  serues,  oft  times  to  trample  in) 
Our  plumes,  our  spangs,and  al  our  queiut  aray. 
Are  pricking  spurres,  prouoking  ftfthy  pride. 
And  snares  (vnseeu)  which  leade  a  man  to  hel. 

How  liue  the  Moores,  which  spurne  at  glistring 
perle. 
And  scome  the  costs,  which  we  do  hold  so  deare? 
How  ?  how  but  wel  ?  and  weare  the  precious  pearle 
Of  peerlesse  truth,  amongst  them  published, 
(Which  we  enjoy,  and  neuer  wey  the  worth.) 
'I*hey  would  not  then,  the  same  (like  vs)  despise. 
Which  (though  they  lacke)  they  liue  in  better  wise 
Than  we,  which  holde,  the  worUiles  pearle  so  deare. 
But  glittring  gold,  which  many  yeares  lay  hidde, 
Til  gredy  mindes,  gan  search  the  very  guts 
Of  earth  and  clay,  to  finde  out  sundrie  moulds 
(As  redde  and  white,  which  are  by  melting  made 
Bright  gold  and  siluer,  mettals  of  mischiefe) 
Hath  now  enflamde,  the  noblest  Princes  harts 
With  foulest  fire,  of  filthy  Auarice» 
And  seldome  seene,  that  kings  can  be  contente 
To  kepe  their  bounds,  which  their  forefatlicn  left 
What  causeth  this,  but  greedy  gold  to  get? 
Euen  gold,  which  is,  the  very  cause  of  warres, 
The  neast  of  strife,  and  nourice  of  debate, 
The  barre  of  heauen,  and  open  way  to  hel. 

But  is  this  strange  ?  when  Lords  when  Knights 
and  Squires 
(Which  ought  defende,  the  state  of  common  weltb) 
Are  not  afirayd  to  couet  like  a  King? 

0  blinde  desire:  oh  high  aspiring  harts. 

The  country  Squire,  doth  couet  to  be  Knight, 
The  Knight  a  Lord,  the  Lord  an  Erie  or  a  Duke, 
The  Duke  a  King,  the  King  would  Monarkebe, 
An:l  none  content,  with  that  which  is  his  own. 
Yet  none  of  these,  can  see  in  Cbristal  glasse 
(Which  glistereth  bright,  and  bleares  their  gasing 

eyes) 
How  euery  life,  hearths  with  him  his  disease. 
But  in  my  glasse,  which  is  of  trustie  Steele. 

1  can  perceiue,  how  kingdomes  breede  but  eare. 
How  lA)n1ship  liues,  with  lots  of  lesse  delight, 

( lliough  cappe  and  knee,  do  sec  me  a  reuerence  , 


554 


GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


And  oonrHike  life,  is  thought  an  other  heaaen) 
Than  common  people  finde  in  euerj  coast. 

The  Gentleman,  which  might  in  countrie  keepe 
A  plenteous  boorde,  and  feed  the  fatberlesse, 
With  pig  and  gopse,  with  mutton,  beefe  and  veale, 
(Yea  now  and  then,  a  capon  and  a  chicke) 
Wil  breake  vp  house,  and  dwel  in  market  townes, 
A  loytring  life,  and  like  an  Epicure. 

But  who  (meane  while)  defends  the  common 

wcltb? 
Who  rules  the  docke,  when  shepherds  are  so  fled? 
Who  stayes  the  staff,  which  shuld  uphold  the 

state  ? 
Forsoth,  good  Sir,  the  Lawyer  leapeth  in, 
Nay  raUier  leapes,  both  ouer  hedge  and  ditch, 
And  rules  the  rost,  but  fewe  men  rule  by  right. 

O  Knights,  O  Squires,  O  Gentle  Uouds  yborne, 
You  were  not  borne,  al  onely  for  your  sehies: 
Your  countrie  claymes,  some  part  of  al  your 
paines.  [toyle. 

There  should  you  line,  and  therin  should  you 
To  hold  vpright,  and  banish  cruel  wrong, 
To  helpe  the  pore,  to  bridle  backe  the  riche. 
To  punish  vice,  and  vertue  to  aduance. 
To  see  God  servde,  and  Belzebub  siipprest. 
Yon  should  not  trust,  lieftenaunts  in  your  rome, 
And  let  them  sway,  the  sceptre  of  your  charge. 
Whiles  you  (meane  while)  know  scarcely  what  is 

don, 
Nor  yet  can  yeld,  accompt  if  you  were  callde. 

The  stately  lord,  which  woonted  was  to  kepe 
A  courte  at  home,  is  now  come  vp  to  couixe, 
And  leanes  the  country  for  a  common  prey. 
To  pilling,  polling,  brybing,  and  deceit: 
(Al  which  his  presence  might  haue  pacified. 
Or  else  haue  made  offenders  smel  the  smoke.) 
And  now  the  youth  which  might  haue  serued  him. 
In  comely  wise,  with  countrey  clothes  yclad. 
And  yet  therby  bin  able  to  preierre 
Vnto  the  prince,  and  there  to  S'jke  adnance: 
Is  faine  to  sell,  his  landes  for  courtly  clotites. 
Or  else  sits  still,  and  liueth  like  a  loute. 
(Yet  of  these  two,  the  last  fault  is  the  lesse:) 
And  so  those  imps  which  might  in  time  haue 

sprong 
Alofte  (good  lord)  and  servde  to  shicldc  the  state, 
Are  either  nipt,  with  such  vptimely  frosts. 
Or  else  growe  crookt,  bycausc  they  be  not  proynd. 

These  be  the  Knights,  which  shold  defend  the 

land, 
And  these  be  they,  which  leaue  the  land  at  lai^e. 
Yet  here  percase,  it  wil  be  thought  I  rone 
And  runne  astray,  besides  the  kings  high  way, 
Since  by  the  Knights,  of  whom  my  text  doth  tell 
(And  such  as  shew,  most  perfect  \h  my  glasse) 
Is  ment  no  more,  but  worthy  Souldiours 
Whose  skil  in  armcs,  and  long  experience 
Should  still  vphold  the  pllicni  of  the  worlde. 
Yes  out  of  doubt,  this  noble  name  of  Knight, 
May  comprehend,  both  Duke,  Erie,  Loixle,  Knight, 

Squire, 
Yea  gentlemen,  and  enery  gentle  borne. 

But  if  you  wil,  constraine  me  for  to'speake 
What  souldiours  are,  or  what  they  ought  to  be 
(And  I  my  selfe,  of  that  profession) 


I  see  a  crew,  which  glister  In  my  gli 

The  brauest  bande,  that  euer  yet  was  sene : 

Behold  behold,  where  Pompey  comes  belbre. 

Where  Manlius,  and  Marius  insne^ 

^milius,  and  Curius  I  see, 

Palamedes,  and  Fabius  Maximns, 

And  eke  tbeir  mate,  Epaminondsis  loe, 

Protesilaus  and  Phocyan  are  not  farre, 

Pericles  stands,  in  rancke  amongst  the  icsC» 

Aristomenes,  may  not  be  forgot, 

Vnlesse  the  list,  of  good  men  be  disgrast. 


Behold  (my  lord)  these  souldiottrs  cmn  1 
Within  my  glasse,  within  my  true  Steele  gli 
I  see  not  one  therin,  which  seekes  to  heape 
A  world  of  pence,  by  pinching  of  dead  pa3res 
And  so  beguiles,  the  prince  in  time  of  ncde. 
When  muster  day,  and  foughten  fielde  are  odk. 
Since  Pompry  did,  enrich  the  common  heaps. 
And  Paulus  he,  (^milius  sumamed) 
Returnde  to  Rome,  no  richer  than  he  went. 
Although  he  had,  so  many  lands  subdued. 
And  brought  such  treasure,  to  the  common  cHest> 
The  fourscore  yeres,  the  state  was  (alter)  free 
From  greuous  taske,  and  imposition. 
Yea  since  againe,  good  Marcus  Curius, 
Thought  sacriledge,  biroselfe  for  to  adaannee. 
And  see  his  souldioura,  pore  or  liue  in  lacke. 

I  see  not  one,  within  this  glasse  of  mine. 
Whose  fethers  flaunt,  and  flicker  in  the  winde. 
As  though  he  were,  all  onely  to  be  markt. 
When  simple  snakes,  which  go  not  halfe  so  gav, 
Can  leaue  him  yet  a  furlong  in  the  6eld : 
And  when  the  pride,  of  all  his  peacockes  p'.QiBes, 
Is  daunted  downe,  with  dastard  dreadfulnesie. 
And  yet  in  towuc,  he  ietteth  euery  streete. 
As  though  the  god  of  warres  (euen  Mars  bims^l' 
Might  wel  (by  him)  be  liuely  counterfiiyte. 
Though  much  more  like,  the  coward  ConstaBt}a& 
1  see  none  such  (my  Lorde)  I  see  none  such. 
Since  Phocion,  which  was  in  deede  m  Mars 
And  one  which  did,  much  more    than  he  nk 
Contented  was  to  be  but  homely  clad.  [nt^i 

And  Marius,  (whose  constant  hart  could  bide 
The  very  vainesy  of  his  forwearied  leg|^ 
To  be  both  cut,  and  carued  from  his  ctnps) 
Could  neuer  yet,  contented  be  to  spend. 
One  idle  groate,  in  clothing  nor  in 


I  see  not  one,  (my  Lord)  I  see  not  one 
Which  stands  so  much,  vpon  his  painted  sheath 
(By  cause  he  hath,  perchaunce  at  Bolleyn  bene 
And  loytered,  since  then  in  idlenesse) 
That  he  accompts,  no  Soldiour  but  bimselfe. 
Nor  one  that  can,  despise  the  learned  brayne. 
Which  joyneth  reading  with  experience- 
Since  Palamedes,  and  Vlisses  both. 
Were  much  esteemed  for  their  polUcies 
Although  they  were  not  thought  long  trained 
Epamynondos,  eke  was  much  esteemde. 
Whose  Eloquence,  was  such  in  all  respects. 
As  gaue  no  place,  vnto  his  manly  hart. 
And  Fabius,  snrnamed  Maximus, 
Could  ioyne  such  learning,  with  experience. 
As  made  his  name,  more  famous  than  the  rest. 

These  bloody  beasts,  apeare  not  in  m  j^  ^sae. 
Which  cannot  rale,  their  sword  in  furious  rage. 
Nor  haue  respecte^  to  age  nor  yet  to  kmde: 
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But  downe  goeth  a1,  where  they  get  vpper  hand, 

AVhose  rreedy  harts  so  haoKnc  are  to  spoyle, 

That  few  regard,  the  very  wrath  of  Ood, 

AVbich  irreeued  is,  at  cries  of  giltlesse  blond, 

Pericles  was,  a  fomuus  man  of  warre. 

And  victor  eke,  in  nine  great  fongbten  fields, 

Whereof  he  was  the  general  in  charge. 

Yet  at  his  death  he  rather  did  reioyce 

In  clemencie,  than  bloudy  victorie. 

Be  still  (quoth  he)  you  grane  Athenians, 

(Who  whispered,  and  tolde  his  valiant  facts) 

You  baue  forgot,  my  greatest  glorie  got. 

For  yet  (by  me,  nor  mine  occasion) 

Was  neuer  sene,  a  mourning  garment  wome. 

O  noble  words,  wel  worthy  golden  writ. 

Beleue  me  (Lord)  a  soldiour  cannot  baue 

Too  great  regarde,  wheron  his  knife  should  cut. 

Ne  yet  the  men,  which  wonder  at  their  wounds. 
And  she  we  their  scarres  to  euery  commer  by. 
Dare  once  be  seene,  within  my  glasse  of  Steele, 
For  80  the  faults,  of  Thraso  and  his  trayne, 
(Whom  Terence  told,  to  be  but  bragging  brutes) 
Might  sone  appenre.  to  cuery  skilful  eye. 
Bolde  Manlius,  could  close  and  wcl  convey 
Ful  thirtie  wounds,  (and  three)  vpon  his  head. 
Yet  neucr  made,  nor  bones  nor  bragges  therof. 

What  should  I  speake  of  drunken  Soldiours? 
Or  lechers  lewdc,  which  figh(  for  filthy  lust? 
Of  whom  that  one,  can  sit  and  bybbe  his  fil. 
Consume  his  coyne  (which  might  good  corage  yeld, 
To  such  as  march,  aud  moue  at  his  commaunde) 
And  makes  himsrlfe,  a  worthy  mocking  stocke 
Which  might  deseruc  (by  sobre  life)  great  laude. 
That  otlier  dotes,  and  driueth  forth  his  daycs 
In  vaine  delight,  and  foulc  concupiscence. 
When  works  of  weight,  might  occupie  his  hedde. 
Yea  therwithal,  he  puts  his  cwne  fondc  heade 
Vnder  the  belt,  of  such  as  should  him  scrue. 
And  so  bccorav,  example  of  much  euil, 
Which  should  hauc  sen'de,  as  lanteme  of  good  life : 
And  is  controlde,  wheras  he  should  commaund. 
Augustus  Ceesar,  he  which  might  haue  made 
Both  feasts  and  banquets  braucly  as  the  best, 
Was  yet  content  (in  campe)  with  homely  cates, 
And  seldome  drank  his  wine  unwatorcd. 
Aristomenes,  dayned  to  defcnde 
His  dames  of  prize,  whom  he  in  warres  had  won, 
And  rather  chose,  to  die  in  their  defence. 
Then  filthy  men,  should  foyle  their  chastitic. 
This  was  a  night,  wel  worthy  fame  and  prayse. 

O  Captayus  come,  and  Souldiours  come  apace. 
Behold  my  glasse,  and  you  shall  see  therin, 
Proud  Crassus  bagges,  consumde  by  couetise. 
Great  Alexander,  drounde  in  drunkennes^e, 
Ceesar  and  Pompey,  spilt  with  priuy  grudge, 
Brennus  beguild,  with  lightnesse  of  beliefe, 
Cleomenes,  by  ryot  not  regarded, 
Vespasian,  disdayned  for  deceit, 
Demetrius,  light  set  for  by  his  lust, 
Wberby  at  last  he  dyed  in  prison  pent 

Hereto  percase,  some  one  man  will  alledge. 
That  Princes  pence,  are  pursed  up  so  close, 
And  faires  do  fall  so  seldome  in  a  yeare. 
That  when  they  come,  prouision  must  be  made 
Tu  fende  the  frost,  in  hardest  winter  nights. 

Indccde  1  finde,  witliin  this  glasse  of  mine, 
Justinian,  that  proude  vngrateful  prince, 


Which  made  to  begge,  bold  Bellsariut 
His  trustic  man,  which  had  so  stoutly  fought 
In  his  defence,  with  euery  enimy. 
And  Scypio,  conderoncs  the  Roroaine  rule, 
Which  suffred  him  (that  had  so  tmely  serued) 
To  leade.pore  life,  at  his  (Lyntemum)  ferme. 
Which  did  deserue,  such  worthy  recompencc. 
Yea  herewithal,  most  Souldiours  of  our  time, 
Beleeve  for  truth,  that  proude  Justinian 
Did  neuer  die,  without  good  store  of  heyres. 
And  Romanes  race,  cannot  be  rooted  out. 
Such  yssence  springs,  of  such  vnplesant  budds. 

But  shal  I  say  ?  tliis  lesson  leame  of  me. 
When  drums  are  dumb,  and  sound  not  dub  a  duby 
Then  be  thou  eke,  as  mewt  as  a  mayde 
(1  preach  this  sermon  but  to  souldiours) 
And  learn  to  line,  within  thy  bravries  bounds. 
Let  not  the  Mercer,  pul  thee  by  thje  sleeuo 
For  sutes  of  silke,  when  cloth  may  seruc  thy  tume. 
Let  not  thy  scores,  come  robbe  thy  needy  purse. 
Make  not  the  catcbpol,  rich  by  thine  arrest. 

Art  thou  a  Gentle?  liue  with  gentle  friendet. 
Which  wil  be  glad,  thy  companie  to  haue. 
If  mnnhoode  may,  with  manners  well  agree. 
Art  thou  a  seruing  man?  then  serue  againe,    , 
And  stint  to  steale  as  common  souldiours  do. 

Art  thou  a  craftsman?  take  thee  to  thine  arte. 
And  cast  ofi'slouth,  which  loytreth  in  theCampea, 
Art  thou  a  plowman  pressed  for  a  shift? 
Then  leame  tu  ciout,  thine  old  cast  cobled  shoes. 
And  rather  bide,  at  home  with  barly  bread, 
Than  leame  to  spoyle,  as  tbou  bast  seen  some  do. 

Of  tmth  (my  frieudes,  and  my  companions  eke) 
Who  lust,  by  warres  to  gather  lawful  weltb. 
And  so  to  get,  a  right  renoumed  name. 
Must  cast  aside,  al  common  trades  of  warre, 
And  learne  to  liue,  as  though  he  knew  it  not. 

Well,  thus  my  Knight  hath  held  roe  al  to  long, 
Bycauiie  he  bare^  such  compasse  in  my  glasse. 
High  time  were  then,  to  tume  my  wery  pen, 
Vnto  the  Peasant  comming  next  in  place.  ^ 
And  here  to  write,  the  summe  of  my  conceit, 
I  do  not  meane,  aloncly  husbandmen. 
Which  till  the  ground,  which  dig,del?e,  mow,  and 
£Owe,  [snort. 

Which  swinke  and  sweate,  whiles  we  do  sleepe  and 
And  serch  the  guts  of  earth,  for  greedy  gain. 
But  he  that  labours  any  kind  of  way. 
To  gather  gaines,  and  to  enrich  himselfe, 
By  King,  by  Knight,  by  holy  helping  Priests, 
And  al  the  rest,  that  liue  in  common  welth, 
(So  that  his  gaines,  by  greedy  guylcs  be  got) 
Him  can  I  compt,  a  Peasant  in  his  place. 
Al  officer*,  all  aduocates  at  I  awe, 
Al  men  of  arte,  which  get  goodes  greedily, 
Must  be  content,  to  take  a  Peasants  rome. 

A  strange  deuise,  and  sure  my  Lord  wil  laugh. 
To  see  it  so,  desgcsted  in  degrees. 
Rut  he  which  cart,  in  office  drudge,  and  droy. 
And  crane  of  al,  (although  euen  now  a  dayes. 
Most  ofiicers,  commaund  that  should  be  cravde) 
He  that  can  share  from  euery  pention  payde 
A  Peeter  peny  weying  halfe  a  ponnde. 
He  that  can  plucke,  sir  Bennet  by  the  sleeoe. 
And  flnde  a  fee,  in  his  pluralitie, 
lie  that  can  winke  at  any  foule  abase. 
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As  long  as  gaihes,  come  trauling  in  tbenrith, 
Shal  such  come  see  tbemselues  in  this  my  gUisie? 
Or  shal  they  gaze,  as  godly  good  men  do? 
Yea  let  tbem  come :  but  shal  I  tell  you  one  thing? 
How  ere  their  gowoes,  be  gathred  in  the  backe. 
With  organe  pipes,  of  old  king  Henries  clampe, 
How  ere  their  cappes,  be  folded  with  a  flappe. 
How  ere  their  beards,  be  clipped  by  the  chinne. 
How  ere  they  ride,  or  mounted  are  on  moles, 
I  compt  them  worse,  than  harmless  homely  hindes. 
Which  toyle  in  dede,  to  serue  oar  common  vse. 

Strange  tale  to  tel :  all  officers  be  bl3rnde. 
And  yet  their  one  eye,  sbarpe  as  Lincenr  sight, 
That  one  eye  winks,  as  though  it  were  but  blynd. 
That  other  pries  and  peekes  in  euery  place. 
Come  naked  neede?  and  chance  to  do  amisse? 
He  shal  be  sure,  to  drtnke  upon  the  wfaippe. 
But  priuie  gaine,  (that  bribing  busie  wretch) 
Can  finde  the  meanes,  to  creepe  and  conch  so  lo^r, 
As  officers,  can  nener  see  him  slyde, 
270r  heare  the  trampling  of  his  stealing  steppes. 
I|e  comes  (I  thinke)  vpon  the  blinde  side  stil. 

These  things  (my. Lord)  my  glasse  now  sets  to 
show, 
Whereas  long  since,  all  officers  were  scene 
To  be  men  made,  oat  of  another  moulde. 
E|:>amyiMnid,  of  whom  I  spake  before 
(Wliich  was  long  time,  an  officer  in  Thebes) 
And  toylde  in  peace,  as  wel  as  fought  in  warre. 
Would  neuer  take,  or  bribe,  or  rich  reward. 
And  thus  he  spake,  to  snch  as  sought  his  faeipe: 
If  it  be  good,  (quoth  he)  that  you  desire, 
Then  wil  I  do  it,  for  the  vertaes  sake : 
If  it  be  badde,  no  bribe  can  me  infecte. 
If  so  it  be,  for  this  my  common  weale. 
Then  am  I  borne,  and  bound  by  duetie  both 
To  see  it  done,  withouten  i^irder  words. 
Bat  if  it  be,  vnprofitable  thing, 
And  might  empaire,  ofiende,  or  yeld  anoy 
Vnto  the  state,  which  I  pretende  to  stay. 
Then  al  the  gold  (quoth  he)  that  growes  on  earth 
Shal  neuer  tempt,  my  free  consent  thereto. 

How  many  now,  wil  treade  Zeleucus  steps? 
Or  who  can  bydc,  Cambyses  cruel  dome? 
Crnel  ?  nay  iust,  (yea  softe  and  peace  good  sir) 
For  lustice  sleepes,  and  Troth  Is  ie^ted  out. 
O  that  al  kings,  would  (Alexander  like) 
Hold  euermore,  one  6nger  streight  stretcht  put. 
To  thrust  in  eyes,  of  all  their  master  theeues'\ 
But  Brutus  died,  without  posteritie, 
And  Marcus  Crassus  had  none  issue  male, 
Cicero  slipt,  vnsene  out  of  this  world, 
With  many  mo,  which  pleaded  romaine  pleas >', 
And  were  content,  to  vse  their  eloquence. 
In  maintenance,  of  matters  that  were  good. 
Demosthenes,  in  Athens  vsde  his  arte, 
(Not  for  to  heape,  bimselfe  great  hourds  of  gold 
But)  stil  to  stay,  the  towue  from  dcFpe  deceite 
Of  Philips  wyles,  which  had  besieged  it. 
Where  shal  we  reade,  that  any  of  these  foure 
Did  euer  pleade,  as  carelesse  of  the  trial? 
Or  who  can  say,  they  boilded  sumpteously? 
Or  wroong  the  weake,  out  of  his  own  by  wyles  ? 
They  were  (I  trowe)  of  noble  houses  borne, 
And  yet  content,  to  use  their  best  deuoire, 
In  furdering,  eche  honest  harmelesse  cause. 


'T  false  judges. 


*<  Adyocatei. 


They  did  not  rowte  (like  mde  mringed  vwiae) 

To  roote  nobilitie  from  heritage. 

They  stoode  content,  with  gaine  of  glcMrious  famt, 

(Bycaase  they  had,  respect  to  equiiie) 

To  leade  a  life,  like  tme  Philosophers. 

Of  all  the  briatle  bearded  Aduocates 

That  euer  lorde  their  fees  aboae  the  cause, 

I  cannot  see  (scarce  one)  that  ia  so  bolde 

To  shewe  his  face,  and  fkyued  Phisoomie 

In  this  my  glasse:  but  if  he  do  (my  Lorde) 

He  shewes  himselfe,  to  be  by  aery  kinde 

A  man  which  meanes,  at  euery  time  and  tide. 

To  do  smal  right,  but  sore  to  take  no  vroog. 

And  master  Merchant,  he  whose  traoail  ooght 
Commodiously,  to  doe  his  countrie  good. 
And  by  his  toyle,  the  same  for  to  eorichey 
Can  finde  the  meane,  to  make  Mooopolyea 
Of  euery  ware,  that  is  accompted  strange. 
And  fc^s  the  vaine,  of  courtiers  raine  desires 
Vntil  the  court,  baue  courtiers  cast  at  hede, 
*'  Quia  non  habeut  vestes  Nnptrales.** 

O  painted  foolcs,  whose  hairbrainde  heads  imt 

haue 

More  clothes  attoncs,  than  might  becofne  a  Viae- 

For  whom  the  rocks,  in  forain  realmes  must  spa. 

For  whom  they  carde,  for  whom  they  vreane  tkdr 

webbes 
For  whom  no  wool,  appeareth  fine  enonsb, 
(I  speake  not  this  by  english  courtiers 
Since  english  wool,  was  euer  thought  most  voctb) 
For  whom  al  seas,  are  tossed  to  and  fro. 
For  whom  these  purples  come  from  Persia, 
The  crimosiue,  and  liuely  red  from  Inde: 
For  whom  soft  silks,  do  sayle  from  Sericanc, 
And  al  qucint  costs,  do  come  frofxi  fardest  coa^: 
Whiles  in  meane  while,  that  worthy  Bmperour, 
Which  rulde  the  work),  and  had  all  welth  at  wil, 
Could  be  content,  to  tire  his  wearie  wife. 
His  daughters  andy  bis  niepces  everychooe-. 
To  spin  and  worke  the  clothes  that  he  shnld  went, 
And  neuer  carde,  for  silks  or  sumpteous  cost. 
For  cloth  of  gold,  or  tinsel  figurie. 
For  Baudkin,  broydrie,  cutworks,  nor  cxmoeils. 
He  set  the  shippes,  of  merchantmen  on  woike. 
With  bringing  home,  oyle,  graine,  and  sanie  sk 
And  such  like  wares,  as  serued  common 


Yea  for  my  life,  those  merchants  were  not  woost 
To  lend  their  wares,  at  reasonable  rate," 
(To  gaiiie  no  more,  but  Cento  per  cento) 
To  teach  yong  men,  the  trade  to  sel  browne  papa, 
Yea  Morrioe  bells,  and  byllets  too  sometimes. 
To  make  their  coyne,  a  net  to  catch  yong  frye. 
To  bnide  such  babes,  in  father  Derbies  bands. 
To  stay  their  steps,  by  statute  Staples  staffe. 
To  rule  yong  roystcrs,  with  Recognisance, 
To  read  Arithmeticke  once  euery  day. 
In  Woodstreat,  Bredstreat,  and  iu  Pultery  [hon^ 
Where  such  schoolmaisters  keepe  their  coonta; 
To  fede  on  bones,  when  flesh  and  fell  is  gon. 
To  keepe  their  byrds,  ful  close  m  caytiues  cage, 
(Who  being  brought,  to  libertie  at  large,       [ib'iati 
Might  sing  perchaunce,  abroade,  when  sannc  dotk 
Of  their  mishaps,  and  how  their  fethers  fel) 
Vntil  the  canker  may  their  corpse  consume. 

These  knackes  (my  lord)  I  cannot  cal  to  mindc 
Bycause  they  showe  not  in  my  glasse  of  atedc. 
But  hoUa;  here,  I  see  a  wondrous  sight. 


THE  STEELE  GLAS. 
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I  tee  a  swarme,  of  Saintf  within  my  gla«se: 
Beholde,  behold,  I*see  a  swarme  in  deede 
Of  holy  Saiots,  whkh  walke  in  comely  wise, 
Kot.deckt  in  robes,  nor  gamifhed  with  gold. 
But  some  vnshod,  yea  some  fa  I  thinly  clothde. 
And  yet  they  seme,  so  heauenly  for  so  see. 
As  if  their  ey«>s,  were  al  of  Diamonds, 
Their  face  of  Rubles,  Saphires  and  lacinets. 
Their  comly  beards,  and  heare»  of  siloer  wiers. 
And  to  be  short,  they  seeme  Angelycall. 
What  should  they  be,  (my  Lord)  what  should 
they  be? 

U  gratious  God,  I  see  now  what  they  be. 
These  be  my  priests,  which  pray  for  evry  state, 
These  be  my  priests,  deuorced  from  the  world. 
And  weddf;d  yet,  to  beaacn  and  holynesse. 
Which  are  not  proude,  nor  couet  to  be  riche. 
Which  go  nol  gay,  nor  fede  on  daintie  foode. 
Which  enuie  not,  nor  knowe  what  malice  nieanes, 
Which  loth  all  lust,  disdayning  dninkenesse, 
Which  cannot  iaine,  which  hate  hypocrisie. 
Which  neuer  sawe.  Sir  Simonies  deceits. 
Which  preach  of  peace,  which  carpe  contentious, 

'   Which  loyter  not,  but. labour  al  the  yeare. 
Which  thunder  threts.of  Oods  most  greuous  wrath, 

'  And  yet  do  teach,  that  mercie  is  in  store. 

I       Lo  these  (my  Lord)  be  my  good  praying  priests. 

Descended  from  Melchysedec  by  line 
I  Cosens  to  Paule,  to  Peter,  James,  and  John, 

These  be  my  priests,  the  seasning  of  the  earth 
I  Which  wil  not  leese,  their  sayrinesse,  1  tfx>we. 
I  Not  one  of  these  (for  twenty  hundreth  groats) 
I  Wil  teach  the  text,  that  byddes  him  take  a  wife, 
I  And  yet  be  combred  with  a  concnbine. 
,  Not  one  of  these,  wil  reade  the  holy  write 

Which  doth  forbid,  all  greedy  nsurie, 
,  And  yet  receiue,  a  shilling  for  a  poonde. 
Not  one  of  these,  wil  preach  of  patience. 
And  yet  be  found,  as  angry  as  a  waspe. 
Not  one  of  these,  can  be  content  to  sit 
In  Taaems,  Innes,  or  Alehouses  all  day. 
But  spends  his  time,  devoutly  at  his  booke. 
Not  one  of  these,  wil  rayle  at  rulers  wrongs. 
And  yet  be  blotted,  with  extortion. 
Not  one  of  these,  wil  paint  out  worldly  pride. 
And  he  himselfe,  as  gallaunt  as  he  dare. 
Not  one  of  these,  rebnketh  anarice, 
And  yet  procureth,  ploude  pluralities. 
Not  one  of  these,  reproueth  yanitie 
(Whiles  he  himselfe,  with  hauke  upon  his  flst 
And  houndes  at  heele)  doth  quite  foiget  his  text. 
Not  one  of  these,  corrects  contentions. 
For  trifline  things:  and  yet  wil  sue  for  tythes. 
Not  one  of  these  (not  one  of  these  my  Lord) 
Wil  be  ashamde,  to  do  enen  as  he  teacheth. 
My  priests  haue  learnt,  to  pray  vnto  the  Lord, 
And  yet  they  trust  not  in  their  lyplabour. 
My  priests  can  fiast,  and  vse  al  abstinence. 
From  vice  and  sinne,  and  yet  refuse  no  meats. 
My  priests  can  giue,  in  charitable  wis<*,   • 
And  loue  also,  to  do  good  almes  dedes, 
Although  they  trust,  not  m  their  owne  deserts. 
My  priestes  can  place,  all  penaunce  in  the  hart. 
Without  regard,  of  outward  ceremonies. 
My  priests  can  keepe,  their  temples  vndefyled, 
And  yet  dede,  all  Superstition. 


Although  they  wer^  the  last  that  shewed  tliem- 
I  said  at  first,  their  office  was  to  pray,       [selues. 
And  since  the  time,  is  such  euen  now  a  dayes. 
As  hath  great  nede,  of  prayers  truely  prayd, 
€k>me  forth  my  priests,  and  1  wil  bydde  your 

beades 
I  wil  presume  (although  I  be  no  priest) 
To  bidde  you  pray,  as  Paule  and  Peter  prayde^ 

Then  pray  my  priests,  yea  pray  to  God  him- 
selfe. 
That  he  vouchsafe,  (euen  for  his  Christes  sake) 
Tu  giue  his  word,  free  passage  here  oi*  earth. 
And  that  his  church  (which  now  is  Militant) 
May  soone  be  sene,  triumphant  ouer  all. 
And  that  he  deigne,  to  ende  this  wicked  world. 
Which  walloweth  stil,  in  Sinks  of  filthy  sinne. 

Eke  pray  my  priests,  for  Princes  and  for  Kings, 
Emperours,  Monarks,  Duks  and  all  estates. 
Which  sway  the  sworde,  of  royal  gouemmcnt, 
(Of  whome  our  Sueene,  which  liues  without  com- 
pare 
Must  be  the  chiefo,  in  bydding  of  my  beades. 
Else  I  deserue,  to  lese  both  beades  and  hones) 
That  God  giue  light,  vnto  their  noble  mindes, 
To  maintaine  truth,  and  therwith  stil  to  wey 
That  here  they  reigne,  not  onely  for  themselnes. 
And  that  they  be  but  slaues  to  common  welth. 
Since  al  their  toyles,  and  all  their  broken  steeps    - 
Shal  scant  suifize,  to  hold  it  stil  vpright    [closets. 
Tell  some  (in  Spaine)  how  close  they  kepe  their 
How  selde  the  winde,doth  blow  vpon  their  cheeks. 
While  as  (mene  while)  their  suDbumt  sutours 
Sterne 

And  pine  before,  their  procesve  be  prefer rde. 

Then  pray  (my  priests)  that  God  wil  giue  his 
grace. 

To  such  a  prince,  his  fiuilt  in  time  to  mend. 

Tell  some  (in  France)  how  much  they  lone  to 
dance. 

While  sutours  dannce,  attendaunce  at  the  dore. 

Vet  pray  (my  priests)  for  praVers  princes  mende. 

Tel  some  (in  Portogale)  how  colde  they  be. 

In  setting  forth,  of  right  religion : 

Which  more  esteme,  the  present,  pleasures  here. 

Then  stablishing,  of  God  his  holy  worde. 

And  pray  (my  Priests)  least  God  such  princes  spit. 

And  vomit  them,  out  of  his  angrie  mouth. 

Tel  some  (Italian)- princes,  how  they  winke 

At  stinking  stewes,  aud  say  they  are  (forsooth) 

A  remedy,  to  quench  foule  filthy  luste: 

When  as  (in  dede)they  be  the  sinkes  of  sinne. 

And  pray  (my  prieits)  that  God  will  not  impute 
Such  vr\\fn\  facts,  unto  such  princes  charge. 

When  he  himselfe,  commaondeth  eoery  man 
To  do  none  ill,  that  good  may  growe  theri)y. 


Lo  now  my  Lorde,  what  thinke  you  by  my 
prisits? 


And  pray  likewise,  for  all  that  rulers  be 
By  kings  commaundes,  as  their  lieftenants  here, 
Al  magistrates,  al  councellours,  and  all 
That  sit  in  office  or  Authoritie. 
Pray,  pray,  (my  priests)  that  neither  loue  nor  OMde 
Do  sway  their  minds,  from  furdering  of  right. 
That  they  be  not,  too  saintish  nor  too  sowre. 
But  beara  the  bridle,  euenly  betwene  both. 
That  stil  they  stoppe,  one  eare  to  heare  him 
Which  is  accused,  absent  as  he  is :  [speake. 

That  euermore,  they  mark  what  moode  doth  moue 
The  mouth  which  makes,  the  information. 
That  fiiolti  forpaste  (so  that  they  be  not  huge. 
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THE  COMPLAYNT  OF  PHYLOMENE, 

An  Elegye  compyled  by 

George  Gabcoignb 

Esquire 

Tain  Martiy  quam  Mercario. 

To  the  ri^ht  honorable,  my  sio^uler  good  Lord, 
the  L.  Gray  of  Wilton,  Knight  of  the  most  noble 
order  of  the  Garter. 

Ryght  noble,  when  I  had  determined  with  my- 
self to  write  the  Satire  before  recited  (called  the 
Steele  Glasne)  and  had  in  myne  Exordium  (by 
allegorie), compared  my  case  to  that  of  fayre  Phy- 
lomene,  abused  by  the  bloudy  king  hir  brother  by 
lawe:  I  called  to  minde  that  twelue  or  thirtene 
yeares  past,  I  had  begonne  an  Elegye  or  sorrowful! 
song,  called  the  Complainte  of  Phylomene,  the 
which  I  began  too  deuise  riding  by  the  high  way 
between  Chelmisford  and  London,  and  being  ouer- 
taken  with  a  sodaine  dash  of  Raine,  I  changed  my 
copy,  and  stroke  ouer  into  the  De  Prqfundis  which 
is  placed  amongst  my  other  Poesies,  leuing  the 
complaint  of  Phylomene  rnfinisbed:  and  so  it  hath 
continued  euer  since  vntil  this  present  month  of 
April  1575,  when  I  begonne  my  Steele  Glasse. 
And  bycause  I  haue  in  mine  Exordium  to  the 
Steele  Glasse,   begonne    with  the    Nightingales 
notes:  therfore  1  have  not  thought  amis«e  now  to 
finish  and  pece  up  the  said  Complaint  of  Philo- 
meue,  obscruing  neuerthelesse  the  same  determin- 
ate inuention  which  I  had  propounded  and  be- 
gonne  (as  it  is  saide)  twelue  yeeres  nowe  past. 
The  which  I  presume  with  the  rest  to  present  vntb 
your  honor,  nothing  doubting  but  the  same  wil  ac- 
cept my  good  entente  therin.  And  I  fiirder  beseche 
that  your  lordship  wil  voutsafe  in  reading  therof, 
to  gesse  (by  change  of  style)  where  the  renewing 
of  the  verse  may  bee  most  apparantly  thought  to 
begin.    I  wil  no  furder  trouble  your  honor  with 
these  rude  lines,  but  bescch  of  the  Almigbtie  long 
to  presenie  you  to  his  pleasure.    Fiom  my  pore 
house 'in  Walkamstowe  the  sixtenth   of   April 
1575. 

Your  L.  bounden  and  most  assured 

George  Gascotgne. 

PlIJLOMENE 

In  sweet  April,  the  messenger  to  May 

When  hoonie  drops,  do  melt  in  gttlden  showres. 

When  euery  byrde,  records  hir  loners  lay. 

And  western  windes,  do  foster  forth  our  floures, 

Late  in  an  euen,  1  walked  out  alone, 

To  heare  the  descant  of  the  Nightingale, 

And  as  I  stoode,  I  heard  hir  make  great  moane, 

Waymenting  much,  and  thus  she  tolde  hir  tale. 

These  thriftlcs  birds  (quoth  she)  which  spend  the 

dayt 
In  nedlesse  notes,  and  chaunt  withouten  skil, 
Are  costly  kept,  and  finely  fedde  alway 
With  daintie  foode,  wherof  they  feede  their  fil. 
But  1  which  spend,  the  darke  and  dreadful  night, 
In  watch  and  ward,  when  those  birds  take  their 

rest, 
Forpin«  my  selfe,  that  Louers  might  delight, 
To  heare  the  notes,  which  breake  out  of  my  hreite. 
I  leade  a  life,  to  please  the  Louers  minde, 
(And  though  god  wot,  my  foode  be  light  of  charge, 
Yet  seely  soule,  that  can  no  fauour  finde) 
I  begge  my  breade,  ftod  teke  for  seedet  at  laige. 


The  Throstle  she,  which  makes  the  wood  to  rio^ 
With  shryching  lowde,  that  lothsome  is  to  h^air, 
Is  costly  kept,  in  case:  (O  wondrous  tbing) 
The  Mauis  eke,  whose  notes  are  nothing  cleaR!, 
Now  in  good  sooth  (quoth  she)  sometimes  I  vep 
To  see  Tom  Tyttimouse,  so  much  set  by. 
The  Finche,  which  singeth  neuer  a  note  bat  peqK, 
Is  fedde  aswel,  nay  bettor  faire  than  I. 
The  Lennct  and  the  Larke,  they  sing  alofle. 
And  coumpted  are,  as  Lordes  in  high  degree. 
The  Brandlet  satth,  for  singing  sweete  and  softe, 
(In  hir  conceit)  there  is  none  such  as  she. 
Canara  byrds,  come  in  to  beare  the  beU, 
And  Goldfinches,  do  hope  to  get  the  goie: 
The  tatliug  Awbe  doth  please  some  liuicie  vei. 
And  some  like  best,  the  byrde  as  Blacke  as  cskt. 
And  yet  couid  I,  if  so  it  were  my  minde. 
For  harmony,  set  al  these  babes  to  scbole. 
And  sing  such  notes,  as  might  in  euery  kinde 
Disgrace  them  quight,  and  make  their  cora^ 
But  should  1  so  ?  no  uo  so  wil  I  not.  [ctfote. 

Let  brutish  beasts,  heare  such  brute  birds  as  x^m, 
(For  like  to  like,  the  prouerbe  saith  I  wot) 
And  should  I  then,  my  cunning  skil  di&cloce? 
For  such  vukiode,  as  let  the  cukowe  fiye. 
To  sucke  mine  eggs,  whiles  I  sit  io  the  thicke? 
And  rather  praise,  the  chattring  of  a  pye. 
Than  fair  that  sings,  with  brest  against  a  pncke? 
Nay  let  them  go,  to  marke  the  cuckowes  talke. 
The  iangling  Jay,  for  that  becomes  them  weL 
And  in  the  silent  night  then  let  them  walke. 
To  heare  the  Owie,  how  she  doth  shryche  and  yL 
And  from  henceforth,  I  will  no  more  constraine 
My  pleasant  voice,  to  sounde,  at  their  reqoesL 
But  shrowd  my  selfe,  in  darkesome  night  mad 

raiae, 
And  learne  to  oowche,  fol  close  apoa  my  nesot 
Yet  if  I  chaunce,  at  any  time  (percase) 
To  sing  a  note,  or  twaine  for  my  disporte;. 
It  shal  be  done,  in  some  such  secret  place. 
That  fewe  or  none,  may  thenrnto  resorte. 
These  flatterers,  (in  loue)  which  falshood  meaae, 
Not  once  aprocb,  to  heare  my  pleasant  song 
but  such  as  true,  and  stedfast  louers  bene. 
Let  them  come  neare,  for  else  they  do  me  vnu. 
And  as  I  gesse,  not  many  miles  from  benee. 
There  stands  a  squire,  with  pangs  of  sorrow  pretf. 
For  whom  I  dare,  auowe  (in  his  defence) 
He  is  as  true,  (in  Leue)  as  is  the  be«t. 

Him  wil  1  cheare,  with  chaunting  al  this  nicfet: 
And  with  that  word,  she  gau  to  cleare  hir  throtte. 
But  such  a  liuely  song  (now  by  this  ligfat) 
Yet  neuer  hearde  I  suqh  another  note. 
It  was  (thought  me)  so  pleasant  and  so  plainep 
Orphaeus  harpe,  was  never  halfo  so  sweece^ 
Tereu,  Tereu,  and  thus  she  gan  to  plaioe. 
Most  piteously,  which  made  my  hart  to  gieene. 
Hir  second  note,  was  fy,  fy,  ty,  fy,  fy. 
And  that  she  did,  in  pleasant  wise  repeate» 
With  sweete  reports,  of  heauenlie  hannoiiie. 
But  yet  it  aeemd,  hir  gripes  of  griefe  were  greate. 
For  when  she  had,  so  soong  and  taken  breath. 
Then  should  you  heare,  hir  heauy  hart  ao  thiobbe. 
As  though  it  had  bene,  ouercome  with  death. 
And  yet  alwayes,  in  euery  sigh  and  aobbe. 
She  shewed  great  sldl,  for  times  of  vniaoiie, 
Hir  Jug,  JTug,  Jug,  (in  griefe)  bad  such  a 
Then  stinted  she,  as  if  her  song  were  done. 
And  ere  that  past,  not  ful  a  forlosg  tpace^ 
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She  gao  agaiae,  in  melodie  to  melt. 

And- many  a  note,  she  warbled  wondrous  wel. 

Yet  can  I  not  (although  my  hait  should  swelt) 

Kemember  al,  which  bir  sweete  tong  did  tel. 

But  one  strange  note,  1  noted  with  the  rest 

And  that  said  thus:  Nimesis,  Nemesis, 

The  which  me  thought,  came  boldly  irom  hir 

brest. 
As  though  sheblamde,  (tberby)  something  amisse. 
Short  tale  to  make,  hir  singing  sounded  so. 
And  pleasde  mine  eares,  with  such  varietie. 
That  (quite  forgetting  all  the  wearie  wo, 
"Which  I  my  selfe  felt  in  my  fantasie) 
I  stoodc  astoynde,  and  yet  therwith  content. 
Wishing  in  hart  that  (since  I  might  aduai^te. 
Of  al  hir  speech  to  knowe  the  plaine  entent. 
Which  grace  hirselfe,  or  else  tbe  Gods  did  gniunt) 
I  might  therwiih,  one  furder  fauor  craue. 
To  vnderstand,  what  hir  swete  notes  might  meane. 
And  in  that  thought,  (ray  whole  desire  to  baue) 
I  fell  on  sleepe,  as  I  on  staffe  did  leane. 
'And  in  my  stomber,  had  I  such  a  sight, 
As  yet  to  think  theron  doth  glad  ray  minde. 
Methought  I  sawe  a  derling  of  delight. 
A  stately  Nimph,  a  dame  of  heaaenly  kinde. 
Whose  glittring  gite,  so  glimsed  in  mine  eyes. 
As  (yet)  I  not,  what  proper  hew  it  bare, 
Ne  therewithal,  my  wits  can  wel  deuise. 
To  \vhom  I  might  hir  louely  lookes  compare. 
But  trueth  to  tel,  (for  al  hir  smyling  cheere) 
She  cast  sometimes,  a  grieuous  frowning  glance, 
As  who  would  say :  by  this  it  may  appeare. 
That  iust  reuenge,  isprest  for  enery  chance. 
In  bir  right  hand,  (which  to  and  fro  did  shake) 
She  bare  a  skourge,  with  many  a  knottie  string. 
And  in  her  left;  a  snaflSe  Bit  or  brake, 
Bebost  with  gold,  and  many  a  gingling  ring: 
She  came  apace,  and  stately  did  she  stay. 
And  whiles  I  seemd,  amazed  rery  much, 
The  courteous  dame,  these  words  to  me  did  say: 
Sir  Squire  (quoth  she)  since  thy  desire  is  such, 
To  rnderstande,  the  notes  of  Phylomene, 
(For  so  she  bight,  whom  thou  calst  Nightingale) 
And  what  the  sound,  of  euery  note  might  meane, 
Oiue  eare  a  while,  and  hearken  to  my  tale. 
Tbe  Gods  are  gooid,  they  beare  the  harty  prayers. 
Of  such  as  craue  without  a  craftie  wil, 
With  fauor  eke,  they  furder  such  affaires, 
As  tende  to  good,  and  meane  to  do  none  il. 
And  since  thy  words,  were  grounded  on  desire, 
Wherby  much  good,  and  little  barme  can  growe, 
They  graunted  haue,  the  thing  thou  didst  require. 
And  louingly,  baue  sent  me  here  by  lowe. 
To  paraphrase,  tbe  piteous  pleasant  notes, 
Which  Phylomene,  doth  darkely  spend  in  apring, 
For  he  that  w(  1,  Dan  Nasoes  verses  notes, 
Shal  find  my  words  to  be  no  fiiined  thing. 
Giue  eare  (Sir  Squire  quoth  she)  and  I  wil  tel 
Both  what  she  was,  and  how  hir  fortunes  fel. 

THB  FABLE  OF  PHILOMELA. 

In  Athens  reignde  somtimes 
A  king  of  worthy  fame. 

Who  kept  in  courte  a  stately  traine, 
Pandyon  was  bis  name. 

And  had  the  Gods  him  gri^enf 
No  holly  breade  of  happe, 

(I  meane  such  fruts  as  make  men  thinke 
Tbcy  sit  in  fortunes  lappe) 
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Then  bad  his  golden  giAes, 
Lyen  dead  with  him  in  toombe 

Ne  but  himselfe  had  none  endurde, 
The  daunger  of  his  doome. 

But  smyling  lucke,  bewitcht. 
This  peerelesse  Prince  to  thinke. 

That  poyson  cannot  be  conneyde 
In  draughts  of  pleasant  drinke. 

And  kinde  became  so  kind, 
That  he  two  daughters  had. 

Of  bewtie  such  and  so  well  ginen. 
As  made  their  father  gladde. 

See:  sec:  how  highest  harmes. 
Do  lurk  in  ripest  joyes. 

How  couertly  doth  sorow  shrowde. 
In  trymmest  worldely  toyes. 

These  iewels  of  his  ioy. 
Became  his  cause  of  care, 

And  beawtie  was  the  guileful  bayte, 
Which  caught  their  lines  in  Snare. 

For  Tercus,  Lord  of  Thrace, 
Bycause  he  came  of  kings, 

(So  weddings  made  for  worldly  weltb 
Do  seme  triumphant  things) 

Was  thought  a  worthy  matche, 
Pandyons  heire  to  wedde: 

Whose  eldest  daughter  chosen  was. 
To  serae  this  king  in  bcdde. 

That  Tirgine  Progne  bight. 
And  she  by  whom  I  meane. 

To  tell  this  woful  Tragedie, 
Was  called  Phylomene. 

The  wedding  rytes  performde. 
The  feasting  done  and  past. 

To  Thrace  with  his  new  wedded  spouse 
He  turneth  at  the  last. 

Where  many  dayes  in  mirth. 
And  iolytie  they  spent. 

Both  satisfied  with  deepe  delight. 
And  cloyde  with  al  content. 

At  last  the  dame  desirde 
Hir  sister  for  to  see. 

Such  coles  of  kindely  lone  did  semt 
Within  hir  brest  to  be. 

She  praies  hir  Lorde,  of  grace. 
He  graunts  to  hir  request. 

And  hoist  vp  saile,  to  seke  tbe  coaste^ 
Where  Phylomene  doth  rest. 

He  past  the  foming  seas, 
And  findes  the  pleasant  porte. 

Of  Athens  towne,  which  guided  him 
To  king  Pandyons  court. 

There,  (louingly  recerade. 
And)  welcomde  by  the  king. 

He  shewde  the  cause,  which  thither  then 
Did  his  ambassade  bring. 

'     His  father  him  embrast. 
His  sister  kist  his  cheeke. 

In  al  the  court  his  comming  was 
Kcioyst  of  euerie  Greeke. 
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Oh  see  the  sweeie  deceit, 
Which  blindeth  worldly  wits. 

How  common  peoples  loue  by  lumpei^ 
And  fiincie  comes  by  fits. 

The  foe  in  friendly  wise, 
Is  many  times  embraste, 

And  he  which  meanes  most  faith  and  troth 
By  grudging  is  disgrast. 

Fair  Phylomene  came  forth 
tn  comely  garments  cladde, 

As  one  whom  newei  of  sisters  helth 
Had  moued  to  be  gladde. 

Or  womans  wil  (perhappes) 
£uflamde  hir  haughtie  harte. 

To  get  more  grace  by  crimes  of  cost, 
And  prinake  out  hir  parte. 

Whom  he  no  sooner  sawe 
(1  meane  this  Thracian  prince) 

But  streight  therwith  his  fancies  fame 
AH  reason  did  conuince. 

And  as  the  blazing  bronde» 
Might  kindle  rotten  reeds: 
Euen  so  hir  looke  a  secret  flame^ 
"  Within  his  bosome  breedes* 

He  thinkes  a1  leysnre  long 
Til  he  (with  hir)  were  gone. 

And  hir  he  makes  to  moue  the  mirtb^     * 
Which  after  made  hir  mone. 

Loue  made  him  eloquent 
And  if  he  craude  too  much. 

He  then  excusde  him  selfe,  and  saide 
That  Prognes  words  were  such. 

His  teafes  confirmed  all 
Teares:  like  to  sisters  teares. 

As  who  shuld  say  by  these  few  drops 
Thy  sisters  griefe  appeares* 

So  finely  could  he  faine, 
That  wickednesse  seemde  wit. 

And  by  the  lawde  of  his  pretencei 
His  lewdnesse  Was  acquit. 

Yea  Phylomene  set  forth 
The  force  of  his  request, 

And  cravde  (with  sighes)  hir  fathers  leaue 
To  be  hir  sisters  guest. 

And  hoong  about  his  necke 
And  collingly  him  kist, 

And  for  hir  welth  did  seke  tlie  woe 
Wherof  she  little  wist. 

Meane  time  stoode  Tereus, 
Beliolding  their  affectes^ 

And  made  these  pricks  for  his  desire 
A  spurre  in  all  respectSb 

And  wisht  himselfe  hir  sire, 
When  she  hir  sire  embrast^ 

For  neither  kith  nor  kin  could  then 
Haue  made  his  meaning  chast. 

The  Grecian  king  had  not 
The  powre  for  to  denay, 

His  own  deare  child,  and  sonne  in  lawe 
The  thing  that  both  did  pray. 


And  downe  his  daughter  fillies^ 
To  thanke  him  on  hir  knee, 

Supposing  that  for  good 
Which  hardest  happe  must  be. 

But  ((east  my  tale  seeme  long) 
Their  shipping  is  preparde: 

And  to  the  shore  this  aged  Oreeke, 
Ful  princely  did  them  guard. 

There  (melting  into  mone) 
He  vsde  this  parting  speech: 

Daughter  (quoth  he)  yon  haue  desire 
Your  sisters  court  to  seech. 

Your  sister  seemes  likewise, 
Your  companie  to  craue. 

That  Craue  you  both,  and  Tereas  here 
The  selfe  same  thing  would  haae. 

Ne  coulde  I  more  withstande 
So  many  deepe  desires. 

But  this  (quoth  he)  remember  al 
Your  father  you  requires, 

And  thee  (my  sonne  of  Thrace) 
I  constantly  coniure, 

By  faith,  by  kin,  by  men,  by  gods. 
And  all  that  seemeth  sure. 

That  fother  like  thou  fende 
My  daughter  deare  from  scathe^ 

And  (since  I  counte  al  leaisure  lon^) 
Retume  hir  to  me  tathe. 

w 

And  thuu  my  Phylomene, 
(3uoth  he)  come  soone  againe. 

Thy  sisters  absence  puts  thy  syre. 
To  too  much  prittie  paine. 

Herewith  he  kist  hir  cheeke. 
And  sent  a  second  kisse 

For  Progne's  part,  and  (bathde  with 
His  daughter  doth  he  blisse. 

And  tooke  the  Thracyans  hand 
For  token  of  his  truth. 

Who  rather  laught  his  teares  to  scorn. 
Than  wept  with  him  for  ruth. 

The  sayles  are  fully  spredde. 
And  winds  did  serae  at  will. 

And  forth  this  traitour  king  conunes 
His  praie  in  prison  still. 

Ne  could  the  Barbrous  blond, 
Conceale  his  filthy  fyre^ 

Hey:  Victorie  (quoth  he)  my  sfaipM 
Is  fraught  with  my  desire. 

Wherewith  be  fixt  his  eyes, 
Vppon  hir  fearefull  fiice. 

And  stil  behelde  hir  gestures  all. 
And  all  hir  gleames  of  graoe* 

Ne  Could  he  loke  a  skle 
But  like  the  cruel  catte 

Which  gloating  casteth  mstny  a  slaaoe 
VpoD  the  selly  ratte. 

Why  hold  I  long  discourse  ^ 
They  now  are  come  on  lande. 

And  forth  the  ship  the  feareful  wencha 
He  leadeth  by  the  hande 
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Vnto  ft  idly  shrowde, 
A  sbeepeoote  closely  builte 

Amid  the  woodds,  where  many  a  Iamb 
Their  gniltksse  bloud  had  tpilte. 

There  (like  a  lambe)  she  ttoode. 
And  askte  with  trimbling  voice, 

Where  Frogne  wat»  who  only  sight 
Might  make  hir  to  reioyoe. 

Wherewith  this  caytife  king 
His  lust  in  lewdnesse  lapt. 

And  with  his  filthy  fraude  ful  fast 
This  simple  mayde  entrapt 

And  fbrth  be  floong  the  raines 
Vnbridling  blinde  desire, 

And  Dfent  of  hir  chast  mmde  to  make 
A  few^l  for  his  fire. 

And  al  alone  (alone) 
With  force  he  hir  supprett. 

And  made  hir  yelde  the  wicked  weede 
Whose  flowre  he  liked  best. 

What  could  the  vii^gine  doe? 
She  could  not  ranne  away. 

Whose  forward  feete,  his  harmfull  hands 
With  furious  force  did  stay. 

Alas  what  should  she  fight? 
Fewe  women  win  by  fight: 

Hir  weapons  were  but  weake  (Ood  knows) 
And  he  was  much  of  might 

It  booted  not  to  crie. 
Since  helpe  was  not  at  hande. 

And  still  before  hir  fearefnl  face, 
Hir  cruel  foe  did  stande. 

And  yet  she  (weeping  cride) 
Vppon  her  sisters  name, 

Hir  fathers,  and  hir  brothers,  oh; 
Who  facte  did  fbyle  her  feme. 

Aod  on  the  Gods  she  calde. 
For  helpe  in  hir  distresse. 

But  al  in  vaine  he  wrought  his  wil 
Whose  lust  was  not  the  lesse. 

The  filthie  hete  once  done. 
He  gane  hir  leaue  to  greete. 

And  there  she  sat  much  like  a  birde 
New  scapte  from  falcons  leete. 

Whoae  blood  embrues  hir  selfiB, 
And  sitts  in  sorrie  plight* 

Ne  dare  she  proine  hir  plmnes  again, 
But  ieares  a  second  flight. 

At  last  wheiwhart  came  home^ 
Discheveld  as  she  sate, 

With  hands  rphelde,  she  tried  hir  tongae. 
To  wreake  hir  woful  state. 

O  Baihrons  blood  (quoth  she) 
By  Barbarous  deeds  disgrast, 

Could  no  kinde  coale,  nor  pittlei  sparite, 
Within  thy  brest  be  plaste? 

Could  not  my  fiitbers  heats 
Nor  my  moat  nithfol  teares. 

My  maydenhoode,  nor  thine  owne  yoke^ 
Afiright  thy  minde  with  feares  ? 


Could  not  my  sisters  lone 
Once  quench  thy  filthy  lust? 

Thou  foilst  us  b\,  and  eke  thy  selfe, 
We  grievd,  and  thou  ynjust. 

By  thee  I  have  defilde 
My  dearest  sisters  bedde 

By  thee  I  compte  the  life  but  lost, 
Which  too  too  long  1  ledde. 

fiy  thee  (thou  Bigamus) 
Our  fathers  griefe  mast  growe. 

Who  daughters  twain  (and  two  too  much) 
Vppon  thee  did  bestowe. 

But  since  my  fault,  thy  facte. 
My  fathers  just  ofience, 

My  sisters  wrong,  with  my  leproche, 
I  cannot  so  dispence. 

If  any  Gods  be  good 
If  right  in  heanen  do  raigne. 

If  right  or  wrong  may  make  renenge^ 
Thou  shalt  be  paid  againe. 

And  (wicked)  do  thy  wurst, 
Thou  canst  no  more  but  kil: 

And  oh  that  death  (before  this  gilte) 
Had  ouercome  my  will. 

Then^might  my  soule  beneath^ 
Haue  triumpht  yet  and  saide. 

That  though  I  died  discontent; 
I  livde  and  dide  a  mayde. 

Herewith  hir  swelling  sobbet. 
Did  tie  hir  tong  from  talke. 

Whiles  yet  the  Thracian  tyrant  there 
To  heare  these  words  did  walke. 

And  skomefully  he  cast 
At  hir  a  frowning  glannce. 

Which  made  the  mayde  to  strine  fbr  speeh| 
And  stertling  from  hir  trannee, 

I  wil  reuenge  (quoth  she) 
For  here  1  shake  off  shame. 

And  wil  (my  lelfe)  bewray  this  fiicte 
Therby  to  foile  thy  fkmt, 

Amidde  the  thickest  throngs 
(If  I  haue  leane  to  go) 

I  will  pronounce  thia  bloudie  deede» 
And  blotte  thine  honor  sOb 

If  I  in  deserts  dwel. 
The  woods,  my  words  shal  heare. 

The  holts,  the  hilles,  the  craggie  rocks, 
Shall  witaesse  with  me  bearew 

I  wil  80  fil  the  ayrs 
With  noyse  of  this  thitte  acte. 

That  gods  and  men  in  heauen  and  eaith 
Shal  note  the  naughtie  facte. 

These  words  amazde  the  kmg, 
Conscience  with  choHer  straue. 

But  rage  so  rackte  his  rettles  thought. 
That  now  he  gan  to  raue. 

And  from  his  sheath  a  knifis 
Ful  despratly  he  drawes, 

Wherwith  he  cut  the  guiltletie  tong 
Oat  of  hir  tender  jawet. 


564 


GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


The^iong  that  rubde  his  gall, 
The  tOD^  that  tolde  but  trutbe, 

The  toog  that  movde  him  to  be  mad. 
And  should  have  moued  ruth. 

And  from  his  hand  with  spight 
This  trustie  tongue  he  cast, 

Whose  roote,  and  it  (to  wreake  this  wrong) 
Did  wagge  yet  wondrous  fast. 

So  stirpes  the  serpents  taile 
W^hen  it  is  cut  in  twaine. 

And  so  it  seemes  that  weakest  willes, 
(By  words)  would  ease  their  paine. 

I  blush  to  tell  this  tale, 
But  sure  best  books  say  this: 
.  That  yet  the  butcher  did  not  blush 
fiir  bloudy  mouth  to  kisse. 

And  ofte  hir  buike  embrast. 
And  ofier  quencht  the  fire. 

Which  kindled  had  the  famace  first) 
Within  his  foule  desire. 

Nor  herewithal  content, 
To  Progne  home  he  came. 

Who  askt  him  streight  of  Philomene: 
He  (feigning  griefe  of  game) 

Brust  out  in  bitter  teares, 
And  sayde  the  dame  was  dead. 

And  falsly  tolde  what  wery  life 
Hir  father  (for  hir)  ledde. 

The  Thracian  Sueene  cast  off 
Hir  gold,  and  goi^eous  weede, 

And  drest  in  dole,  bewailde  her  death 
Whom  she  thought  dead  in  deede. 

A  sepulchre  she  builds 
(But  for  a  lining  corse) 

And  praide  the  gods  on  sisters  sonte 
To  take  a  iust  remorse: 

And  oifred  sacrifice. 
To  all  the  powers  aboue. 

Ah  traiterous  Thracian  Tereus, 
This  was  true  force  of  loue. 

The  heauens  had  whirle  aboute 
Twelue  yeeres  in  order  due 

And  twelue  times  euery  flowre  and  plant. 
Their  liueries  did  renew, 

Whiles  Philomene  full  close 
In  shepcote  stil  was  clapt, 

Enforst  to  bide  by  stopie  walles 
Which  fast  (in  hold)  hir  kapt. 

And  as  those  walles  forbadde 
Hir  fe^te  by  flight  to  scape. 

So  was  hir  tong,  by  knife,  restrainde. 
For  to  reueale  this  rape. 

No  remedie  remaynde. 
But  mely  womens  witte. 

Which  sodainly  in  queintest  chance. 
Can  best  itselfe  acquit. 

And  M iserie  amongst 
Tenne  thousand  mischieues  moe, 

Learnes  pollicie  in  practises. 
As  proofe  makes  men  to  knowe. 


Witli  curious  needle  worke, 
A  garment  gan  she  make, 

Wberin  she  wrote  what  bale  she  bode^ 
And  al  for  bewties  sake. 

This  garment  gan  she  giae 
To  trustie  seruants  bande. 

Who  streigbt  conueid  it  to  the  qneeD 
Of  Thracian  Tirants  lande. 

When  Progne  red  the  writ, 
(A  wondrous  tale  to  tell) 

She  kept  it  close:  though  malice  madft 
Hir  yenging  hart  to  sweU. 

And  did  deferre  the  deede. 
Til  time  and  place  might  seme. 

But  in  hir  minde  a  sharpe  reuenge. 
She  fiilly  did  reserue. 

0  silence  seldome  seene,  . 
The  women  counsell  keepe. 

The  cause  was  this,  she  wakt  hir  wits 
And  lullde  hir  tong  on  sleepe. 

1  speake  against  my  sex. 
So  haoe  1  done  before, 

But  truth  is  truth,  and  muate  be  tolde 
Though  daunger  keepe  the  dore. 

The  thirde  yeres  rytes  renewed. 
Which  Bacchus  to  belong. 

And  in  that  night  the  queene  prepares 
Reoeij^e  for  al  hir  wrongs. 

She  (girt  in  Bacchos  gite) 
With  sworde  hir  selfe  doth  arme, 

With  wreathes  of  vines  about  hir  browes 
And  many  a  needles  channe. 

And  forth  in  forie  fiings, 
Hir  handmaides  following  fast, 

Vntil  with  hastie  steppes  she  foande 
The  shepcote  at  the  last. 

There  howling  out  aloude. 
As  Bacchus  priests  do  crie. 

She  brake  the  dores,  and  found  the  place 
Where  Philomene  did  lye. 

And  toke  hir  out  by  force. 
And  drest  hir  Bacchus  like. 

And  hid  hir  face  with  boughes  and  leanei 
For  being  knowen  by  like. 

And  brought  hir  to  hir  house. 
But  when  the  wretch  it  knewe 

That  now  againe  she  was  so  Deere 
To  Tereus  untrue. 

She  trembled  oft  for  dreade       ^ 
And  lookt  like  ashes  pale.  ^ 

But  Progne  (now  in  priuie  place) 
Set  silence  al  to  sale. 

And  tooke  the  garments  off^ 
Disconering  first  hir  face, 

And  sister  like  did  louingly 
Faire  Phylomene  embrace. 

There  she  (by  shame  abasfat) 
Held  downe  hir  weeping  eyes, 

As  who  should  say:  Thy  right  (by  me) 
Is  reft  in  wrongful  wise. 
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And  down  on  ground  she  falles. 
Which  ground  she  kist  hir  fill, 

As  witnesse  that  the  filthie  facte 
Was  dooe  against  hir  wil. 

And  cast  hir  hands  to  heauen,  « 

III  steede  of  tong  to  tell, 

What  violence  the  lecher  Tsde, 
And  how  hee  did  hir  quell. 

Wherewith  the  Sueene  brake  oSt 
Hir  piteous  pearcing  plainte, 

And  sware  with  sworde  (no  teares)  to  venge 
For  craft  of  this  constrainte. 

Or  if  (quoth  she)  there  bee 
Some  other  meane  more  sure, 

More  stearne,  more  stoote,  than  naked  sword 
Some  mischiefe  to  procure, 

I  sweare  by  al  the  Oods, 
I  shall  the  same  embrace. 

To  wreake  this  wrong  with  bkmdie  hande 
Vppon  the  king  of  Thrace. 

Ne  will  I  spare  to  spende 
My  life  in  sisters  cause. 

In  sisters.?  ah  what  said  I  wretch? 
My  wrong  shall  lend  me  lawes. 

I  wil  the  pallace  borne, 
With  at  the  princes  petfe. 

And  in  the  midst  of  flaming  fire» 
Wil  caste  the  king  him  selfe. 

I  wil  scrat  out  those  eyesf 
That  taught  him  first  to  lust. 

Or  teare  his  tong  from  traitors  throte, 
Oh  that  reuenge  were  tust. 

Or  sleeping  let  me  seeke 
To  sende  the  soule  to  hel 

Whose  barbarous  bones  for  filthy  force. 
Did  seeme  to  beare  the  be). 

These  words  and  more  in  rage 
Pronounced  by  this  dame, 

Hir  little  sonne  came  leaping  in 
Which  Itis  had  to  name. 

Whose  presence,  could  not  please 
For  (yewing  well  his  &ce) 

Ah  wretch  (quoth  she)  how  like  his  groweth 
Vnto  his  fathers  grace. 

And  therwithal  resolvde 
A  rare  revenge  in  deede 

Wheron  to  thinke  (withouten  words) 
My  woful  hart  doth  bleede. 

But  when  the  lad  lokt  vp. 
And  cheerefully  did  smile, 

And  hung  about  his  mothers  necke 
With  easie  weight  therewhile, 

And  kist  (as  children  vse) 
His  angrie  mothers  cheeke, 

Hir  minde  was  movde  to  much  remorce 
And  mad  became  fol  meeke. 

Ne  could  she  teares  refniyne. 
But  wept  against  hir  will. 

Such  tender  rewth  of  innocenct) 
Hir  crucll  mood*  did  kill. 


At  last  (so  furie  wrought) 
Within  hir  brest  she  felt. 

That  too  much  pitie  made  hir  minde 
Too  womanlike  to  melt. 

And  saw  hir  sbter  sit, 
With  heauy  harte  and  cheere. 

And  now  on  hir,  and  then  on  him^ 
Full  lowringly  did  leare, 

Into  these  words  she  bnrst 
(Suoth  she)  why  flatters  he? 

And  why  agaiue  (with  tong  cut  out) 
So  sadly  sitteth  she  ? 

He,  mother,  mother  calles, 
She  sister  cannot  say. 

The  one  in  earnest  doth  lament, 
That  other  whines  in  plaie. 

Pandions  line  (quoth  she) 
Remember  stil  your  race. 

And  neuer  marke  the  subtil  shewes 
Of  any  soule  in  Thrace. 

You  should  degenerate. 
If  right  reuenge  you  slake. 

More  right  reuenge  can  neuer  bee. 
Than  this  reuenge  to  make. 

Al  ill  that  may  be  thought, 
Al  mischief  vnder  skies, 

W^re  pietie  compc^rd  to  that 
Which  Tereus  did  deuise. 

She  holds  no  loni|;er  hande,  ' 

But  (Tygrelike)  she  toke 

The  little  boy  ful  boistroosly 
Who  now  for  terror  quooke. 

And  (craning  mothers  helpe) 
She  (mother)  toke  a  blade, 

And  in  hir  sonnes  smal  tender  hart 
An  open  wound  she  made. 

The  cruel  dede  dispatcht, 
Betwene  the  sisters  twaine 

They  tore  in  peces  quarterly 
The  corps  which  they  had  slaine. 

Some  part,  they  hoong  on  hooks. 
The  rest  they  laide  to  fire. 

And  on  the  table  caused  it. 
Be  set  before  the  fire. 

And  counterfaite  a  cause 
(As  Grecians  order  then) 

That  at  such  feasts  (but  onely  one) 
They  might  abide  no  men. 

He  knowing  not  their  crafte, 
Sat  downe  alone  to  eate, 

And  hungerly  his  owne  warme  bloud 
Devoured  there  for  meate. 

His  ouersight  was  such. 
That  he  for  Itis  sent. 

Whose  murdered  members  in  his  mawe, 
He  priuily  had  pent. 

No  longer  Progne  then, 
Hir  joy  of  griefe  could  hide. 

The  thing  thou  seekst,  O  wretcb,  (qnoth  she) 
Within  thfc  doth  abid*. 
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Whenntb  (be  waxing  wrotb. 
And  searching  for  his  sonne) 

Came  forth  at  length,  fiiire  Pbilomene 
By  whom  the  griefe  begonne. 

And  (clokt  in  Bacchus  copes, 
TVherwith  she  then  was  cladde) 

In  fathers  bosom  cast  the  head 
Of  itis  selly  ladde: 

Noir  euer  in  hir  life 
Had  more  desire  to  speeke. 

Than  now:  wherby  hir  madding  mood 
Might  al  hir  malice  wreake. 

The  Thracian  prince  stert  vp. 
Whose  hart  did  boyle  in  brest. 

To  feele  the  foode,  and  see  the  sawce, 
llVhich  he  could  not  diagest 

And  armed  (as  he  was) 
He  followed  both  the  Gre€>kes, 

On  whom  (by  smarte  of  sword»  and  flame) 
A  sharpe  reuenge  he  sekes. 

But  when  the  heauenly  benche. 
These  bloudie  deedes  did  see, 

And  found  that  bloud  stil  couits  bload 
And  so  none  ende  could  be. 

They  then  by  their  Ibrsight 
Thought  meete  to  stinte  the  strife. 

And  so  restraind  the  mnrdring  king, 
From  sister  and  from  wife. 

So  that  by  their  decree, 
The  yoDgest  daughter  fledde 

Into  the  thicks,  where  couertly, 
A  cloister  life  she  ledde. 

And  yet  to  ease  hir  woe. 
She  worthily  can  sing, 

And  as  thou  hearst,  can  please  the  eares 
Of  many  men  in  spring. 

The  eldeeK  dame  and  wife 
A  Swallow  was  assigude. 

And  builds  in  smoky  chimney  toppes 
And  flies  against  the  winde. 

The  king  him  selfe  condemnde, 
A  Lapwing  for  to  be. 

Who  for  his  yong  ones  cries  alwais. 
Yet  neuer  can  them  see. 

Tbe  lad  a  Pheasaunt  cocke 
For  his  degree  hath  i^aind, 

Whose  blouddie  plumes  declare  the  bloud 
Wherwith  bis  face  was  staind. 

But  there  to  tume  my  tale, 
Tbe  which  I  came  to  tell. 

The  yongest  dome  to  forrests  fled. 
And  there  is  dampnde  to  dwell. 

And  Nightingale  now  namde 
Which  (Philomela  hight) 

Delights  for  feare  offeree  againe 
To  sing  alwayes  by  night. 

But  when  the  sunne  to  west. 
Doth  bend  his  weerie  course. 

Then  Pbylomene  records  the  rewth. 
Which  craueth  iust  iemone« 


And  for  hir  foremMt  note^ 
Tereu,  Tereu,  doth  sing, 

Complaining  stil  vppon  the 
Of  that  false  Thracian  king. 

Much  like  the  childe  at  schole 
With  bj^rchen  rodds  sore  beatea. 

If  when  he  go  to  bed  at  night 
His  maister  chauuce  to  threaten. 

In  euery  dreame  be  starts, 
And  (O  good  maister)  cries, 

Euen  so  this  byrde  vppon  that  naaie, 
Hir  foremost  note  replies. 

Or  as  tbe  red  breast  byrds, 
Whome  prettie  Merlynes  hold 

Ful  fast  in  foote,  by  winters  night 
To  fende  themselues  from  colde : 

Though  afterwards  the  hanke. 
For  pitie  let  them  scape, 

Yet  al  that  day,  they  fede  in  feare. 
And  doubte  a  second  rape. 

And  in  the  nexter  night, 
Fal  many  times  do  crie, 

Remembring  yet  the  ruthful  plight 
Wherein  tliey  late  did  lye. 

Euen  so  this  selly  byrde. 
Though  now  transformde  in  kinde, 
'  Yet  euermore  hir  pangs  forepast. 
She  bearest  stil  in  minde. 

And  in  hir  foremost  note. 
She  notes  that  ciiiel  name. 

By  whom  she  lost  hir  pleasant  speech 
And  foiled  was  in  fame. 

Hir  second  note  is  fye. 
In  Qreeke  and  Latine  phy. 

In  English  fy,  and  euery  toug 
That  euer  yet  read  I. 

Which  word  declares  disdaine. 
Or  lothsome  leying  by 

Of  any  thing  we  tast,  heare,  toucfae, 
Smel,  or  beholde  with  eye. 

In  tast,  phy  sheweth  some  sowre. 
In  hearing,  some  discorde, 

In  touch,  some  foule  or  filthy  toye. 
In  smel,  some  sent  abhoitle. 

In  sight,  some  lothsome  loke. 
And  euery  kind  of  waie. 

This  byword  phy  betoknetb  bad. 
And  thinge  to  cast  away. 

So  that  it  semes  hir  will, 
Phy,  phy,  phy,  phy,  to  sing. 

Since  phy  befytteth  him  so  well. 
In  euery  kind  of  thing. 

Phy  filthy  lecher  lewde, 
Phy  fiilse  Tnto  thy  tvife, 

Phy  coward  phy,  on  wpmanfcinde, 
To  vse  thy  cruel  knife. 

Phy  for  thou  wert  Tnkinde, 
Phy  fierce,  and  foule  forsworne, 

Phy  monster  made  of  murdriog  mould 
Whoie  like  was  neuer  borne. 
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Phy  agony  of  age, 
Pby  ouerthrowe  of  yoaib,  - 

Pny  mirroar  of  miflcheuoasiieMey 
Phy,  tipe  of  al  vntnith. 

Pby  fayuing  forced  teares,  , 

Pby  fori^inj?  fyne  excuse, 

Pby  periary,  fy  blaspbemy, 
Pby  bed  of  al  abuse. 

These  phyes,  and  many  moe, 
Poor  PhiloDiene  may  meane. 

And  in  hir  selfe  she  Andes  percase, 
Some  phy  that  was  vncleane. 

For  though  his  fowie  offisnce. 
May  not  defended  bee, 

Hir  sister  ye%  and  she  transgresty 
Thou  not  so  deepe  as  he. 

His  doome  came  by  deserte. 
Their  dedes  grewe  by  disdaine, 

But  men  must  leaiie  reoenge  to  Gods, 
What  wrong  soeuer  raigne* 

Then  Progne  phy  for  thee. 
Which  kildst  thine  only  child, 

Phy  on  the  cruel  crabbed  hart 
Which  \vas  not  movde  with  milde. 

Phy,  phy,  thou  close  conveydst 
A  secret  il  Tnsene, 

Where  good  to  keepe  in  conncel  close 
Had  putrifide  thy  splene. 

Phy  on  thy  sisters  fsicte, 
And  phy  liir  selfe  doth  sing, 

Whose  lack  of  tong  nere  toucht  hir  so 
As  when  it  could  not  sting. 

Phy  on  us  both  saith  she, 
The  father  onely  faulteil,  ^ 

And  we  (the  father  free  therewhile) 
The  selly  sonnc  assalted. 

The  next  note  to  hir  phy 
Is  Jug,  Jug,  Jug*  I  gesse. 

That  might  I  leaue  to  tatyoitts 
By  learning  to  expresse. 

Some  commentaries  make 
About  it  much  adoe: 

If  it  should  only  Jugum  meana 
Or  Jurulator  too. 

Some  think  that  Jugum  is 
The  Jug,  she  iugleth  so. 

But  Jugulator  is  the  word 
That  doubleth  al  bir  woe. 

For  when  she  tbink<  s  thereon. 
She  beares  them  both  in  minde* 

Him  breaker  of  his  boode  in  bed, 
Hir,  kUler  of  hir  kinde. 

As  fsst  as  furies  force 
Hir  thoughts  on  him  to  thinke, 

So  fast  hir  conscience  choks  bir  Tp, 
And  wo  to  wrong  doth  linke. 

At  last  (by  griefe  constraindc) 
It  boldely  breaketb  out. 

And  makes  the  hollow  woods  to  ring 
VfiXk  EoGlio  ronnd  about 


Hir  next  most  note  (to  note) 
I  neede  no  helpe  at  al, 

For  I  my  selfe  the  partie  am 
On  whom  she  then  doth  call. 

She  calls  on  Nemesis 
And  Nemesis  am  I, 

The  Goddesse  of  al  just  reueoge. 
Who  let  no  blame  go  by. 

This  bridle  host  with  gold, 
I  beare  in  my  left  hande. 

To  holde  men  backe  in  rashest  rage, 
Vntil  the  cause  be  scand. 

And  such  as  like  that  bitte 
And  beare  it  willingly. 

May  scape  this  scourge  in  my  right  hand 
Although  they  trode  awry. 

But  if  they  hold  on  head, 
And  scome  to  beare  my  yoke. 

Oft  times  they  buy  the  rost  fu)  deare. 
It  smelleth  of  the  smoke. 


This  is  the  cause  (Sir  Squire 
Suoth'  she)  that  Phylomene 

Doth  cal  so  much  vpon  my  name. 
She  to  my  lawes  doth  leane  t 

She  feeles  a  iust  reuenge 
Of  that  which  she  bath  done, 

Constrainde  to  vse  the  day  for  night, 
And  makes  the  moone  hir  sunne. 

Ne  can  she  now  complaine, 
(Although  she  lost  hir  tong) 

For  since  that  time,  ne  yet  before. 
No  byrde  so  swetely  soong. 

That  gift  we  Go<ls  hir  gaue. 
To  countervaile  hir  woe, 

I  sat  on  bench  in  heauen  my  selfe 
When  it  was  graunted  so. 

And  though  hir  foe  be  fledde. 
But  whither  knowes  not  she, 

And  like  hir  selfe  transformed  eke 
A  selly  byrde  to  beei 

On  him  this  sharpe  reuenge 
The  Gods  and  1  did  take. 

He  neither  can  beholde  his  brats. 
Nor  is  belovde  of  make. 

As  soone  as  coles  of  kinde 
Haue  warmed  him  to  do 

The  selly  shift  of  dewties  dole 
Which  him  beloogeth  to: 

His  hen  straight  way  him  hates. 
And  flieth  farre  him  firo. 

And  close  conueis  hir  eggs  from  him, 
As  from  hir  mortal  foe. 


As  sone  as  she  hath  hatcht, 
Hir  little  yong  ones  runne. 

For  feare  their  dame  should  serue  them  efte, 
As  Progne  bad  begonne. 

And  rounde  about  the  fields 
The  furious  father  flies, 

To  sake  his  sonne,  and  filles  the  ayre 
With  loude  lamenUag  cries* 


56% 


GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


This  lothaome  life  he  leads, 
By  our  almightic  dome, 

And  thas  sings  she,  where  companjr 
Bui  very  setdome  come. 

Now  leit  my  faithful  tale 
For  fable  should  be  taken, 

And  therevpon  my  conrtefte. 
By  thee  might  be  forsaken  : 

Remember  al  my  words, 
And  beare  them  wel  in  minde. 

And  make  thereof  a  metaphore. 
So  Shalt  thou  quickly  fiode. 

Both  profite  and  pastime, 
In  al  that  I  thee  tel: 

I  knove  thy  skill  wil  serue  therto, 
And  so  (quoth  she)  &rewelU 

Wherewith  (methought)  she  flong  so  last  away. 
That  scarce  I  could,  hir  seemely  shaddow  see. 
At  last:  my  staffe  (which  was  mine  onely  stay) 
Did  slippe,  and  I,  must  needes  awaked  be. 
Against  my  wil  did  I  (God  knowes)  awake. 
For  willingly  I  could  my  selfe  content, 
Seuen  dayes  to  sleepe  for  Philomelas  sake,  [spent. 
So  that  my  sTeepe  iu  such  swete  thoughts  were 
But  you  my  Lord  which  reade  this  ragged  uerse, 
Forgive  the  faults  of  my  so  sleepy  muse. 
Let  me  the  heast  of  Nemesis  rehearse. 
For  sure  I  see,  much  sense  thereof  ensues. 
I  seeme  to  see  (my  Loud)  that  lechers  lust,     [est. 
Procures  the  plague,  and  vengeaunce  of  the  high- 
I  may  not  say,  but  God  is  good  and  inst. 
Although  he  scourge  the  iiirdest  for  the  nighest :  ' 
The  fathers  iault  lights  sometime  on  the  sonne. 
Yea  farre  discents  it  beares  the  burden  stil. 
Whereby  it  ialles  (when  vaine  delight  is  done). 
That  dole  steppes  in  and  wields  the  world  at  wil. 
'  O  whoredome,  whuredome,  hope  for  no  good  happe, 
The  best  is  bad  that  lights  on  lechery 
And  (al  wel  weyed)  he  sits  in  Fortunes  lappe. 
Which  feeles  no  sharper  scourge  than  beggery. 
Vou  piinces,  peeres,  you  comely  courting  knights, 
Which  vse  al  arte  to  marre  the  maidens  mindes, 
Which  win  al  dames  with  baite  of  fonde  delights, 
Which  bcwtie  force,  to  loose  what  bountie  bindes: 
Think  on  the  scourge  that  Nemesis  doth  beare. 
Remember  this,  that  God  (although  he  winkf ) 
Doth  sec  al  sianes  that  euer  secret  were. 
Ve  vobis  then  which  still  in  sinne  do  sinke. 
Gods  mercy  lends  you  brydles  for  desire. 
Hold  backe  betime,  for  feare  you  catch  a  foyle^ 
The  flesh  may  spurre  to  euerlasting  (ire. 
But  sure,  that  horse  which  tyreth  like  a  roile. 
And  lothes  the  griefe  of  his  forgalded  sides. 
Is  better,  much  than  is  the  hairbrainde  colte 
Wliich  headlong  runnes  and  for  no  bridle  bydes. 
But  huntes  for  sinne  in  euery  hit  and  holte. 
He  which  is  single,  let  him  spare  to  spil 
The  ilowre  of  force,  which  makes  a  famous  man : 
Lest  when  be  comes  to  matrimonies  will. 
His  finest  graine  be  burnt,  and  ful  of  branne. 
He  that  is  yokte  and  hath  a  wedded  wife. 
Be  wel  content  with  that  which  may  suffyse. 
And  (were  no  God)  yet  feare  of  worldly  strife 
Might  make  him  lothe  the  bed  where  Lays  lies: 
For  though  Pandyons  daughter  Progne  shee. 
Were  so  transformde  into  a  fethered  foule. 
Yet  seemes  she  not  withouten  heires  to  be. 


Who  (wrongde  like  hir)  Ail  angrely  can  sconle. 
And  beare  in  brest  a  right  reuenging  mode. 
Til  time  and  place,  may  serae  to  worke  their  wilL 
Yea  surely  some,  the  best  of  al  the  broode 
(If  they  had  might)  with  furious  force  would  kil. 
But  force  them  not,  whose  force  Is  not  to  force. 
And  way  their  words  as  blasts  of  blustring  winde. 
Which  comes  ful  calme,  when  stormes  are  past  bj 

course: 
Yet  God  aboue  that  can  both  lose  and  bynde, 
Wil  not  so  soone  appeased  be  therefore, 
He  makes  the  male,  of  female  to  be  bated. 
He  makes  the  sire  go  sighing  wondrous  sore^ 
Because  the  sonne  of  such  is  seldome  rated. 
I  meane  the  sunnes  of  such  rash  sinning  sires. 
Are  seldome  sene  to  runne  a  ruly  race. 
But  plagtide  (be  like)  by  fathers  foule  desires 
Do  gadde  ahroade,  and  lack  the  guide  of  grace. 
Then  (Lapwingiike)  the  father  flies  about. 
And  howles  and  cries  ta  see  bis  children  stray. 
Where  he  him  selfe  (and  no  man  better)  mought 
Haue  taught  his  bratts  to  take  a  better  way. 
Thus  men  (my  Lord)  be  Metamorphosed, 
From  seemely  shape,  to  byids,  and  ougly  beasts : 
Yea  brauest  dames  (if  they  amisse  once  tredde) 
Finde  bitter  sauce,  for  al  their  pleasant  feasts. 
They  must  in  fine  condemned  be  to  dwell 
In  thickes  vnseenp,  in  mewes  for  minyons  made, 
Vntil  at  last  (if  they  can  biyde  it  wel) 
They  may  chop  chaike,  and  take  some  better  trade. 
Beare  with  me  (Lord)  my  lusting  dayes  are  done, 
Fayre  Philomeue  forbad  me  fayre  and  flat 
To  like  such  loue,  as  is  with  lust  begonue. 
The  lawful  loue  Is  best,  and  I  like  that. 
Then  if  you  see,  that  (Lapwinglike)  1  chaunce. 
To  leape  againe,  beyond  my  lawful  reache, 
(1  take  hard  taske)  or  but  to  giue  a  glaunce. 
At  bewties  blase:  for  such  a  wilful  breacbe. 
Of  promise  made,  my  Lord  shf  1  do  no  wrong. 
To  say,  George,  thinke  on  Pbylomelaes  song. 

FINIS. 

Tarn  Martin,  quam  Mercurio. 

And  thus  my  very  good  L.  may  se  how  cobler* 
like  I  haue  clouted  a  new  patch  to  an  olde  sole, 
beginning  this  complainte  of  Philomene,  in  ApritI, 
1562,  continuing  it  a  little  furder  in  Aprill  15*75, 
and  now  thus  finished  this  thirde  day  of  Aprill, 
1576.  At  which  mine  April  showers  are  humbly 
sent  vnto  your  good  Lordship,  for  that  I  hope  very 
shortly  to  see  the  May  flowers  of  your  fsnour, 
which  I  desire,  more  than  I  can  deseme.  And  yet 
rest 

Your  Lordships  bownden  and  assured. 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 

[From  Gascoigne*8  Prose  Works,  Dramas,  &Ci3 


CHORUSSES  FROM  JOCASTA. 

CHORUS  TO  ACT.  II. 

O  nBRCB  and  furious  Mars,  whose  hamrafdll 
Reioyceth  most  to  shed  the  giltlesse  blood,  [hacte^ 
Whose  headie  wil  doth  all  the  world  subuert. 
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And  doth  enote  the  pleasant  mery  moode. 

Of  our  estate  that  erst  in  quiet  stoode. 

Why  doeU  thou  thus  ourhannelesse  to wne  annoy e, 

Which  mishtie  Bacchus  gouenied  in  ioye? 

Father  of  warre  and  death,  that  dost  remoue 
With  wrathful!  wreclce  from  wofull  mothers  breast, 
The  trustie  pledges  of  their  tender  lone, 
So  graunt  the  Gods,  that  for  our  finall  rest, 
Dame  Venus  pleasant  lookes  may  please  thee  best, 
Wherby  when  thou  shalt  all  amazed  stand. 
The  sword  may  fall  out  of  thy  trembling  hand. 

And  thou  maist  proue  some  other  way  full  well 
The  bloudie  prowesse  of  ttiy  mightie  speare, 
Wherwith  thou  raisest  from  the  depth  of  belt. 
The  wrathfull  sprites  of  all  the  furies  there, 
Who  when  the  weake,  doe  wander  euery  where. 
And  neuer  rest  to  range  about  the  coastes, 
Tenriche  that  pi^  with  spoile  of  damned  ghostes. 

And  when  thou  hast  oar  fleldes  forsaken  thus, 
Let  cniell  discorde  beare  thee  companie. 
Engirt  with  snakes  and  serpents  venemous, 
Euen  she  that  can  with  red  virmilion  dye 
The  gladsome  greene  that  flortsht  pleasantly. 
And  make  the  greedie  ground  a  drinking  cup. 
To  sup  the  bloud  of  murdered  bodyes  rp. 

Vet  thou  returne  O  ioye  and  pleasant  peace. 
From  whence  thou  didst  against  our  wil  depart, 
Ne  let  thy  worthie  minde  from  trauell  cease. 
To  chase  disdaine  out  of  the  poynned  harte. 
That  raised  warre  to  all  our  paynes  and  smarte, 
Euen  from  the  brest  of  Oedipus  his  sonne, 
Whose  swelling  pride  hath  all  this  iarre  begonne. 

And  thou  great  God,  that  doest  all  things  de- 
cree, 
And  sitst  on  highe  aboue  the  starrie  skies, 
Thou  chiefest  cause  of  causes  all  that  bee. 
Regard  not  his  offence  but  heare  our  cries. 
And  spedily  redresse  our  miseries. 
For  what  cause  we  poore  wofull  wretches  doe 
But  craue  thy  aide,  and  onely  cleaue  therto  *  ? 

CHORUS  TO  ACT.  HI. 

When  she  that  rules  the  rolling  wheele  of  chauncc. 
Doth  turne  aside  hir  angrie  frowing  focd, 
On  him,  whom  erst  she  deigned  to  aduance. 
She  neuer  leanes  to  gaulde  him  with  disgrace. 
To  tossc  and  turne  his  state  in  euery  place. 
Till  at  the  last  she  hurle  him  from  on  high 
And  yeld  him  subiect  vnto  miserie: 

And  as  the  braunche  that  from  the  roote  is  reft, 
He  neuer  wiones  like  life  to  that  he  lefte : 

Yea  though  he  do,  yet  can  not  tast  of  ioy 
Compare  with  pangs  that  past  in  his  annoy. 

Well  did  the  heanens  ordeine  for  our  behoofe 
Necesiitle,  and  fates  by  them  alowde. 
That  when  we  see  our  high  mishappes  aloofe 
(As  though  our  eyes  were  mufled  with  a  cloade) 

>  •«  In  the  favauritc  address  to  Mars  (Sec  Phoc- 
niss.  page  140.  edit.  Barnes.)  Gascoigne  has  total- 
ly deserted  the  rich  imagery  of  Euripides,  yet  has 
found  means  to  form  an  original  ode,  which  is  by 
ao  means  dettitiite  of  pathos  or  imagination." 

Warton. 


Our  froward  will  doth  shrinke  it  selfe  and  shrowde 
From  our  auaile  wherwith  we  runne  so  farre : 
As  none  amends  can  make  that  we  do  marre : 

Then  drawes  euill  happc  and  striues  to  shew  his 
strength. 
And  such  as  yeld  vnto  his  might,  at  length 

He  leades  them  by  necessiUe  the  way 
That  destinie  preparde  for  our  decay. 

The  Mariner  amidde  the  swelling  seas 
Who  seeth  his  barke  with  many  a  billowe  beaten. 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  wind  and  wanes  best 

please, 
When  thundring  Joue  with  tempest  list  to-threaten. 
And  dreades  in  depest  guife  for  to  be  eaten. 
Yet  learnes  a  meane  by  mere  necessitie 
To  saue  bimselfe  in  such  extremitie: 

For  when  he  seeth  no  man  hath  witte  nor  pourre 
To  flie  from  fate  when  fortune  list  to  lowre, 

His  only  hope  on  mightie  Joue  doth  caste. 
Whereby  he  winnes  the  wished  heauen  at  last. 

How  fond  is  that  man  in  his  fantasie, 
Who  thinks  that  Joue  the  maker  of  vs  al. 
And  he  that  tempers  all  in  heauen  on  high. 
The  sunne,  the  mone,  the  starres  celestiall. 
So  that  no  leafe  without  his  leaue  can  fall. 
Hath  not  in  him  omnipotence  also 
To  guide  and  gouerne  all  things  here  below? 

O  blinded  eies,  O  wretched  mortall  wights, 
O  subiect  slaues  to  euery  ill  that  lights,    [scorne^ 

To  scape  such  woe,  such  paine,  such  shame  and 
Happie  were  he  that  neuer  had  bin  borne. 

Well  might  duke  Creon  driuen  by  destinie, 
(If  true  it  be  that  olde  Tyresias  saith) 
Rederoe  our  citie  from  this  miserie. 
By  his  consent  vnto  Mcneceus  death, 
Who  of  bimselfe  would  faine  haue  lost  his  bretb: 
*'  But  euery  man  is  loth  for  to  fulfill 
The  heauenly  best  tl>at  pleaseth  not  his  will. 

That  publique  weale  must  needes  to  mine  go 
Where  priuate  profile  is  preferred  so." 

Yet  mightie  God,  thy  only  aide  we  craue. 
This  towne  from  siege,  and  vs  from  sorowe  taoe. 


FROM  THE  ADC/ENTURE8  OF 
FERDINANDO  lERONIMJ. 

Of  thee  deare  Dame,  three  lessons  would  I  learne: 
What  reason  first  persuades  the  foolish  Fly 
(As  soone  as  shee  a  candle  can  disoerne) 
To  play  with  flame>  till  shee  bee  burnt  thereby? 
Or  what  may  moue  the  Mouse  to  byte  the  bayte 
Which  strikes  the  trappe,  that  stops  hir  hungry 

breth? 
What  calles  the  bird,  where  snares  of  deepe  deceit 
Are  closely  coucht  to  draw  hir  to  hir  death? 
Consider  well,  what  is  the  cause  of  this. 
And  though  percase  thou  wilt  not  so  confesae. 
Yet  deepe  desire,  to  gayne  a  heauenly  blisse, 
May  drowne  the  minde  in  dole  and  dark  distrease: 
Oft  is  it  seene  (whereat  my  hart  may  bleede) 
Fooles  play  so  long  till  they  be  caught  in  deede. 

And  then 
It  is  a  heauen  to  see  them  hop  and  skip. 
And  seeke  all  shiftes  to  shake  their  shackles  off: 
It  is  a  world,  to  see  them  hang  the  lip. 
Who  (earst)  at  loue,  were  woot  to  akorae  and  ikofiii 
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But  as  the  MouWy  once  caught  in  crafty  trap. 
May  bounce  and  beate  againit  the  boorden  wall. 
Till  shee  haue  brought  hir  head  in  such  miahap. 
That  downe  to  death  hir  fainting  lymbes  must  falh 
And  as  the  Flie  once  singed  in  the  flame, 
Cannot  commaund  hir  wings  to  waue  away : 
But  by  the  heele,  shee  hangeth  in  the  same 
Till  cruell  death  hir  hasty  iourney  stay : 
So  they  that  seeke  to  breake  the  linkes  of  loue 
Striue  with  the  streame,  and  this  by  paine  I  proue. 

For  when 
I  first  beheld  that  heauenly  hewe  of  thine, 
Thy  stately  stature,  and  thy  comly  grace, 
I  must  confesse  these  dazled  eies  of  mine 
Did  wincke  for  feare,  when  I  first  viewd  thy  face: 
But  bold  desire  did  open  them  againe. 
And  bad  mee  looke  till  I  had  lookt  to  long, 
I  pitied  them  that  did  procure  my  paine. 
And  lou'd  the  lookes  that  wrought  me  all  the  wrong: 
And  as  the  byrd  once  caught  (but  woorks  hir  woe) 
That  striues  to  leaue  the  limed  twigges  behind : 
Euen  so  the  more  1  straue  to  parte  thee  fro. 
The  greater  grief  did  growe  within  my  minde: 
Remedilesse  then  must  I  yeeld  to  thee, 
And  craue  no  more,  thy  sernaunt  but  to  bee. 


SONNET. 


LouE,  hope,  and  death,  do  stirre  in  me  such  strife. 

As  neuer  man  but  1  led  such  alife. 

First  burning  loue  doth  wound  my  hart  to  death, 

And  when  death  comes  at  call  of  inward  griefe, 

Colde  liiigerint?  hope  doth  feede  my  fainting  breath 

Against  my  will,  and  yeeldes  my  wound  reliefe: 

So  that  I  Ikie,  but  yet  my  life  is  such, 

As  death  would  neuer  greue  me  halfe  so  much. 

No  comfort  then  but  only  this  I  tast, 

To  salue  such  sore,  such  hope  will  neuer  want. 

And  with  such  hope,  such  life  will  euer  last. 

And  with  such  life,  such  sorrowes  are  not  skant. 

Oh  straunge  desire,  O  life  with  torments  tost, 

Through  too  much  hope,  mine  onely  hope  is  lost. 


In  prime  of  lustie  yeares  when  Cupid  caught  me 
in,  [best  begin : 

And  nature  taught  the  waie  to  loue,  how  I  might 
To  please  my  wandriog  eie,  in  beauties  tickle  trade. 
To  gaze  on  cache  that  passed  by,  a  carelesse 
sporte  I  made. 

With  sweete  entisiog  baite,  I  fisht  for  manie 

a  dame,  [the  flame: 

And  warmed  me  by  manie  a  fire,  yet  felt  I  not 

But  when  at  last  I  spied,  that  face  that  pleasde 

me  most,  [l  began  to  tost. 

The  coales  were  quicke,  the  woods  was  drie,  and 

And  smiling  yet  full  oft,  I  hauebebelde  that  face. 

When  jn  my  hearte  I  might  bewatle  mine  owne 

▼nluckie  case :  [griefe, 

And  oft  againe  with  lokes  that  might  bewraie  my 

I  pleaded  harde  for  iust  rewarde,  and  sought  to 

finde  reliefe. 

What  will  yon  more?  so  oft  my  gazing  eies  did 

«*ke>  [cheeke : 

To  see  the  rose  and  lillie  striue  vpon  that  liuelie 

Till  at  the  last  I  spied,  and  by  good  proofe  I  fonnde. 

That  in  that  face  was  punted  plaiQe,  the  peareer 

of  my  wottiMU 


Then  (all  to  late)  agast,  I  did  ray  foote  retire, 
And  sought  with  secret  sighes  to  quench  my  gredie 

skalding  fire 
But  lo,  I  did  preuaile  asmoche  to  guide  my  will. 
As  he  that  seeks  with  halting  heele,  to  hop  against 
the  hilL 

Or  as  the  feeble  sight,  wouhie  searche  the  sanoie 

beame,  [the  streame. 

Euen  so  I  founde  but  labour  lost,  to  striue  against 

Then  gan  I  thus  rcsolue,  since  liking  forced  lone. 

Should  I  mislikb  my  happie  choice,  before  I  did  it 

proue  ? 

And  since  none  other  ioye  I  had  but  her  to  see, 
Shoulde  I  retire  my  deepe  desire  ?  no  no  it  would 

not  bee :  [«ell  deseme. 

Though  great  the  duetie  were,  that  shee  did 
And  I  poore  man,  vnworthie  am  so  woithie  a  wight 

to  seme. 

Yet  hope  my  comfort  staide,  that  she  woold 

haue  r^i;ard,  [for  iust  reward : 

To  my   good  will  that  nothing  crau*d,  but  like 

I  see  the  faucon  gent  sometime  will  take  delight, 

To  seeke  the  solace  of  hir  wing,  and  dallie  with  s 

kite. 

The  fairest  Woulf  will  choose  the  foulest  for  hir 

make,  [hir  sake: 

And  why  ?  because  he  doth  indure  most  sorrow  for 

Euen  so  had  I  like  hope,  when  dolefoli  daies  were 

spent 
When  wearie  wordes  were  wasted  well,  to  open 
true  entent. 

When  fluddes  of  flowing  teares,  bad  washt  my 

weeping  eies, 
When  trembling  tongue  had  troubled  hir,  with 

loud  lamenting  cries : 
At  last  hir  worthy  will  would  pittie  this  my  plaint, 
And  comfort  me   hir  owne  poors  slane,  whoa. 

feare  had  made  so  faint. 

Wherefore  I   made  a  vowe,  the  stoany  rocke 
should  start. 
Ere  I  presume,  to  let  her  slippe  out  of  my  fsitb- 
full  heart. 

LBNUOIE. 
And  when  she  sawe  by  proofe,  the  pith  of  my 
good  will. 
She  tooke  in  worth  this  simple  song,  for  want 

of  better  skill : 
And  as  my  iust  deserts,  hir  gentle  hart  did  mooe, 
She  was  content  to  answere  thus:  I  am  content  to 
loue. 


A  CLOUD  of  care  hath  coured  all  my  coste, 
And  stormes  of  strife  doo  threaten  to  appears: 
The  waues  of  woe,  which  I  mistrusted  moste, 
Haue  broke  the  bankes  wherein  my  lifoJay  clean: 
Chippes  of  ill  chaunce,  are  fallen  amyd  my  choycc, 
To  marre  the  mynd,  that  ment  for  to  reioyce. 

Before  I  sought,  I  founde  the  haueo  of  hap, 
Wherein  (once  found)  I  sought  to  shrowd  my  shipi 
Bnt  lowring  loue  hath  Hfte  me  from  hir  lap. 
And  crabbed  lot  beginnes  to  hang  the  lip : 
The  proppes  of  darke  mistrust  do  fall  so  thidc. 
They  pearce  my  coftte,  and  touch  my  skin  at  quiet 
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What  may  be  wide,  where  truth  cannot  pie- 
naile? 
What  ple%  maie  (ten^e,  where  will  it  selfe  it  iud^? 
What  reason  rules,  where  right  and  reason  faile  ? 
Reniedilesse  then  mast  the  gniltleste  trudge : 
And  seeke  out  care,  to  be  the  earning  knife, 
To  cut  the  thred  that  lingreth  such  a  life. 


A  MOONBSHYirS. 

* 

Damb  Cinthia  her  selfe  (that  shines  so  bright. 

And  dtfyneth  not  to  leaue  bir  loftie  place : 

But  onely  then,  when  Phoebus  shewes  his  face. 

Which  is  her  brother  borne  and  lendes  hir  light,) 

Disdaind  not  yet  to  do  my  Lady  right: 

To  proue  that  In  such  heanenly  wightes  as  she, 

It  sitteth  best  that  right  and  reason  be. 

For  when  she  spied  my  Ladies  golden  raies. 

Into  the  cloudes, 

Her  head  she  sbroudes,  [plaies. 

And  shamed  to  shine  where  she  hir  beames  dis- 

Good  reason  yet,  that  to  my  simple  skill, 
I  should  the  name  of  Cynthia  adore  : 
By  whose  high  helpe»  1  might  beholde  the  more. 
My  Ladies  looely  lookes  at  mine  owne  will. 
With  deepe  content,  to  gare,  and  gaze  my  fill : 
Of  conrtesie  and  not  of  darcke  disdaine. 
Dame  Cynthia  disclowle  my  Lady  plaine. 
Shee  did  but  lende  hir  light  (as  for  a  lite) 
With  friendely  grace. 
To  shew  bir  face, 
That  else  would  shew  and  shine  in  bir  dispight 

Dan  PbiBbos  hee  with  many  a  lowring  looke, 
Had  hir  behelde  in  yore  ni  angrie  wise : 
And  when  he  conlde  none  other  meane  deuise 
To  staine  hir  name,  this  deepe  deceit  he  tooke. 
To  be  the  baite  that  best  might  hide  his  hooke : 
Into  hir  eies  his  parching  beames  he  cast. 
To  skorche  their  skinnes,  that  gaz'd  on  hir  full 

last: 
Whereby  when  many  a  man  was  sunne  burnt  so 
They  thought  my  Sueene, 
The  Sonne  had  beene. 
With  skaUing  flames,  which  wrought  them  all 

that  wo. 

And  that  when  many  a  looke  had  lookt  so  long. 
As  that  their  eyes  were  dimme  and  dazaled  both: 
Some  faintmg  heartes  that  were  both  leode  and 

loth 
To  looke  agayne  from  whence  that  error  sproug, 
Oan  close  their  eye  for  feare  of  farther  wrong : 
And  some  againe  once  drawen  into  the  maze. 
Can  leudly  blame  the  beames  of  beauties  blase ) 
But  I  with  deepe  foresight  did  soone  espie. 
How  Phoebus  ment. 
By  folse  intent. 
To  ilaunder  so  her  name  with  crueltie. 

Wherefore  at  better  leasnre  thought  I  best. 
To  trie  the  treason  of  his  trecherie: 
And  to  exalt  my  Ladies  dignitie 
When  Phoebos  fled  and  drewe  him  downe  to  reet. 
Amid  the  waues  that  waiter  in  the  west, 
I  gan  behold  this  lonely  Ladies  lace. 
Whereott  dame  natura  qpent  hir  giftet  of  gnoei 


And  found  therein  no  parching  heat  at  all. 

But  such  bright  hew. 

As  might  renew, 

An  Aungels  ioyes  in  raigne  cekestiaU. 

The  courteouse  Moone  that  wisht  to  do  me 
good. 
Did  shine  to  shew  my  dame  more  perfectly. 
But  when  she  sawe  hir  passing  ioUitiCy     ^ 
The  Moone  for  shame,  did  blus!i  as  red  as  bloud. 
And  shrounke  aside  and  kept  hir  homes  in  hoode: 
So  that  now  when  Dame  Cynthia  was  gone, 
I  might  enioye  my  Ladies  lokes  alone. 
Yet  honoured  still  th^  Moone  with  tnie  intent. 
Who  Uught  vs  skill. 
To  worke  our  will, 
And  gaue  vs  place,  till  all  the  night  waa  spent. 


A  CUALLKNOB  TO  BBAUTIS. 

BsAUriB  shut  yp  thy  shop,  and  trusse  vp  all  thy 

trash. 
My  Nell  hath  stolne  thy  finest  stuffe,  and  left  thee 

in  the  lash  [wot. 

Thy  market  now  is  marde,  thy  gaines  are  gone  god 
Thou  hast  no  ware,  that  maie  compare,  with  this 

that  I  haue  got 
As  for  thy  painted  pale,  and  wrinckles  surfled  vp  t 
Are  deare  ynough,  for  such  as  lust  to  drinke  of 

euery  cup :  P>&gS^if 

Thy  bodies  bolstred  out,  with  bumbact  and  with 
Thy  rowles,  thyrufies,  thy  caules,  thy  coifies,  thy 

lerkins  and  th}*  Jagges. 
Thy  curling,  and  thy  cost,  thy  friesling  and  thy 

fore, 
To  court  to  court  with  al  those  tois,  and  there 

set  forth  such  ware 
Before  their  hungr'ie  eies,  that  gaze  on  euery  gest. 
And  choose  the  cheapest  cha6ire  still,  to  please 

their  foncy  best.  [a  glaunce. 

But  I  whose  stedfost  eies,  coulde  neoer  east 
With  wandring  loke,  amid  the  prese,  to  take  my 

choise  by  chaunce 
Haue  wonae  by  due  desert,  a  peece  that  hath  no 

peere,    .  [there: 

And  left  the  rest  as  refuse  all,  to  seroe  the  market 
There  let  him  chuse  that  list,  there  catche  the 

best  who  can  :  [a  gazing  man« 

A  painted  blazing  baite  may  serue,  to  choke 
But  I  haue  slipt  thy  flower,  that  freshest  is  of 

bewe: 
I  haue  thy  come,  goe  sell  thy  chafie,  I  list  to  seeka 

no  new. 
The  windowes  of  mine  eies,  are  gla3t*d  with  such 

delight,  [in  my  si^ht : 

As  eche  new  face  seemesfullof  foultes,  that  Uaaeth 
And  not  without  iust  cause,  I  can  compare  her  so, 
Loe  here  my  gloue  I  challenge  him,  that  can,  or 

dare  say  no. 
Let  Theseus  come  with  clubbe,  or  Paris  bragge 

with  brand,  [the  Grecian  land : 

To  proue  howe  foire  their  Hellen  was,  that  skourg'd 
Let  mighty  Mars  himselfe,  come  armed  to  Uie 

field: 
And  vaunt  dame  Venus  to  defend,  with  helmet, 

speare,  and  shield.  [embrace*' 

Thia  hand  that  had  good  hap,  my  Hellen  to 
Shal  haue  like  locke  to  stil  hir  foet,  and  damit 

them  with  disgmoe* 
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And  cause  them  to  coofesie  by  yerdict  and  by  othe, 
How  farre  hir  iouelie  lookes  do  sterac,  the  beau- 
ties of  tbem  both. 
And  that  my  Hellen  is  mofe  fiure  then  Paris 

wife. 
And  dotb  deserue  more  famous  praise,  then  Venus 

for  hir  life. 
Which  if  I  ootperfourme,  my  life  then  let  me  leese. 
Or  else^be  bound  in  chaines  of  change,  to  b^ge 
for  beuties  feese. 


tOHHET. 


Thb  stately  Dames  of  Ronef  their  Pearies  did 

wcare. 
About  their  neckes  to  beautifie  their  name: 
But  she  (whome  I  doe  seme)  hir  pearies  doth 

beare. 
Close  in  hit  mouth,  and  smiling  shewe.the  same. 
Jfo  wonder  then,  though  eu'ry  word  she  speakes, 
A  lewell  seeme  iu  iudgement  of  the  wise. 
Since  that  hir  sugred  tongue  the  passage  breakes, 
Setweene  two  rockes,  bedeckt  with  pearies  of 

price, 
Hir  haire  of  golde,  hir  front  of  luoryy 
(A  bloody  heart  within  so  white  a  breast) 
Hir  teeth  of  Pearie  lippes  Rubie,  christall  eye, 
Needes  must  1  honour  hir  aboue  the  rest; 
Since  she  is  fourmed  of  none  other  mouldey 
But  Rubie,  Christall,  luory,  Pearie,  and  Golde. 
Ferdinando  leronimy. 


IBLOSIB. 


What  state  to  man,  so  swete  and  pleasaunt 

weare. 
As  to  be  tyed,  in  linkes  of  worthy  lone  ? 
What  life  so  blist  and  happie  might  appeare, 
As  for  to  seme  Cupid  that  god  aboue  ? 
If  that  our  mlndes  were  not  sometimes  infect. 
With  dread,  with  feare,  with  care,  with  cold  sus- 
pect: 
With  deepe  dispaire,  with  furious  frenesie, 
Handmaides  to  her,  whome  we  call  ielosie. 

For  eu'ry  other  sop  of  sower  cbannce. 
Which  louers  tast  amid  their  sweete  delight: 
Encreaseth  ioye,  and  doth  their  loue  aduaunoe, 
In  pleasures  place,  to  haue  more  perfiect  plight 
The  thirstie  mouth  thinkes  water  hath  good  taste, 
The  hungrie  iawes,  are  pleas'd,  with  eche  repaste: 
Who  hath  not  prou'd  what  dearth  by  warres  doth 

growe. 
Cannot  of  peace  the  pleasaunt  plenties  knowe. 

And  though  with  eye,  we  see  not  eu*ry  ioye, 
Yet  maie  the  minde,  full  well  support  the  same, 
And  absent  life  long  led  in  great  annoye. 
When  presence  comes,  doth  tume  from  griefe  to 

game, 
To  seme  without  reward  is  thought  great  paine. 
But  if  dispaire  do  not  therewith  remaine. 
It  may  be  borne  for  right  rewardes  at  last, 
FoUowe  troe  semice,  though  they  come  not  fast. 

Disdaioes,  repulses,  finallie  eche  it^, 
Eche  smart,  eche  paine,  of  loue  eche  bitter  tast. 
To  thinke  on  them  gan  frame  the  loners  will, 
To  like  eche  Ioye,  the  more  that  conei  «t  last : 


But  this  infemall  plague  if  once  it  tuich. 
Or  yenome  once  the  loners  mind  with  gmtch^ 
All  festes  and  ioyes  that  afterwardes  befail. 
The  louer  comptes  them  light  or  nought  «t  all. 

This  is  that  sore,  this  is  that  poisoned  wound. 
The  which  to  beale,  nor  salue,  nor  oiDtmentes 

seme. 
Nor  charme  of  wordesy  nor  Image  can  be  fbunde, 
Nor  obseruaunce  of  starres  can  it  preseme. 
Nor  all  the  art  of  Magicke  can  preuaile. 
Which  Zoroactes  found  for  our  anaiie. 
Oh  craell  plague,  aboue  all  sorrowes  smart. 
With  desperate  death  thou  sleast  the  looeiy  heaxt 

And  me  euen  now,  thy  gall  hath  so  enfect. 
As  all  the  ioyes  which  euer  louer  found. 
And  all  good  liaps,  that  euer  Troylus  sect, 
Atchieued  yet  aboue  the  luckles  ground: 
Can  neuer  sweeten  once  my  mouth  with  mdl. 
Nor  bring  my  thoughtes,  againe  in  rest  to  dwetL 
Of  thy  nmd  moodes,  and  of  naught  else  I  thinke. 
In  such  like  seas,  faire  Brsdamant  did  sincke 


FROM  THE  PRINCELY  PLEASURES  AT 
KENELHTORTH  CASTLE. 

80VG. 

Come  Muses,  come,  and  hdpe  me  to  bunent. 
Come   woods,  come  waues,  come  fails,  cone 
doleful  dales 
Since  life  and  death  are  both  against  me  bent. 
Come  Gods,  come  men,  beare  witnesae  of  mj 
bales. 
O  heauenly  Nimphs,  come  heipe  my  beany  heart; 
With  sighes  to  see  dame  pleasure  thus  dq»ait. 

If  death  or  dole,  could  daunt  a  deepe  desire. 
If  priuie  pkngs  could  counterpoise  my  plaint : 

If  tract  of  time,  a  trae  intent  could  tire. 
Or. cramps  of  care,  a  constant  minde  conkl  taint, 

O  then  might  I,  at  will  here  Hue  aud  sterue : 
Although  my  deedes  did  more  delight  deserue. 

But  out  alas,  no  gripes  of  greefe  suffice. 
To  breake  in  twaine  this  harmelesse  heart  of 
mine 

For  though  delight  be  banisht  finom  mine  eie^ 
Yet  Hues  Desire,  whom  paines  can  neuer  pise. 

O  straunge  effiscts,  I  Hue  which  seeme  to  die 
Tet  die  to  see  my  deere  delight  go  by. 

Then  farewell  sweet,  for  whom  I  taste  such  sower 
Farewell  delight,  for  whom  I  dwell  in  dole : 

Free  will,  frrewell,  farewell  my  fiinciea  flower. 
Farewell  content  whom  cruell  cares  controle. 

Oh  fcrewell  life,  delightfull  death  farewell, 
I  dye  in  heauen,  yet  Hue  in  darksome  beD. 


PROM  THE  GLASSE  OF  GOUERlfEMEST. 

CHORUS  TO  ACT  I. 

Whbh  God  oideynd  the  restlesse  lif<e  of  man. 
And  made  him  thrall  to  sundry  greenoos  cares : 
The  first  borne  griefe  or  sorow  that  began. 
To  shew  it  sdf,  was  this:  to  Moe  from  niftret 
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The  pleasant  pledge,  which  Ood  for  ym  prepares, 
I  meane  the'seede,  and  offspring  that  he  giues, 
To  any  wight  which  in  this  world  here  lyues. 

Few  see  themselaes,  but  each  man  seeth  his 
chylde, 
Such  care  for  them,  as  care  not  for  themselfe. 
We  care  for  them,  in  youth  when  witta  is  wilde, 
We  care  for  them,  in  age  to  gather  pelf: 
We  care  for  them,  to  keepe  them  from  the  shelf 
Of  such  quicke  sands,  as  we  our  selues  first  founde. 
When  headdy  will,dyd  sett  onrshippeson  grounde. 

The. care  which  Christ  dyd  take  to  sane  his 
sbeepe, 
Hath  bene  compard,  to  fstbers  care  on  child, 
And  as  the  hen,  her  hannles  chicks  can  keepe 
From  cruell  kyte:  $0  must  the  father  shylde 
His  youthfcll  Sonnes,  that  they  be  not  beguylde, 
By  wicked  world,  by  fleshly  foule  desire, 
Which  seme  the  deuill,  with  feweil  for  his  fire. 

Fyrst  parentes  care,  to  bring  their  childnen  forth, 
To  breede  them  then,  to  bring  them  vp  in  youth, 
To  match  them  eke,  with  wightes  of  greatest  worth, 
To  see  them  taught,  the  trusty  trackii  of  trueth : 
7*0  braue  excesse,  from  whence  all  sin  ensneth. 
And  yet  to  geue,  enough  for  common  neede, 
Least  loths6me  lacke  make  vice  for  virtue  breede* 

Let  shame  of  sinne,  thy  Childrens  bridle  be, 
And  spurre  them  foorth,  with  bounty  wysely  used : 
That  difference,  each  mon  may  plainly  see, 
Tweene  parentes  care,  and  maisters  bodes  abused: 
So  Terence  taught,  whose  lore  is  not  refused, 


But  yet  where  youth  is  prone  to  follow  ill, 
There  spare  the  spurre,  and  use  the  brydell  stilL 

Thus  infinite,  the  cares  of  Parentes  are. 
Some  care  to  save  their  children  from  myshappe, 
Some  care  for  welth,  and  some  for  honours  care. 
Whereby  their    Sonnes   may   sitte    in  fortunes 

lappe : 
Yet  they  which  cram  them  so  with  worldly  pappe^ 
And  aeuer  care,  to  geue  them  heauenly  crommes, 
Shall  see  them  sterue,  when  happe  of    hunger 

comes. 

Said  Socrates;  that  man  which  careth  more 
To  leaue  his  cbyld,  much  good  and  rych  of  rent: 
Then  he  forseeth,  to  furnish  him  with  store 
Of  vertues  welth,  which  neuer  can  be  spent: 
Shall  make  him  lyke,  the  steed  that  sty  II  is  pent 
In  stable  close  :  which  mky  be  fayre  in  sight. 
But  seldome  serues,  inch  horse  in  fieki  to  fight. 

So  Xenophon,  his  freend  Dan  Tnlly  told. 
And  so  do  here,  Pbylopoes^  and  his  pheare 
PhylocalusS  that  selfe  same  lesson  hold : 
They  rather  loue  to  leaue  their  sonnes  in  feare 
Of  Ood  aboue  :  then  wealth  to  wallow  heare. 
Which  godly  care,  O  God,  so  deigne  to  blisse. 
That  men  may  see  how  great  thy  glory  is. 


>  Chamcters  in  the  Glass  of  Gouemement, 
the  object  of-  which  is  to  shew  the  errours  of  educa- 
tion. The  other  chorusses  are  much  in  the  same 
strain.    C« 
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LIFE  OF  GEORGE  TURBERVILE. 


BY  MR,  CHALMERS. 


1  HTS  poety  descended  from  ft  family  of  considerahle  note  in  Dorsetshire,  was  a  ybunger 
^n  of  Nicholas  Turbervile  of  Whitchurch ,  and  supposed  to  have  been  bom  about  the 
year  1530.  He  received  his  education  at  Winchester  school,  and  became  fellow  of 
New  College,  Oxford,  in  156l;  bul  left  the  university  without  taking  a  degree,  and 
resided  for  some  time  in  one  of  the  inns  of  court.  He  appears  to  have  accumulated  a 
stock  of  classical  learning,  and  to  have  been  well  acquainted  with  modem  languages. 
He  formed  his  ideas  of  |K>etry  partly.on  the  classics,  and  partly  on  the  study  of  the 
Italian  school.  His  poetical  pursuits,  however,  did  not  interfere  with  more  important 
business,  as  his  well-known  abilities  recommended  him  to  the  post  of  secretary  to 
Thomas  Randolph^  esq.  who  was  appointed  queen  Elizabeth's  ambassador  at  the  court 
«r  Russia. 

While  in  this  situation  he  wrote  three  poetical  epistles  to  as  many  friends,  Edward 
Davies,  Edmund  Spenser  (not  the  poet')«  and  Parker,  descrilNng  the  manners  of  the 
Russians.  These  may  be  seen  in  Hackluyt's  Voyages,  vol.  I.  p.  384.  After  his  retum 
lie  was  much  courted  as  a  man  of  accomplished  education  and  manners ;  and  the  first 
edition  of  his  Songs  and  Sonnets,  published  in  1567,  seems  to  have  added  considerably 
to  his  fame.  A  second  edition  appeared  in  1570,  with  many  additions  and  corrections*. 
His  other  works  were«  translations  of  the  Heroical  Epistles  of  Ovid,  of  which  four 
editions  were  printed;  and  the  Eclogues  of  B.  Mantuan,  published  in  1567*  The  only 
copy  known  of  this  volume  is  in  the  royal  library.  Wood,  who  appears  to  have  seen  it, 
informs  us  that  one  Thomas  Harvey  afterwards  translated  the  same  Eclogues,  and 
availed  himself  of  Turbervile's  translation,  without  the  least  acknowledgement.  Among 
the  discoveries  of  literary  historians,  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  such  tricks  are  to  be  traced 
to  very  high  antiquity.    Another  very  rare  production  of  our  author,  although  twice 


*  Sacb  at  least  it  Mr.  Park's  opinion,  prefh-able  in  this  instance  to  that  of  Dr.  Tanner,  and  certainly 
to  that  of  Dr.  Berkenhout    C. 

*  A  perfect  copy  of  this  edition  is  very  rare.  That  used  on  the  presQit  occasion  was  obligingly  lent 
by  Mr.  Hill.    There  is  another  in  Trinjty  College,  Cambridge,  a  present  from  Mr.  CapalL    C 

VOL.  II.  p  p 
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priuted  ia  1 576  and  1587>  is  entitled  "  Tra^l  Tales,  translated  by  Turbeirile,  in  time 
of  his  troubles,  out  of  Sundrie  Italians,  with  the  argument  and  L*£nvoye  to  ecfa  tale.'' 
What  bis  troubles  were  we  are  not  told.  To  the  latter  edition  of  these  Tales  were 
annexed  '*  Epitaphs  and  Sonets,  with  some  other  broken  pamphlettes  and  Epistles,  sent 
to  certaine  of  his  friends  in  England,  at  his  being  in  Moscovia,  Anno  1569."  Wood  has 
mistaken  this  for  his  '*  Epitaphs,  Epigrams,  Songs  and  Sonets,"  from  which  it  totally 
differs. 

Our  author  was  living  in  1594,  and  in  great  esteem;  but  we  have  no  account  of  has 
death.  There  appear  to  have  been  two  other  persons  of  both  his  names,  both  natives  of 
Dorsetshire,  and  nearly  contemporaries;  one  of  whom  was  a  commoner  of  Gloacester 
Hall  in  1581,  aged  eighteen,  and  the  other  a  student  of  Magdalen  Hall  in  1595,  aged 
seventeen.  Wood  was  not  able  to  tell  which  of  the  three  was  the  author  of  "  Essays, 
politic  and  moral/'  which  were  published  in  ]608,  nor  of  the  ''  Booke  of  Falconrye 
and  Hawking,  heretofore  published  by  G.Turbervile,  Gent,  and  now  revived,  corrected 
and  augmented  by  another  hand,  Lond.  l6ll.*'  But  the  intelligent  editor  of  Phillips's 
Theatrum  is  of  opinion  that  this  work  was  the  production  of  our  poet,  from  its  having 
commendatory  verses  prefixed  by  Gascoigne ;  and,  I  may  add,  that  the  present  collec* 
tion  confirms  our  poet's  intimacy  with  the  art  of  falconry  and  hawking.  The  corioai 
biographical  tract  of  Whetstone  now  printed  in  this  volume  before  Gascoigne*s  works, 
notices  a  production  of  that  author  on  hunting,  which  Mr.  Park  thinks  is  the  one 
printed  with  the  above  Booke  of  Falconrye,  and  usually  attributed  to  Turbervile. 
Besides  these,  our  poet  wrote  commendatory  verses  to  the  works  of  several  of  his  con- 
tenipordries*. 

Among  the  '*  Elegant  and  Witty  Epigrams  of  sir  John  Harrington,  ]6'25"  we  find  the 
following  Epitaph  in  commendation  of  George  TurberviUe,  a  learned  gentleman, 

"  When  timet  wen  yet  Ixit  rude,  thy  pen  endeavoaPd 

To  potUh  barbarism  with  purer  style: 
When  times  were  grown  most  old,  thy  heart  perscver'd. 

Sincere  and  jui;t,  iinstain*d  with  gifts  or  guile. 
Now  lives  thy  soul,  tho'  from  thy  corpse  dissever'd: 

.There  high  in  bliss  here  clear  in  fame  the  while: 
To  which  I  pay  this  debt  of  due  thanksgiving: 
My  pen  doth  praise  thee  dead :  thine  grac*d  me  living." 

Turbcr\'ile  has  a  place  in  these  volumes  as  a  sonnetteer  of  great  note  in  bis  time; 
altliougli,  except  Harrington,  his  contemporaries  and  successors  appear  to  have  lieen 
sparing  of  their  praises.  It  is  probably  to  some  adverse  critics  that  he  alludes  in  his 
address  to  Sycophants.     We  have  seen  Gascoigne  complain  of  the  ZoiIus*s  of  his  time. 

There  is  a  considerable  diversity  of  fancy  and  sentiment  in  his  pieces;  the  verses  in 
praibe  of  the  countess  of  Warwick  are  ingeniously  imagined,  and  perhaps  in  his  best 
stile,  and  his  satirical  effusions,  if  occasionally  flat  and  vulgar,  are  characteristic  of  bis 
asje.  Many  of  his  allusions,  as  was  then  the  fashion,  are  taken  from  the  amusement  of 
hauking,  and  these  and  his  occasional  strokes  on  large  noses  and  other  personal  re- 
dundancies or  defects,  descended  afterwards  to  Shakspeare,  and  other  dramatic  writers, 
lie  entitles  his  piepes  Epitaphs  and  Epigrams^  Songs  and  Sonnets,  but  the  reader  will 
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wldem  recognue  the  legitimate  characteristics  of  those  species  of  poetry.  His  epitaphs 
are  without  pathetic  reflection,  being  stuffed  with  common  place  railing  against  '*  the 
cursed  cruelty''  of  death;  and  his  epigrams  are  often  conceits  without  point,  or,  in  some 
instances,  the  point  is  placed  first,  and  th^  conclusion  left  *'  lame  and  impotent/'  His 
love  sonnets,  although  seemingly  addressed  to  a  real  mbtress,  are  full  of  the  borrowed 
passion  of  a  translator,  and  the  elaborate  and  unnatural  language  of  a  scholar.  The 
classics  in  his  age  began  to  be  studied  very  generally,  and  were  no  sooner  studied  than 
translated ;  this  retarded  the  progress  of  invention  at  a  time  when  the  language  was 
certainly  improving:  and  hence  among  a  number  of  authors  who  flourbhed  in  this 
period,  we  seldom  meet  with  the  glow  of  pure  poetry.  It  may,  however,  be  added  in 
favour  of  Turbervile,  that  he  seldom  transgresses  against  morals  or  delicacy:  it  is  also 
necessary  to  apprize  his  readers  that  his  obsolete  words  are  almost  all  to  be  found  in 
the  glossary  to  Chaucer. 


TO 
THE  RIGHT  NOBLE  AND  HIS  SINGULAR  GOOD  LADY. 

LADY  ANNE,  COUNTESSE  WARWICK,  &c. 

GEORGE  TURBERUILE   WISHETH   INCREASE    OF   HONOR   AND   ALL 

GOOD   HAPPES. 

As  at  what  time  (Madame)  I  first  published  this  fond  and  slender  treatise  of  Sonets,  I  made  bolda 
with  you  in  dedication  of  so  ynworthy  a  booke  to  so  worthie  a  Ladie:  so  haue  I  now  also  nibde  my 
browe  and  wiped  away  al  shame  in  this  respect,  aduenturing  not  to  cease,  but  to  increase  my  former 
follie,  in  adding  moe  Sonets  to  those  1  wrote  before.  ^  So  much  the  more  abusing  in  mine  ovfne  con* 
ceite  your  Ladishippes  pacienGe,  in  that  1  had  pardon  before  of  my  rash  attempt.  But  see  ( Madame) 
what  presumption  raignes  in  retchlesse  youth.  You  accepted  that  my  first  ofier  of  honorable  and 
meere  cuitesie,  and  I  thereby  encouraged,  blush  not  to  procede  to  the  lyke  trade  of  follie,  alwayi 
hoping  for  the  like  acceptance  at  your  hands,  which  if  it  should  faile  me  (as  I  hope  it  shall  not  laiie) 
then  should  I  hereafter  not  once  so  much  as  dare  to  set  pen  to  Pteper  for  feare  of  coniroUnent  and 
check,  which  howe  grieuous  it  is  to  a  yong  man  nowe  (as  it  were)  but  tasting  with  bis  lippe  the  brim 
of  learnings  fbuntaine,  and  saluting  the  Muses  at  the  doore  and  tbreshoU,  neyther  is  your  Ladiship 
ignoraunt,  and  1  my  selfe  presume  to  know.  Wherfore  as  I  haue  (Madame)  by  a  little  enlarging  this 
Booke,  enlarged  not  a  little  my  follie:  so  is  my  humble  sute  to  you  a  little  to  Tnlaiige  your  bounteon* 
curtesie.  I  meane  in  well  accepting  the  increase  of  these  my  follies,  proceding  not  so  much  ypon 
any  light  affection,  as  desire  po  acknowledge  a  greater  dutie.  It  shall  not  be  long  (I  h<^)  but  that 
my  hande  shall  seeke  in  some  part  the  requitall  of  your  bountye  by  some  better  deuise,  tbougb  not 
more  learned  treatise.  But  what  shoulde  I  stand  vpon  terms^of  skill  ?  knowing  that  k  is  not  the  worka 
that  your  Ladiship  doth  so  much  regarde  as  the  Writer,  neither  the  wortbinesse  of  the  thing,  as  tb« 
good  will  and  meaning  of  the  deuiser  thereof,  offering  his  dutie  in  such  wise  as  best  auntweret  hia 
abilitie  and  power.  For  as  if  subiectes  shoulde  haue  respect  more  to  the  ynworthinesse  of  such  thingi 
as  they  giue  their  Princes,  than  regard  the  worthie  mindes  and  good  natures  of  their  Souereignes  in 
well  accepting  such  slender  trifles  at  their  yassels  handes,  they  should  quite  be  discouraged  from  euer 
offering  the  like  and  slender  giftes:  so  if  I  shoulde  cast  an  jeie  rather  to  the  basenesse  of  my  Bookc^ 
than  account  of  your  NoUe  nature  and  accustomed  curtesie  in  well  receyuing  the  same:  neither 
thould  I  heretofore  enboldned  my  selfe  so  farre  as  to  haue  offred  you  this  trifling  treatise,  nor  now 
haue  the  hart  to  aduenture  anew,  although  somewhat  putged  of  his  former  faults  and  scapes.  I 
cannot  leaue  to  molest  your  noble  eies  with  suruey  of  my  rash  compiled  toyes.  It  may  please  your 
Ladyship  to  wey  my  well  meaning  heart,  at  what  time  occasion  ministers  you  the  perusing  of  my 
booke,  and  this  to  deeme,  that  desire  alone  to  manifest  my  dutie  to  you,  was  the  onely  cause  of  thia 
my  enterprise.  Which  done,  I  bane  at  this  time  no  more  to  trouble  your  Ladiship,  but  ending  my 
Epistle,  to  crane  the  Gods  your  happie  prascruation  of  present  Honor,  and  luckie  increase  of  blessed 
bappes  in  all  your  life. 

Ymir  Lsdiships  daily  Orator 

OJBORGE  TURBSRUILB. 


TO  THE  READER. 


Rbrb  haue  I  (Gentle  Reader)  acoordingr  to  promise  in  my  Translation,  gioen  thee  a  feve  Sonets, 
the  vnripe  seedes  of  my  bairaine  braine,  to  pleasure  and  recreate  thy  wearye  mind  and  titrabled  bed 
withaL  Tmstiog  that  thou  wylte  not  loth  the  bestowing  thy  tyme  at  vacant  hoores  in  perrsiiii!  tke 
same.  Waying  that  for  thy  solace  alone  (the  boonden  dutie  which  I  owed  the  noUe  Coantesse  re- 
eerued)  I  vndertoke  this  slender  toyle,  and  not  for  anye  pleasure  I  did  my  selfe  in  penning  thereof. 
As  I  deeme  thou  canst  not,  so  do  I  hope  thou  wilt  not  mis1ikf>  it  at  all.  But  if  there  be  any  tfaioj 
herein  that  may  offend  thee,  refuse  it,  reade  and  perrse  the  reast  with  pacience.  Let  not  the  mis' 
liking  of  one  member  procure  thee  rashlye  to  condemne  the  whole.  I  sbind  to  thy  iodgemeot,  I 
expect  thy  squitie.  Reade  the  good,  and  reiect  the  euill :  yea  rather  condemne  it  to  perpetull 
silence.  For  so  woulde  I  wyshe  thee  to  deale  wjrth  vnworthye  Bookes:  But  assuredlye  there  it 
nothing  in  thys  whole  slender  Volume  that  was  ment  araisse  of  me  the  Writer,  howsoeoer  the  Letter 
goe  in  thy  iudgement  that  arte  the  Reader. 

Whatsoeuer  I  haue  penned,  I  write  not  to  this  purpose,  that  any  youthlie  head  shonlde  folo*  or 
pursue  such  fraile  affections,  or  taste  of  amorous  bait:  but  by  meere  6ctiori  of  these  Fantasies,  I 
woulde  wame  (if  I  mighte)  all  tender  age  to  flee  that  fonde  and  filthie  affection  of  poysoned  and  un- 
lawful! loue.  Let  this  be  a  Glasie  and  Myrror  for  them  to  gaze  ypon :  the  soner  may  I  (I  trust) 
preuayle  in  my  perswasion,  for  that  my  selfe  am  of  their  yeares  and  disposition.  And  as  I  am  not 
the  first  thut  in  this  sort  hath  written  and  imployde  hys  tyine:  so  shall  I  not  be  the  last,  that  vithont 
desarte  (perhaps)  shall  be  misdeemed  for  attempting  the  same.  But  let  those  curious  Knightei  cast  an 
eye  to  home,  and  looke  well  about  whether  they  themselues  are  blamdesse,  or  as  well  worthle  reprocbe 
as  others.  This  done  and  my  intent  considered,  hoping  of  thy  curtesie,  I  ende,  alvayes  readie  ta 
pleasure  thee  by  my  pains,  wishing  vnto  thee,  that  arte  the  pacient  Reader,  as  to  my  self  the 
Writer  and  thy  yerie  Friend 
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GEORGE    TURBERVILE. 


TO    THE   RAYUNG   ROUTE    OF 
SYCOPHANTS. 

TF  he  that  once  encoantred  with  his  Foes 
''*  In  open  fielde  at  sound  of  blasted  Trumpe, 
Doe  dare  to  yeelde  his  hewed  head  to  bloes, 
And  go  again  to  heare  the  Canons  thumpe: 
Vf'ith  droidlesse  hart  and  viiappallcd  brest 
Not  fearing  till  be  be  by  Foes  opprest: 

If  such  as  earst  in  cutting  of  the  Surge 
By  passing  to  the  straunge  and  forraiue  lande 
Bode  bitter  blast  and  scorneful  Neptunes  scurge, 
Dreade  not  to  take  the  like  attempt  in  hande. 
Bat  rashly  ninne  like  sturdie  ventrous  Wights 
Not  fearing  wind  nor  waue  when  Boreas  fights: 

If  these  (I  say)  doe  nothing  doubt  at  all 
But  valiantly  giue  freshe  assault  anew, 
Not  dreading  daunger  that  is  like  to  fall. 
As  they  long  earst  by  proufe  and  practise  knew : 
Then  why  should  I  of  yore  that  haue  assayde 
The  force  of  Zoylls'  mouth,  be  ought  ditmayde? 

Then  why  should*  I,  like  one  that  fearde  to  fight 
Or  never  crush t  hrs  head  with  Helmet's  heft, 
Kow  shew  my  selfe  a  weak  and  coward  Wight 
As  long  as  life  or  lym  uncut  is  left? 
For  Ouid  earst  did  I  attempt  the  like. 
And  for  my  selfe  now  shall  I  stick  to  strike? 

No,  DO,  f  inarch  gainst  MomuB  once  agmine, 
My  couraee  is  not  qnailde  by  crudl  ib. 
Though  Zoyll  did  his  best  my  Flag  to  gaine, 
Twas  not  bis  bap  to  haue  the  conquest  so: 
And  since  it  was  my  luck  to  scape  his  might, 
I  bert  anaile  the  Beast  with  nouell  fight 


>  Zoiius. 


Thou  Sycophant,  unsheath  thy  shamefull  blade 
Plucke  out  thy  bloudie  fawchon  (Dascard  tliou) 
Wherewith  thou  hast  full  many  a  skirmish  made 
And  scotcht  the  braynes  of  many  a  learned  brow. 
Now  doe  thy  worst,  I  force  not  of  thy  stroke. 
Thou  shalt  not  bring  my  neck  to  servage  yoke. 

Though  thou  atfirme  with  rash  and  railiogjawes 
That  I  inviia  have  Minerva  made 
My  other  Booke,  1  gave  the<{  no  such  cause 
By  any  deede  of  mine  to  drawe  thy  blade: 
But  since  thou  hast  shot  out  that  sbamelesse 

worde, 
I  here  gainst  thee  uncote  my  cruell  sworde. 

I  know  thou  wilt  eche  worde  and  sentence  wrie 
That  in  this  slender  Booke  of  me  is  write. 
And  wilt  the  same  unto  thy  sense  applie 
Hoping  for  loue  thereby  tu.breede  dispite: 
And  looke  what  I  amisse  did  neuer  meane, 
Thou  wilt  mistake  and  eke  misconster  cleane. 

Thou  wilt  the  wylie  braiiie  that  ought  is  bent 
To  fowle  suspect  and  spot  of  fell  distrust, 
Perswade  that  here  something  of  him  was  ment, 
And  Jealous  Coales  into  his  bosome  thrust. 
Thinking  thereby  thy  purpose  to  aspire 
In  setting  of  bis  boyling  breast  a  fire. 

But  as  thou  art  in  all  thy  other  deedes 
Deseruing  no  beleefe  or  trust  at  all: 
Likewise  what  so  from  thy  vile  Jawes  proceedes, 
is  loathsome  lie,  fbwle  fitton,  bitter  Gall. 
Beleue  him  not  but  reade  the  Treatise  through, 
He  sowes  debate  with  helpe  of  hateful  Plough. 

The  modest  mind  that  meanes  but  vertues  trade 
And  shunnes  the  shameful  shop  of  bawdie  sec^ 
This  spitefuir'Beast  will  (if  be  may)  perswade 
That  these  are  Toyes :  for  that  he  should  reject 
And  not  pervse  the  meaning  of  the  same, 
Thus  2U>yll  seekes  bat  blot  of  black  defame. 
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But  thou  that  vewste  this  sUle  with  stayd  brow, 
Marke  erie  worde,  uojoiut  eche  Vene  of  mine. 
Thy  judgement  1  and  censure  will  allow. 
Nor  once  will  seeme  for  rancour  to  repine: 
Thou  ait  the  man  whose  sentence  I  expect, 
I  scornc  the  scoffes  of  Zoylls  shameiiill  sect. 

FINIS. 


INPRAYSE  OF  THE  RENOWMED  LADIE 
ANNE,  LADIE  COWNTESSE  WARIVICKE. 

When  nature  first  in  hande  did  toke. 
The  Clay  to  frame  this  Countesse  corse 
The  earth  a  while  she  did  forsake, 
And  was  compelde  of  verie  force 
With  mowlde  in  hande  to  flee  to  Skies, 
To  ende  the  worke  she  did  denies. 


The  Gods  that  tho»  in  counsell  sate. 
Where  balfe  amazde  (against  their  kinde) 
To  see  so  neere  the  stoole  of  state 
Dame  Nature  stande,  that  was  assignd^ 
Among  hir  worldly  Impes  to  wonne. 
As  she  untill  that  day  had  donne. 

First  Jore  began:  what  (Daughter  deei«) 
Hath  made  thee  scorne  thy  Fathers  will  ? 
Why  doe  I  see  thee  (Nature)  heerc. 
That  oughtst  of  dotie  to  fulfill 
Thy  undertaken  charge  at  home: 
What  makes  thee  thus  abroade  to  romc? 

Disdainfall  Dame,  how  didst  thou  daie 
So  retchlesse  to  depart  the  grownde, 
That  is  alotted  to  thy  share  ^ 
(And  therewithal!  his  Godhead  frownde) 
I  will  ((jtioth  Nature)  out  of  hande 
Declare  the  cause  I  fled  the  lande. 

I  undertooke  of  late  a  pcece 
Of  Clay  a  fpatorde  face  to  frame. 
To  match  the  courtly  Dames  of  Greece 
That  for  their  beautie  beare  the  namer 
But  (Oh  good  Father)  now  I  see 
This  worke  of  mine  it  will  not  bee. 

Vicegerent  since  yon  mee  aisignde 
Below  in  Earth,  and  gaue  me  lawes 
On  mortal  Wightes,  and  willde  that  kinde 
Should  make  and  marre,  as  she  sawe  cause: 
Of  nght  (1  thinke)  I  may  appeale 
And  crare  your  help  in  this  to  deale. 

When  Joue  saw  how  the  case  did  stande 
And  that  the  worke  was  well  begunoe, 
Hee  pniyde  to  have  the  helping  hande 
Of  other  Gods  till  he  had  donne: 
With  willing  mindes  they  all  agreede 
And  set  upon  the  clay  with  speede. 

First  Jove  eche  limme  did  well  dispoae 
And  makes  a  creature  of  the  Clay: 
Next  Ladle  Venus  she  bestowes 
Hir  gallant  giftes  as  best  she  may. 
From  face  to  foote,  from  top  to  toe 
She  let  no  whit  nntoucht  to  goe. 

When  Venus  bad  donne  what  she  conlde 
In  makjns:  of  hir  carkas  braue. 
Then  Pallas  thought  she  might  be  bolde 
AmoQg  the  rsMt  a  share  to  baue^ 

>Thta. 


A  passing  wyt  shee  did  conaaye 
Into  this  passing  peece  of  claye. 

Of  Bacchus  shee  no  member  had 
Saue  fingers  fin**  and  f<F»ate  to  see. 
Her  tiead  with  beare  Apollo  clad 
That  Gods  had  thought  it  jrolde  to  beet 
So  glistring  was  the  tressc  in  sight 
Of  this  new  fonnde  and  featurde  wight. 

Diana  held  hir  peace  a  space 
Untill  those  other  Gods  had  donne: 
At  last  (quoth  she*  )  in  Dian*s  cha$e 
Wjrth  BoM^e  in  hande  this  Nymph  shaU  ronne. 
And  chiefo  of  all  my  Noble  traine 
I  will  this  Virgin  entertaine. 

Then  joyfull  Juno  came  and  sayde 
Since  jrou  to  hir  so  friendly  are» 
I  doe  appoint  this  Noble  Mayde 
To  match  with  Mars  bis  peere  for  warre: 
She  shall  the  Cowntesse  Warwick  bee 
And  yeeld  Diana's  Bowe  to  mee. 

When  to  so  good  effect  it  came 
And  every  member  bad  his  grace, 
There  wanted  nothing  but  a  name: 
By  hap  was  Mercurie  then  in  place. 
That  sayde:  pray  yon  all  agree 
Pandora  grauot  hir  name  to  bee. 

For  since  your  Godheads  forged  bswe 
With  one  assent  this  Noble  Dame 
And  eche  to  hir  a  vertoe  gaue. 
This  terme  agreeth  to  the  same: 
The  Gods  that  heard  Mercurius  tell 
This  tale,  did  lyke  it  passing  weU. 

Report  was  Snmmonde  then  in  hast 
And  willde  to  bring  his  Trumpe  in  haode 
To  blowe  therewith  a  sounding  blast 
That  might  be  heard  through  Brutns  laade: 
Pandora  streigbt  the  Trumpet  blcwe 
That  eche  this  Cowntesse  Warwicke  knewe. 

O  sielie  Nature  borne  to  paine, 
O  wofoll  wretched  kinde  (I  say) 
That  to  forsake  the  soile  were  faine 
To  make  this  Cowntesse  out  of  Claye: 
But  oh  moat  friendly  Gods  that  wouklc 
Vouchsafe  to  set  your  hands  to  mowlde. 


THE  ARGUMENT 

TO    THE    WHOLE    DIlOOt/KtB    AU>  TRIAIUI 
*-  FOLLOWING. 

By  sodaine  sight  of  vnacquainted  shape 
Tymetes  fell  in  loue  with  Pyndaia, 

Whose  beautie  fiirre  exrellde  Sir  Paris  rspe, 
That  Poets  cleape  the  famous  Helena. 

Hit  flame  at  fiifst  he  darat  not  to  displqne^ 
For  feare  be  should  oflPended  Pyndara: 

But  covert  kept  his  torments  manyadayf^ 
As  Paris  did  from  worthie  Hdtna. 

At  length  the  Coaleso  fiarie  seddebeoiaM^ 
Of  him  that  so  did  fancie  Pyndam, 

That  fuming  smoke  did  wrie  the  kiddM  flUB* 
To  hir  that  farre  «xoMMHd«ia. 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGE8  AND  SONETS. 
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Which  when  shee  saw^sbeeseerade  with  friendly 
To  tike  with  bim  that  lyked  Pyndara:  [eye 

And  made  as  though  shec^  would  eftsoone  applye 
To  him,  as  to  h!r  guest  did  Helena. 

Tymetes  (louing  man)  then  hoped  wdli 
And  mooude  bis  sute  to  Ladie  Pyndara: 

He  plyde  his  Penne  and  to  hit  wryting  feU, 
And  Slide  as  did  the  man  to  Helena. 

Within  a  while  ditpayrin^  wretched  Wight 
He  found  his  Looe  (the  Ladie  Pyndara)       [light 

So  straunffe  and  coye,  as  though  she  tookc  do 
To  paine  hir  frieod,  as  <Ud  hhn  Helena. 

Another  time  bir  cheere  was  such  to  see. 
That  poore  Tymetes  hopte  that  Pyndara 

Would  yeelde  him  graee :  But  long  it  would  not 
Shee  kept  aloofe  as  did  Dame  Helena.  [bee, 

Thus  twixt  dispaire  and  hope  the  doubtfuU  man 
Lon{;  space  did  line  that  loued  Pyndara, 

In  wufiill  plight:  At  last  the  Nymph  began 
To  quite  bis  loue  as  did  fisire  Helena. 

Then  ioyed  hee,  and  cheei^nll  dktiet  made 
In  prayse  of  his  atrbiued  Pyndara: 

But  sooue  (God  wote)  his  pleasure  went  to 
Another  tooke  to  wife  this  Helena.  [glade. 

Thus  euer  as  Tymetes  had  the  cause 
Of  ioy  or  smart,  of  comfort  or  refuse : 

He  glad  or  griefutl  woxe,  and  euer  drawes 
His  present  state  with  Penne  as  here  ensues. 


TO  A  LATE  ACStVAI^fTED  FRIEND. 

If  Vulcan  durst  presnine 

that  was  a  EnoofTe  to  see. 
And  strake  with  Hammer  on  4iie  Stitha 

a  cunning  Smith  to  bee. 

Whose  chiefe  and  whole  delight 

was  aye  to  frye  at  Forf  e. 
And  listen  to  that  melodie 

Smithes  sorrowet  to  diagoiige: 

If  Vulcan  durst  (I  saye) 

Dame  Venus  to  assaile 
That  was  the  worthyste  Wight  of  all, 

if  witnesse  may  preuaile: 

Then  may  you  muse  the  leiie 

though  fonsie  force  mee  wright 
To  you  a  second  Venus  (frieode) 

and. Helen  in  my  sight.  "* 

For  what  he  sawe  in  hir 

a  Goddesse  by  hir  kinde, 
That  I  in  you  (my  choacD  ftieod) 

and  somewhat  eUe  doe  finda. 

And  as  that  sillie  Smyth 

by  Cupid  was  procnida 
To  fowne  on  hir,  to  whome  in  6aa 

hee  firmely  was  asmrde: 

So  by  none  other  mesasei 

my  senses  are  in  thrall. 
Bat  by  procnrament  of  the  <M 

that  •oaqn^rt  GodaaniaU. 


Tis  hee  that  makes  mee  bolde, 

t'is  hee  that  willes  me  sue 
To  thee  (my  late  acquainted  friende) 

loues  torments  to  escboe. 

Not  too  this  day  was  scene 

that  any  durst  rebell 
Or  kicke  at  Cupid  Prince  of  Lone, 

as  antique  Poets  tell : 

Bnt  rather  would  with  free 

and  vncoacted  mtnde 
Applie  to  please  in  any  case 

what  so  the  God  assignde. 

What  neede  I  here  displaye 
the  spoyles  by  Cupid  wonne } 

Not  1,  but  you  (my  friende)  woulde  &inl 
ere  haUe  the  tale  were  donne. 

His  Banner  doth  declare 
what  hearts  haue  bene  subdude: 

Where  they  are  all  in  Sabells  set 
with  blood  and  gore  imbrude. 

Not  mightie  Mars  alone, 

nor  Hercules  the  stoute: 
But  other  Gods  of  greater  state, 

there  standing  in  a  route. 

There  may  you  plainely  see 

how  June  was  once  a  Swanne^ 
To  lure  laire  Leda  to  his  lust 

when  raging  Loue  beganne. 

* 
iiome  other  when  a  Bull, 

some  other  time  a  showra 
Of  golden  drops:  as  when  he  ooyda 

the  closed  Nuone  in  towre. 

Apollos  Loue  appeares 

and  euer  will  be  knowne, 
As  long  as  Lawrell  leaues  shall  last, 

and  Daphnes  brute  be  blovne. 

May  brainsick  Bacchus  brag 

or  boast  himselfe  as  free  ? 
Not  I,  but  Aryadnas  crowna 

shewes  him  in  loue  to  bee. 


Since  these  and  other  mo 
that  Gods  were  made  by  kinda 

Might  not  auoide  that  guilefoll  God 
that  winged  is  and  biinde: 

Should  I  haue  hope  to  scape 
by  force,  or  else  by  6ight| 

That  in  respect  of  those  his  thialla 
am  of  so  slender  might  ? 

As  they  did  yeelde  to  Looe 

for  feare  of  Cupids  yt^i 
Enen  so  am  I  become  his  thrall 

by  force  of  flaming  fyre. 

What  time  1  first  displayde 
mine  eyes  ypon  thy  Ikoe, 

(That  doth  allure  eche  lookcfi  heart) 
I  did  the  P.  imbrace. 

And  since  that  time  I  fisele 
within  my  breast  such  ioyv, 

As  Paris  neuer  felt  the  lyke 
when  Helen  was  at  Troye. 
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How  coutde  so  iMirraioe  soyle 

bring  forth  so  good  a  Graffe, 
To  whom  the  reast  that  seeme  good  Corne 

are  in  respect  but  Cbaffe? 

(O  God)  that  Cupid  woulde 

vpon  thy  breast  bestowe 
His  srolden  shaft,  that  thou  the  force 

of  liking  hnie  mightst  knowe. 

• 

Then  should  I  stande  in  hope 

and  well  assured  bee. 
That  thou  ivouldst  be  as  friendly  (P.) 

as  I  am  now  to  thee. 

Whome  (tyll  thy  friendship  fayle, 
and  plighted  Hest  doe  siranie) 

I  vaunt  and  rowe  by  mightie  loue, 
with  heart  and  hande  to  sarue. 

My  senses  all  take  heede, 

and  yee  my  wittes  beware 
That  you  attentiue  be  on  hir 

and  for  none  other  care. 

YoQ  eyes  that  woonted  were 

light  louing  lookei  to  cast, 
I  giue  commauiidment  on  hir  hue 

that  yee  be  ankred  fast. 

Mine  eares  admit  no  sounde 

ne  womaDS  woords  at  all: 
Be  shutte  against  such  Syrens  Songes 

repleate  with  lurcking  gall. 

Tongue  see  that  thou  be  tydc, 

and  vse  no  wanton  stile : 
By  lawe  of  Ix>ue  I  thee  coniure 

such  fonde  toyes  to  exile. 

Legges  looke  that  yee  be  lame 
when  you  should  reache  a  place 

To  take  the  vewe  of  Venus  Nymphes 
P.  beautie  to  defiice. 

For  such  a  one  is  shee 

wliome  I  would  will  you  seme, 

As  to  be  plaste  for  P&lias  peere 
for  wisedome  may  deserue. 

So  constant  are  hir  lookes 

and  eake  so  chaste  a  foce: 
As  if  that  Lucrece  liuing  were, 

shee  Lucrece  would  disgrace. 

So  modest  is  hir  mirth 

in  euery  time  and  tyd?, 
As  they  that  prick  most  nearvte  of  all 

their  shiuerde  shafts  are  wyde. 

Pause  Pen  awhile  therefore, 

and  vse  thy  woonted  meane: 
For  Boccas  braine,  and  Chaucers  Suill 

in  this  were  foyled  cleane. 

Of  both  might  neither  boast 

if  they  did  Itue  againe: 
For  P.  would  pat  them  to  their  shifta 

to  Pen  hir  vertues  plaine. 

Yrt  one  thing  will  I  vaant 

and  after  make  an  ende. 
That  Momus  can  not  for  his  lyfe 

d«uise  one  iote  to  mende. 


Thus  to  conclude  at  length, 
see  thou  (my  friend)  perrse 

This  slender  verse,  till  leysure  seme 
abrode  to  bring  my  Muse. 

For  then  you  shall  pereeiue 
by  that  which  you  shall  see, 

That  you  haue  made  your  cboyce  as  vdl 
aa  i  by  cbooing  P. 


THE  LOUER 


EXTOLLBTH    THK 


SINGULAR 
lADYB. 


BBAmm   OF  Bli 


Lbt  Myron  muse  at  Natures  passing  might, 
And  quite  resigne  his  pieuish  Painters  right; 
For  sure  bee  can  not  frame  hir  featurde  shape 
That  for  hir  face  excells  the  Greekishe  rape. 

l«t  Zeuxis  Grapes  not  make  himproade  atii, 
Though  Fowles  for  them  did  skyr  against  a  wal: 
For  if  bee  should  assay  my  Loue  to  paint, 
His  Art  would  fayle,  bis  cunning  fist  would  faint 

Let  Praxitell  presume  with  Pencill  rade 
Base  things  to  blaze  the  people  to  delude: 
Hir  featurde  limmes  to  drawe  let  him  not  dare 
That  with  the  fayre  Diana  may  compare. 

.  Though  Venus  forme  Apelles  made  so  well, 
As  Greece  did  iudge  the  Painter  to  excell: 
Yet  let  not  that  enbdde  the  Greeke  to  gnue 
Hir  shape,  that  beauties  prayse  desenies  to  bane. 

For  Nature  when  shee  made  hir,  did  enteode 
To  paint  a  peece  that  no  man  might  amende: 
A  paterne  for  the  reast  that  after  sboulde 
Be  made  by  hande,  or  cast  in  canning  moulde. 


THE  LOUER 


DBCLARETH    HOW    RRtT    RE    WAS  TAIEH  AID 
BMAMOORBD  BY  THE  SIGHT  OF  HIS  LADIE* 

I  THAT  had  neuer  earst 

the  craft  of  Cupid  tridc, 
Ne  yet  the  wylie  wanton  wayes 

of  Ladie  Venus  spide, 

But  spent  my  time  in  sporte 

as  youth  is  woont  by  kinde. 
Not  forcing  Fancies  pinching  powre 

that  other  WighU  did  blinder 

By  fortune  founde  a  Face 

that  likte  my  heart  so  well, 
As  by  the  sodaine  vewe  thereof 

to  fimcies  frame  I  fell. 

No  sooner  had  mine  eyv 

vpon  hir  beautie  stayde. 
But  Wit  and  Will  without  rasped 

were  altogither  wayde. 

Unwarely  so  was  none 

in  such  a  snare  before: 
The  more  I  gazde  vpon  hir  foce, 

I  lyke  my  Loue  the  more. 

Forthwith  I  thought  my  heart 

oute  of  his  roome  was  rapte: 
And  witts  (that  woonted  were  to  waytft 

on  Reason}  were  intrapte. 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


Downe  by  mine  eyes  the  stroke 

deeoeiided  to  the  herte : 
Which  Cupid  Deuer  crasde  before 

by  force  of  Qolden  darte. 

My  bloud  that  thought  it  bounde 

his  Maisters  part  to  take. 
No  longer  durst  abide  abrode» 

but  outwarde  limmes  forsake. 

Wbea  it  had  bene  in  breast 
and  frostye  colde  dismayde: 

It  hasted  from  the  heart  againa 
exteniall  parts  to  ayde. 

And  brought  with  it  such  heate 

an  did  inflame  the  face, 
Distayning  it  with  Scarlet  redde 

by  rashnesse  of  the  race. 

And  since  that  time  I  feele 

such  pangues  and  inwarde  6tt9, 

As  now  with  hope,  and  then  with  feare 
encombred  are  my  witts. 

Thus  musit  I  Myser  liue 

till  shee  by  friendly  ruth 
Doe  pitie  mee  hir  looaing  thrall 

whose  deedes  shall  trie  his  truth. 

Thrive  luckie  was  the  daye, 
tbrise  happie  eake  the  place. 

And  yee  (mine  eyes)  thrise  blessed  were 
that  lighted  on  hir  &ce. 

If  I  in  fine  may  force 

hirpittie  by  my  plaint: 
I  shall  in  cunninfpste  yerse  I  may 

hir  worthie  prayse  depaint. 

Thereis  one  thing  makes  mee  ioy 
and  bids  me  thinke  the  best: 

That  cruell  rigor  can  not  lodge 
where  Beautie  is  possest. 

And  sure  vnlesse  she  salue 
and  h'^ale  this  cankred  wounde 

By  yeeldiug  grace,  it  must  \ii  time 
of  force  my  corps  coufounde. 

For  long  it  may  not  last 

that  in  such  anguish  lyes: 
Extreames  in  no  case  can  endure 

as  Sages  did  denise. 

No  Tyger  gane  hir  Teatc, 

she  is  no  Lyons  whelpe: 
Ne  was  she  bred  of  cruell  rockes^ 

nor  will  renounce  to  helpe 

Snch  as  she  paynes  with  lone, 

and  doth  procure  to  no: 
She  is  not  of  the  Currish  kynde, 

hir  nature  is  not  so. 


MAISTTER  OEOUGE  HIS  SONET  OF  THE 
PAINE8  OF  LOUE. 

Two  lines  shall  teYI  the  griefe, 

that  I  by  loue  sustaine: 
I  bume,  I  flame,  1  faint,  I  freeze, 

ofHeUlfeeUthepaine. 
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SAME. 

Two  lines  shall  teach  you  how 

to  purchase  loue  anewe: 
Let  reason  rule  where  Loue  did  raigne 

and  ydle  thoughts  eschewe. 


AN  EPITAPH  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DAMB 
ELYZA BETH  ARHUNDLE. 

Here  eraued  is  a  good  and  godly  wight. 
That  yeelded  hath  hir  cynder^  to  the  soyle. 
Who  ran  hir  race  in  vertues  tylt  aright 
And  neuer  had  at  Fortunes  hande  the  fovie: 
The  guide  was  God  whoroe  shee  did  aye  en«ue, 
And  Vertue  was  the  marke  whereat  she  thrue. 

Dencending  of  a  hon^  of  worthie  fisme 
Shee  linckt  at  length  with  on  '  of  egall  state. 
Who  though  did  chaungc  hir  first  and  former 

name, 
Did  not  enforce  hir  virtues  to  rebate: 
For  Dannat  shee  [)ame  Arundel  was  hight. 
Whose  Feere  was  knowne  to  be  a  worthy  Knight. 

Hir  beautie  I  not  blaze  ne  brute  at  all, 
(Thoush  with  the  best  she  mi^ht  therin  compare) 
For  that  it  was  to  age  and  fortune  thrall: 
Hir  thewes  I  touch  which  were  so  passing  rare. 
As  beinir  eartht  and  reft  hir  v^tnl  breath, 
Hir  chiefest  part  doth  liye  and  conquer  death. 

Let  Spite  not  spare  to  speake  of  hir  the  wurst. 
Let  Envie  feede  upon  hir  godly  life, 
Tjet  Rancour  rage,  let  Hatreds  bellie  burst, 
Ijet  Zoill  now  unsheath  his  ruttinir  knife: 
For  death  hath  closde  hir  corse  in  marble  graue, 
Hir  soule  it  fled  in  Skies  his  seate  to  haue 

Let  Leyster  laugh  that  snch  a  Mirronr  bred: 
Let  Matrons  moame  for  loste  of  their  renowne^ 
Let  Cornwall  crie  since  Dannat  now  is  ded, 
Let  Vertue  eke  doe  on  hir  mourning  gowne : 
For  she  is  reft  that  was  at  Vertue  beck 
Whome  Fortune  had  no  power  to  gioe  the  check. 


TO  PIERO  OF  PRIDE. 

Friim D  Fiero,  Pride  infects  a  friendly  minde, 
The  haughtie  are  pursued  with  deadly  hate: 
Wherefore  eschue  the  pronde  and  Peacocks  kinde 
That  greedie  are  to  sit  on  stoole  of  state: 
The  lowly  hart  doth  winne  the  loue  of  all. 
But  Pride  at  last  is  sure  of  shamefuU  fall. 


PIERO  TO  TURRBRUILB. 

Good  is  the  connsell  (Turbeniile)  yon  gina 
It  is  a  Tcrtue  rare  well  to  aduise. 
But  if  your  selfe  in  Peacocks  sort  doe  liue 
M<>n  may  deeme  you  are  not  perfite  wise: 
Whose  chiefest  point  in  act  consisteth  ays^ 
Well  doing  fimre  excelleth  well  to  taye. 


58S 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


VEBSE  IN  PRAYSE  OF  LOJRDE  HENRIE 
HOWARDE  ERIE  OF  SURREY, 

What  should  I  speake  id  praise  of  Surreys  skil 
Unlesse  I  had  a  thousand  tongues  at  will? 
No  one  is  able  to  depaint  at  full, 
The  flowing  fountaine  of  his  sacred  bkull. 
Whose  Penne  approoude  what  wit  he  bad  in  mue 
Where  such  a  skill  in  making  Sonets  grue. 
Eche  worde  in  place  with  such  a  fsleight  is  coucht, 
£che  thing  whereof  he  treates  so  flrmely  toacht. 
As  Pallas  seemde  within  his  noble  breast 
To  haue  soioumde,  and  bene  a  dayly  guest. 
Our  mother  tongue  by  him  hath  got  such  light. 
As  ruder  speach  thereby  is  bauisht  quight: 
Reproue  him  not  for  fancies  that  he  wrought. 
For  Fame  thereby  and  nothing  else  he  sought. 
What  though  his  verse  with  pleasant  toies  are  fright  ? 
Yet  was  his  honours  life  a  Lampe  of  light. 
A  myrrour  he  the  simple  sort  to  traine, 
That  euer  boate  his  brayne  fur  Britaus  gaine. 
By  him  the  Nobles  had  their  vertues  blazde. 
When  spiteful  death  their  honors  Hues  had  nizde. 
Eche  that  in  life  had  well  deserued  aught. 
By  Surreys  meanes  an  endles  Fame  hath  caught 
To  quite  his  boone  and  aye  well  meaning  minde, 
Whereby  he  did  his  Sequell  seeme  to  binde: 
Though  want  of  skill  to  silence  me  procures, 
I  write  of  him  who«e  fiime  for  aye  endures, 
A  worthie  Wi^ht,  a  Noble  for  his  race, 
A  learned  Loid  that  had  an  Earles  place. 


OP  JALOUSIE. 

A  9TRAUN6E  disease,  a  griefe  exceeding  great, 
A  man  to  haue  his  heart  in  flame  inrolde. 
In  sort  that  he  can  neuer  choose  but  sweat. 
And  feele  his  feete  benumde  with  frostie  colde. 
No  doubt  if  he  continue  in  this  heate. 
He  will  become  a  Cooke  hereafter  olde. 
Of  such  diseases  such  is  the  effect, 
Apd  this  in  him  we  may  full  well  suspect 


TO  HIS  LADIE, 

THAT  BY  RAP  WHEN  HB  KISSED  HIR  ABB 
MADE  HIB  LIPPE  BLBEDB,  CONTROLOB  HIM 
AMD  TOOKB  0I80AINB. 

Discharge  thy  dole. 

Thou  subtile  soule. 
It  standes  in  little  steede 

To  cursse  the  kisse 

That  causer  is 
Thy  chinie  lippe  doth  bleeds. 

Thy  bloud  ascends 

To  make  amends 
For  domage  thou  hast  donne : 

For  by  the  same 

I  felt  a  flame 
More  scorching  than  the  Sanne. 

Thou  reftst  my  harte 

By  secret  Arte, 
My  sprites  were  quite  subdade: 

My  Senses  fled 

And  I  was  ded, 
Thy  Upp«s  *«n  Karce  imbnide. 


The  kisse  was  tbint, 

The  hurt  was  mine. 

My  hart  felt  all  the  paint: 
Twas  it  that  bled 
And  lookte  so  red, 

I  tell  thee  once  agaioe* 

But  if  you  long 

To  wreake  your  wroag 
Upon  your  friendly  fb: 

Come  kisse  againe 

And  put  to  paioe 
The  man  that  hurt  yoa  so. 


MAYSTER  GOOGE  HIS  SONET. 

Accuse  not  God  if  fiinsie  fbndc 

doe  moue  thy  fiiolishe  braine 
To  wayle  for  loue,  for  thou  thy  selfe  . 

art  cause  of  all  the  paine. 


TURBBRVILB'S  AUH8WBBB. 

Not  God  (friend  Googe)  the  louer  blimes 

as  worker  of  his  woes : 
But  Cupid  that  his  fierie  flames 

so  frantickly  bestowes. 


A  COMPARISON 

OF  THB  L00BR8  ESTATE  WITH  THE  SOOUMOCIU 

PAINBFUL  LYPE. 

If  Souldiers  may  for  seruice  done, 

and  labours  long  sustainde. 
For  wearie  watch,  and  perils  past, 

and  annes  with  armour  painde: 

For  push  of  pike,  for  holbers  stroke, 

for  standing  in  the  fhint. 
If  they  expect  rewarde  (I  gay) 

for  byding  battayles  brunt: 

Then  what  shaU  Cupids  Captaines  cnin^i, 

what  recompense  desire. 
That  waide  the  day,  and  wake  the  night 

consumde  with  fretting  fiie? 

No  roome  of  rest,  no  time  of  trace, 

no  pleading  for  a  peace: 
When  Cupid  soundes  his  warlike  Tramps 

the  fight  will  neuer  cease. 

First  yon  shall  see  the  sblTrering  shafts 

and  view  the  thirled  darts 
Which  from  their  eies  they  cast  by  CQurie 

to  pierce  their  eomies  harts. 

But  if  the  Foe  doe  stande  aloofe 

(as  is  the  Louers  guise) 
Then  Canons  with  their  crndl  ctscks 

as  thicke  as  thimder  flies. 

Sweete  wordes  in  place  of  powder  ttoodc 

by  force  which  thinke  to  wiij. 
That  louing  lookes  of  late  bad  lost 

when  fight  did  first  begin. 
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Bat  on  the  breant  to  beare  the  bffiot 
and  keepe  them  from  the  hart, 

A  sure  and  prioie  cote  is  worne 
repelling  pellets  smart. 

They  stop  their  eares  against  the  sound, 

which  is  the  sorest  shielde 
Against  the  dreadful  shot  of  wordes 

that  thousandes  had  beguilde. 

But  when  Copidians  flatly  tee 
nor  gunne,  nor  bowe  prevailed 

Then  they  begin  their  friendly  foes 
with  other  fight  V  assaile. 


Then  set  the  daskardes  dread 

and  to  the  walles  they  run, 
Ab  though  they  would  subdue  the  Forte 

or  ere  the  fight  begun. 

Forthwith  the  scaling  Ladders  come, 

and  to  the  walles  are  set. 
Then  sighs  and  sobbes  begin  to  clime, 

but  they  are  quickly  met. 

Thus  Cupid  and  his  Souldiers  all 

the  sharpe  repulse  sustalne: 
Whome  Beauty  batters  from  the  walles 

whose  Captaine  is  Oisdaine. 

When  all  are  gone  and  yeelde  it  lost, 
comes  Hope  and  whot  Desire, 

To  see  where  they  can  haue  the  hap 
to  set  the  Port  a  fire. 

But  naught  preuailes  their  lingring  fight 

they  can  not  Beautie  win: 
Yet  doe  they  skirmish  stilt  behinde 

in  hope  to  enter  in. 
At  length  when  Beantie  doth  perceyve 

those  soldiers  are  so  true. 
That  they  will  neoer  from  the  walles 

till  they  the  holde  subdue : 

She  calles  for  Pittie  for  the  keyes 

and  bids  bir  let  them  in : 
In  hope  they  will  be  trne  to  hir 
«   as  they  to  Loue  had  bin. 

The  gates  no  sooner  are  unlockt, 

but  souldiers  all  retire: 
And  enter  into  Beauties  Forte 

with  Hope  and  bote  Desire. 

Mow  judge  by  this  that  I  haue  saida 

of  these  two  fightes  aright. 
Which  is  the  greatest  toyle  of  both 

when  warlike  Tents  are  pight. 

For  Mars  his  men  sometime  haue  ease, 
and  from  their  battaife  blin: 

Bot  Cupids  souMiers  euer  seme 
till  they  Dame  Beautie  win. 


THE  LOUER 

AOATNST  CUB  THAT  OOMPAHBD  HXl   VISTRK8SB 
WITH  BH  LADIB. 

A  MADHESSB  to  Compare 

the  Pipler  with  the  Pine, 
Wheraof  the  Manner  makes  his  Mart 

and  hanget  it  all  with  line. 


A  follie  to  preferre 

a  Lampe  before  the  Skmne, 
Or  bragJthat  Balam's  lumpish  asse 

with  Bucephall  shall  runne. 

Then  cease  for  shame  to  vaunt, 

and  crowe  in  crakiug  wise 
Of  hir  that  least  deserues  to  haoe 

hir  beauties  fame  arise. 

Thou  foolish  Dame  beware 

of  haughtie  Peacocks  pride: 
The  firuite  thereof  in  former  age 

bath  sundrie  times  been  tride. 

Amchne  can  expresse 

how  angrie  Pallas  was, 
When  shee  in  needle  worke  would  seeme 

the  Heauenly  Wight  to  passe. 

The  Spider  showes  the  spite 
•that  she  (good  wench)  abid. 

In  token  of  hir  pride  shee  banges 
at  roofe  by  rutten  thrtd. 

No  foode  she  hath  allowde 
lesse  Fortune  sonde  the  Plie: 

The  Cobweb  is  hir  costly  Couch 
appointed  hir  to  lie. 

With  veoim  ranck  and  Yile 

hir  wombe  is  like  to  burst, 
A  token  of  hir  inward  hate 

and  hawtie  minde  at  furst. 

And  thou  that  surely  thlokst 

thy  Ladie  to  excell, 
Example  take  of  others  harme 

for  judgement  that  befell: 

When  Pan  the  Pastors  prime, 

and  Rex  of  rustick  route. 
To  passe  Apollo  in  bis  play 

and  Musick  went  aboute : 


Mount  Tmolus  was  the  Judge 

that  there  the  roome  possest. 
To  giue  his  ▼erdite  for  them  both 

which  uttered  Musick  best. 

First  came  the  Rustick  forth 

with  Pipe  and  polled  bag. 
That  made  his  eies  to  runne  like  stream«% 

and  both  his  lips  to  wag. 

The  noyse  was  somewhat  rude 

and  ragged  to  the  eare: 
The  simplest  man  aliue  would  gesse 

that  pievish  Pan  was  there. 

Then  Phcebus  framde  his  frets, 

and  wrested  all  his, pi  ones, 
And  on  his  curious  strings  to  strike 

the  skilfull  God  beginnes. 

So  passing  was  his  play 

as  made  the  trees  to  daonre, 
And  stubborn  Rocks  in  deepest  valea 

for  gladsome  ioy  to  praunce. 

Amphyon  blusht  as  red 

as  any  glowing  flame: 
And  Orpheus  durst  not  shew  his  fiioe, 

but  hide  his  head  for  sham^ 


692 


TURBERVILFS  POEMS, 


To  wdtre  vp  and  8or|;e  in  wrathfull  wise, 
(As  did  the  flood  where  Helie  drenched  wms,) 
Woald  but  procure  defame  of  thee  to  rise : 
Wherefore  let  all  such  rutblesse  rigor  passe. 
So  wish  1  that  thou  mayst  with  bending  side 
Haue  powre  for  aye  in  woouted  Goolfe  to  glide. 


TO  HIS  RING 


•ItnW  TO  HIS   LADIE,  WHEREIN   WAS    GR4UBM 

THIS  VERSE. 

MY  HEART  IS  YOtJRS. 

Though  thou  (my  Ring)  be  small, 

and  slender  be  thy  price : 
Yet  bast  thou  in  thy  compasse  coucht 

a  Loners  true  deuice. 

And  though  uo  Rubie  redde, 

ne  Turkesse  trimme  tiiy  toppe. 
Nor  other  loell  that  commends 

the  golden  Vulcans  shoppe : 

Yet  mayst  thou  boldely  vaunt 

and  make  a  true  report 
For  mee  that  am  thy  Mayster  yet 

in  such  a  semblaut  sort. 

That  aye  (my  heart  is  hirs) 

of  thee  I  aske  no  more : 
My  Pen  and  1  will  shew  the  reast, 

which  yet  I  keepe  in  store. 

Be  mindefult  of  thy  charge, 

and  of  thy  Maysters  case : 
Forget  not  that  (my  heart  is  hirs) 

though  1  be  out  in  place. 

When  thou  hast  tolde  thy  tale 

which  is  but  short  and  sweete : 
Then  let  my  Loue  coniect  the  reast 

till  she  and  I  doe  meete. 

For  as  (my  heart  is  hirs) 

so  shall  it  be  for  aye: 
My  heart,  my  hand,  my  life,  my  limmes 

are  hirs  till  dying  day. 

Yea  when  the  spirite  giues  rp 
and  bodie  breathes  his  la^. 
Say  naythelesse  (my  heart  is  hirs] 
when  life  and  all  is  past. 
Sit  fast  to  htr  finger. 
But  doe  thou  not  wring  her. 


THE  DISPAIRING  LOUER 

•RAUES  EITHER  MERCIE  IN  TIME  AT  HIS  LADTB8 
HANIM,  OR  CRUELL  DEATH. 

Like  as  the  fearefull  Foule 

within  the  Fawcoos  foote 
Doth  yeelde  him  selfe  to  die, 

and  sees  none  other  boote ; 

Euen  so  dread  T  (my  Deare) 

least  ruth  in  thee  will  want. 
To  mee  that  am  thy  thrall, 

who  fearing  death  doe  pant. 


So  tet  I  am  in  Gyoe 

within  your  Beaotiet  Gayle^ 
As  thence  to  make  a  breach 

DO  engin  may  preuayle^ 

The  heart  within  my  breast 
with  trembting  feare  dotk  quake ; 

And  saue  your  lone  (my  Deaote) 
nought  can  my  torment  slaka. 

To  slea  a  yeeldin;  pny 
I  iudge  it  not  your  kinde: 

Your  Beautie  bids  mee  hope 
more  ruth  in  you  to  fiude. 

Where  Nature  bath  yformde 
such  featurde  shape  to  showe. 

There  hath  she  closde  in  breast 
a  heart  for  grace  to  growe. 

Wherefore  my  lingring  painet 
redresse  with  ruthfoll  hart : 

And  doe  in  time  become 
Phisition  to  my  smart. 

Oh  sbowe  thy  selfe  a  frinde 
and  Natures  Impe  to  bee. 

As  thou  a  Woman  art  by  kinde 
to  Womans  kinde  agree. 

But  if  you  can  not  finde 
in  heart  my  lyie  to  saue. 

But  that  you  long  to  see 
your  thrall  lye  dead  in  grauc  : 

Send  mee  the  fatall  bole, 
and  cruell  cutting  Knife: 

And  thou  shalt  see  me  rid 
my  wretched  limmes  of  lyfe. 

No  lesse  to  like  thy  minde 
than  to  abridge  my  smart: 

Which  were  an  yll  rewarde 
for  such  a  good  desart. 

Of  both  I  count  it  least 

by  cursed  fate  to  fall. 
Than  ruthlesse  here  to  liuto 

and  aye  to  be  a  thrall. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND 


TO  BE  CONSTANT  AfTBR  CHOtCSI 

What  made  Vlysses  Wife 

to  be  renoumed  so  ? 
What  forced  Fame  hfr  endlesse  brute 

in  blasting  trumpe  to  blow  ? 

What  Cleopatra  caasde 

to  haue  immortall  prayse  ? 
What  did  procure  Locrecias  iaode 

to  lasten  to  our  dayes  } 

Cause  they  their  plighted  bestei 

▼nbroken  aye  resarude: 
And  planted  Constance  in  their  hearta 

from  whome  they  neucr  swarude. 

What  makes  the  Marble  stone 

and  Diamoode  so  deare } 
Saue  that  they  longest  last  of  all^ 

andalwayes  one  appears  ? 
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What  maka  the  waxen  forme 

to  be  of  slender  price  ? 
Bat  cause  wiib  force  of  fire  it  melts 

and  wasteth  with  a  trice. 

Then  if  thon  long  for  prayse 

or  blasted  Fame  to  finde, 
(My  friend)  thou  must  not  channge  thy  choyce 

or  tnme  lyke  Cock  with  winde* 

Be  constant  in  thy  worde 

and  stable  in  thy  daede: 
This  is  the  rediest  way  to  winne 

and  purchase  prayse  with  speedeu 


THAT 


LOUKR8    MUST    NOT    DlSPAlRB   THOUGH 
TH£IK  LADIES  SBSM E  STRAUNGBt 


Though  Neptune  in  his  rage 

the  swelling  Seas  doe  tosse. 
And  crack  the  Cables  in  despite 

To  further  Sbipmens  losse : 

Though  Anckre  holde  doe  &y]e, 

and  Mysson  go  to  wrack, 
Though  Sayles  with  blustriug  blast  be  rent, 

and  Keale  begin  to  crack : 

Vet  those  that  are  a  boorde 
and  guide  the  Ship  with  steare, 

Although  they  see  such-daungers  prest 
and  perils  to  appeared 

Yet  hope  to  light  at  last 

▼pon  some  harbour  holde. 
And  finde  a  Porte  where  they  to  cast 

their  Anckers  may  be  bolde. 

^ough  Theeues  be  kept  in  Gayle 

fkst  tx>und  in  surest  Oyues, 
They  lay  not  all  good  hope  aside 

for  sauing  of  their  lyues. 

They  trust  at  length  to  see 

such  mercie  in  the  ludge, 
As  they  in  open  psesence  quit 

may  from  the  Prison  trudge. 

And  those  for  gieedie  gaine 

and  hope  of  hidden  golde 
In  deepest  Mynes  and  Dongeon  darke 

that  bide  the  bitter  colde: 

In  fine  doe  looke  to  light 

vpon  some  OoMen  vaine, 
Which  may  be  thought  a  recompence 

for  all  their  passed  paine. 

The  Ploughman  eke  that  toyles 
and  turnes  the  ground  for  graioe, 

And  sowes  his  se^  (perhaps  to  losse) 
yet  standes  in  hope  of  gaine. 

He  will  not  once  dispaire, 

but  hope  till  Haruestfall: 
And  then  will  looke  assuredly 

to  stufSSs  his  Barnes  withali. 

Since  theae  in  perils  poynt 

will  neuer  once  dispaire. 
Then  why  should  Louers  stand  in  dread 

of  stormes  in  weather  fisire? 
VOL.  II. 


Why  should  they  haue  mistrust 

some  better  hap  to  finde, 
Or  thinck  that  women  will  not  chaunge 

as  is  their  woonted  kinde? 

Though  straunge  they  seeme  a  while 

and  cruell  for  a  space: 
Yet  see  thou  hope  at  length  by  hap 

to  finde  some  better  grace. 

For  Tygcrs  wUl  be  tame, 

and  Lyons  shat  were  woode, 
In  time  their  Keepers  learne  to  knowe 

and  come  to  them  for  foode. 

What  though  they  scorne  as  now 

to  listen  to  thy  sute  ? 
Yet  thou  in  time  when  fortune  semes 

shalt  reape  some  better  frute. 

And  though  thy  sighes  tliey  scorne 

and  mock  thy  Welling  teares: 
Yet  hope  (I  say)  for  sifter  stormes 

the  shining  Sunne  appearcs. 

And  neuer  cease  to  sue, 

nor  from  lamenting  stint: 
For  often  drops  of  falling  ratbe 

in  time  doe  pierce  the  Flint. 

Was  neuer  stone  so  strong 

nor  womans  heart  so  hai€e. 
But  th'  one  with  toole,  and  th*  other  with  teares 

in  processe  might  be  scarde. 


C0UR8EIX  RBTURHED  BY  PYNDARB  TO  TTMBTBf» 

OF  CONSTABCIE. 

What  made  the  Troyan  Duke 

that  wandring  Prince  to  haue 
Such  yll  report,  and  foule  defame 

as  him  Carthago  gaue } 

What  ^ythlesse  lason  font 

a  Tray  tors  name  to  gaine  ? 
When  he  to  Colchos  came,  and  did 

the  golden  Fleese  attaine  ?  , 

What  Theseus  causde  to  bee 

reported  of  so  yll. 
As  yet  record  thereof  remayncs 

(1  think)  and  euer  wyU? 

Cause  they  their  fitythfuU  Friendes 

that  savde  their  doubtfull  lyues 
Porsooke  at  last,  and  did  disdaine 

to  take  them  to  their  wyues. 

They  broke  their  TOwed  hettes, 

by  ship  away  they  went: 
And  so  betrayde  those  siely  soules 

that  craft  nor  falsehood  ment. 

Wherefore  if  you  (my  Friend) 

the  like  report  will  flee 
Stand  euer  to  the  promise  made,  ' 

and  plighted  troth  to  mee. 

Those  Dames  of  whome  you  spaka 

were  constant  (as  you  say) 
But  sure  these  Lovers  I  alleage 

unfaithfull  partes  did  play. 

4  a 
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More  cause  bmae  I  to  doabt 
of  you,  Tymetet,  then. 

For  (as  you  see)  we  Women  are 
more  trustie  than  you  men. 
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A     LBITER   SENT     SY    TTMSTEg  TO   BH  LADIB 
PYNDAAA  AT  THE  TIME  OF  BH  DEPARTURE. 

Of  Pennes  1  bad  good  store, 

ne  Paper  did  I  want 
When  I  began  to  write  to  thee: 

but  lock  was  somewhat  scant. 

Yet  Loue  deuisde  a  fetch, 

a  fnendly  sleight  at  neede: 
For  I  with  pointed  Pensill  made 

my  middle  finger  bleede. 

From  whence  the  bloud  as  from 

a  clouen  Cooduite  flue, 
And  these  fewe  rude  and  skillesse  lines 

with  quaking  quill  1  drue.    ~ 

Now  Friend  I  must  depart 

and  leaue  this  lyked  lande: 
Now  cankred  Hap  doth  force  mee  take 

a  new  founde  toyle  in  hande. 

Shee  spites  that  I  should  liue, 

or  leade  a  quiet  life: 
Aye  seeking  how  to  breede  my  bale 

and  make  my  sorrowes  rife. 

From  whence  I  passe  I  knowe, 

a  place  of  pleasAit  blisse: 
But  whither  I  shall  I  wote  not  well, 

I  know  not  where  it  is. 

Where  she  by  Sea  or  Lande 

me  (cruell)  will  compell 
To  passe»  or  by  the  Desert  Dales, 

were  Terie  hard  to  tell. 

But  needes  I  must  away, 

the  Westeme  winde  doth  Uowe 
So  full  against  my  back  that  I 

of  force  from  hence  doe  go. 

Yet  naythelesse  in  pawne 

(O  Friend)  I  leaue  with  yon 
A  faithfuU  Heart,  that  lasting  lyfe 

will  shew  it  selfe  as  true. 

As  loouin'g  earst  it  hath: 

and  if  mee  trust  you  dare. 
Fill  vp  the  emptie  place  with  yours, 

if  you  the  same  may  spare. 

Inclose  it  in  my  breast, 

in  safetie  shall  it  liet 
And  thou  shalt  bane  thy  Heart  againf 

if  I  doe  chaunce  to  die. 

Thus  dnbble  is  your  gainc, 

a  dubble  Heart  to  bane: 
To  purcha.se  thee  another  Heart, 

and  eke  thine  owne  to  sane. 

Line  mindefoll  of  thy  Friend, 

forget  no  promise  past: 
Be  stouta  gainst  the  stubbume  strokes 

of  frowude  Fortunes  blast. 


Penelope  be  tnM 

to  thy  Vlysses  still: 
Let  no  newe  chosen  Friend  break  off 

the  threed  of  our  good  will. 

Though  I  on  seas  doe  pMW, 
the  surge  will  have  no  powre 

To  qneoch  the  Same  that  in  my  bfcait 
increaseth  day  and  hoare. 

And  thus  (the  heart  that  is 
your  owne)  doth  wisbe  thee  wcU, 

With  good  increase  of  blessed  baps 
sinister  chaonce  to  qudL 

Adue  my  chosen  Friend, 

if  fortune  say  Amen, 
Ftom  hence  I  go  tbine  owne,  aad  will 

thine  owne  retiuut  agen. 


PTMOARa's  AU1V8WERB  TO  THE  LETTEK  WHICH 
TTMBTB8  8BRT  BIR  AT  TBE  TIME  OF  HIS  01- 
PARTURB. 

Wbeh  first  thy  Letters  came 

(O  louing  Friend)  to  mee 
I  leapt  for  joy,  in  hope  to  bane 

receyvde  good  newes  of  thee. 

I  never  stayde  upon 

those  lines  that  were  without: 
But  rashly  ript  the  scale,  to  rid 

my  minde  from  dreadfoU  dont. 

Which  done  (O  crnell  griefe) 

I  saw  a  moumfull  sight 
This  Verse  "  Of  Pennes  I  bad  good  store'' 

with  purple  bloud  ywrigfat. 

With  floods  of  flowing  teares 
straight  drowned  were  mine  eies. 

On  ejrther  Cheeke  they  trickled  last 
and  ranne  ia  river  wiesw 

My  minde  did  yll  abode, 

it  yrkt  to  reade  the  rest: 
Fur  when  I  saw  the  Inck  was'such, 

I  thought  I  saw  the  best. 

Long  sioode  I  in  a  dumpe, 

my  hart  began  to  ake: 
My  Liver  leapt  within  my  bulck, 

my  trembling  hands  did  shake. 

My  Senses  were  bereft, 

my  bowing  knees  did  bende: 
Out  from  my  nose  the  blood  it  brake 

much  like  the  Letter  pende. 

Up  start  my  staring  Locks, 

I  lay  for  dead  a  Kpace: 
And  what  with  bloud  and  brine  I  all 

bedewde  the  dreerie  place. 

From  ont  my  feeble  fist 

fell  Needle,  cloth  and  all, 
I  knewe  no  Wight,  I  saw  no  Sonne, 

as  deaf  as  stone  in  waU. 

At  last  when  stauders  by 

had  brought  my  Sense  agaiae, 
And  force  of  life  had  eonquerd  griefe 

and  banisht  deadly  paine: 
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I  tbooght  the  worst  wm  patft, 

I  deemde  I  could  abide 
No  greater  tonnent  than  I  had* 

unlesse  I  thoold  haue  dide. 

To  vewing  then  againe 

of  bloudie  lynes  I  go: 
And  eaer  as  I  read  the  wordesf 

mee  thought  I  saw  the  bio. 

Which  pointed  Pensell  gave, 
from  whence  that  doleful!  lack 

As  from  a  cloven  Conduit  flue: 
remembraunce  made  me  shrinck. 

Oh  Friend  Tymetes  why 

so  cruell  were  thou  than  ? 
What  didst  thou  meane  to  hurt  thy  fleth 

thou  rashe  and  retchlesse  man? 


What!  didst  thou  deeme  that  I 

could  vew  that  gorie  scrole 
Withouten  angnisbe  of  the  minde? 

or  thinke  upon  the  hole 

Of  that  thy  friendly  fist 

and  finger  that  did  bleede  ? 
No,  no,  I  haue  a  womans  hart, 

I  am  no  Tygers  seede. 

As  great  a  griefe  it  was 

for  me  to  think  in  hart 
Of  thy  mishap,  as  if  my  selfe 

had  felt  the  present  smart. 

O  cruell  cursed  want 

of  fitter  Inck  to  write : 
Good  Aiyth  that  lycoor  was  unmeete 

Such  loving  lines  t'indite. 

But  yet  in  some  respect 

it  fitted  with  the  case: 
For  (out  alas)  I  read  therein 

that  thou  hast  fled  the  place. 

Where  friendly  we  were  woont 

like  faithfull  friends  to  bee : 
Where  thou  moughtst  chat  with  mee  thy  fill 

And  I  conferre  with  thee. 

Oh  spitefoll  cruell  Chaunce 

oh  cursed  canckred  Fate: 
Art  thou  a  Qoddesse  (Monster  rile) 

deseruing  stoole  of  state  > 

O  blinde  and  muffled  Dame, 

couldst  thou  not  see  to  spare 
Fwo  fiiithfull  harts,  but  reauing  th*  one 

must  breede  the  others  care? 

No  wonder  'tis  that  thou 

dost  stande  on  whirling  wbelle: 

For  by  thy  deedes  thou  dost  declare 
thou  canst  doe  naught  but  reelc. 

Art  thou  of  Womans  kinde 

and  ruthfull  Goddesse  race. 
And  hast  no  more  respect  unto 

a  sietie  womans  case? 

Avaunt  thou  froward  Fiend, 

thou  so  my  Friend  dost  drine 
From  shore  weU  knowne  to  forraine  coast 

our  sugred  ioyes  to  Hue. 


If  so  thy  minde  be  bent 

that  my  Tymetes  shall 
Depart  the  presence  of  his  Friend : 

yet  so  doe  guide  the  ball 

As  he  at  land  may  liue 

not  trying  surge  of  seas: 
Nor  ship  him  from  the  Hauens  mouth 

to  breede  him  more  unease. 

(Good  Friend)  aduenture  not 

so  rashly  on  the  flonld, 
As  earst  thou  did  in  writing  of 

this  Letter  with  thy  bloud. 

Seek  not  tincrease  my  cares 

or  dubble  griefe  begoon: 
Think  of  Leanders  bolde  attempt 

the  lyke  distresse  to  shoon. 

What  suretie  is  in  ship? 

what  trust  in  oken  plancks? 
What  credit  doe  the  windes  deserue 

at  land  that  play  such  prancks? 

If  houses  strongly  built 

and  Towers  battled  hie. 
By  force  of  blast  be  ouertbrowne 

when  .Aols  impes  doe  flie : 

In  puffing  windes  the  Pine 

and  aged  Oke  doe  teare. 
And  from  the  bodies  rent  the  booghes 

and  lofty  lugges  they  beare: 

Then  why  shonldst  thou  afiie 

in  Keale  or  Cable  so. 
Or  hazard  thus  thy  selfe  upon 

the  tossing  Seas  to  go? 

Hast  thou  not  harde  of  yore 

how  good  Vlysses  was 
With  stormie  tempest  chased  sore 

when  he  to  Greece  did  passe? 

A  wearie  trauaile  bee 

for  ten  yeares  space  abid. 
And  all  the  while  this  noble  Grceke 

on  waltring  wallow  slid. 

Hast  thou  not  read  in  Bookes 

of  fell  Charybdis  goulfe. 
And  Scyllas  Dogn,  whom  ships  do  dread 

as  Lambes  doe  feare  the  Woulfe  ? 

Nor  of  the  raggie  Rocks 

that  under  lurck  the  wane  ? 
And  Tent  the  Barcks  that  ^ols  blasts 

into  their  bosome  draue? 

Nor  of  the  Monster  huge 
that  belch  out  frothie  fleame, 

And  singing  Sirens  that  doe  drowne 
both  man  and  ship  in  streame? 

Alas  the  thought  of  Seas, 

and  of  thy  passage  paines 
(If  once  thou  gage  thy  selfe  to  sui^) 

my  hart  and  members  straines 

The  present  fits  of  fieare 

of  afterclaps  to  cum, 
Amaze  my  louiog  tender  breast 

And  senses  doe  benum. 
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But  needes  thoa  must  away, 

(oh  Friend)  what  hap  is  this 
That  ere  thou  flee  this  friendly  coast 

thy  lips  1  can  not  kisse  ? 

Nor  with  my  folded  armes 

imbrace  that  neck  of  thine: 
Nor  clap  unto  thy  manly  breast 

these  louiog  Ougs  of  mine? 

Nor  shed  my  trilling  teares 

upon  thy  moisted  face  ? 
Nor  say  to  thee,  Tymet  adue, 

when  thoa  departst  the  place  ? 

O  that  I  had  thy  forme 

in  waxen  table  now, 
To  represent  thy  liuely  lookes 

and  friendly  louing  brow. 

That  monght  perhaps  abridge 

some  part  of  pinching  paine: 
And  comfort  me  till  better  chaunce 

did  send  thee  home  ogaine. 

Both  winde  and  waue  at  once 

conspire  to  worke  my  wo. 
Or  else  thou  shouldst  not  so  be  forste 

from  me  (thine  owne)  to  go. 

0  wayward  Westerne  blast 
what  didst  thou  meane  so  full 

Against  Tymetes  back  to  blow, 
and  him  from  hence  to  pull? 

Hast  thou  been  counted  earst 

a  gentle  gale  of  winde; 
And  dost  thou  now  at  length  bewray 

thy  fierce  and  froward  kinde? 

1  thought  the  Northren  blast 
from  frostie  Pole  that  came 

Had  beene  the  worst  of  all  the  windes 
and  most  deserued  blame. 

But  nowe  I  plainly  see 

that  Poets  did  but  faine:  • 
When  they  of  Borias  spake  to  yll 

and  of  his  cruell  raigne. 

For  thou  of  MoU  brats 

thy  selfe  the  woorst  dost  showe: 
And  hauing  no  just  cause  to  rage 

to  soone  bet^inst  to  blowe. 

If  needes  thou  wouldst  have  usde 

thy  force  and  fretting  moode. 
Thou  shouldst  have  broylde  among  the  trees 

that  in  the  Mountaines  stoode: 

And  let  us  friends  alone 

that  livde  in  perfite  blisse. 
But  to  request  the  windes  of  ruth 

but  labor  lost  it  is. 

Well  Friend  though  cruell  hap 

and  windes  did  both  agree. 
That  thou  on  sodaine  shouldst  forgo 

both  countrie  coast  and  mee. 

Yet  haue  T  founde  the  pawne 
which  thou  didst  leave  behinde: 

I  meane  thy  louing  faithful  hart, 
that  neuer  was  unkinde. 


And  for  that  firme  behest 
and  plighted  truth  of  youret 

Wherein  you  vow  that  loue  begooa 
shall  to  the  death  endure : 

« 

To  yeelde  thee  tby  demaunde 

my  written  lines  protest, 
Inclose  my  hart  within  thy  bulck 

as  I  will  thine  in  brest. 

Shrine  up  that  little  lompe 
of  friendly  flesh  (my  Friend) 

And  I  will  lodge  in  louing  wise 
the  guest  that  thou  dicbt  send. 

I  ioy  at  this  exchaunge 

for  I  assured  stande. 
Thy  tender  hart  that  I  doe  keepe 

shall  safelie  lie  at  lande. 

Nor  doe  I  doubt  at  all 
but  thoo  wilt  haue  regarde 

Of  that  thy  charge,  and  womaoi  hart, 
committed  to  thy  warde. 

Why  dost  thou  write  of  death  ? 

I  trust  thou  Shalt  not  die. 
As  long  as  in  tby  manly  breast 

a  womans  hart  doth  He. 

To  cruell  were  the  case, 
the  Sisters  eke  were  shroes : 

If  they  ^vould  seeke  the  death  of  a« 
that  are  such  friendly  foes. 

But  if  the  worst  should  fall 

and  that  the  cruell  death 
Doe  stop  the  spindles  of  our  life, 

and  reave  us  both  pf  breath: 

Yet  this  doth  make  me  joy, 
that  thou  shalt  be  the  graue 

Unto  my  hart,  and  in  my  brest 
tby  hart  his  Hierce  shall  haue. 

For  sure  a  sunder  shall 

these  members  neuer  go, 
As  long  as  life  in  Ummes  doth  lodge 

and  breath  in  lungs  bylow. 

I  miodefoU  line  of  thee, 

and  of  my  promise  past: 
1  will  not  seeke  to  chaunge  my  choise^ 

my  love  is  fixed  fast. 

To  my  Tymetes  I 

as  fiiithfbll  will  be  found : 
As  to  Vlysses  was  his  wife 

while  Troie  was  laide  on  ground. 

As  for  new  choise  of  Friends 

presume  upon  thy  P. 
Thou  knowst  I  haue  thy  hart  in  breast 

and  it  will  none  but  thee. 

Abandon  all  distrust 

and  dread  of  mistie  minde: 
For  to  the  hart  (that  is  mine  owne) 

I  will  not  be  unkinde. 

Adue  my  chosen  Friend^ 

adue  to  thee  agen: 
Remaine  my  loue,  but  pray  the  write 

no  more  with  bloudie  Pen. 
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Thine  owne  in  life*  thine  owne  demth. 
Thine  owne  whWat  lungs  shall  lende  me  breath : 
Thine  owne  whilst  I  on  earth  doe  wonne 
Thine  owne  whilst  eie  shall  see  the  Sunne. 


E 


TO  HIS  ABSKIIT  FRIEND  THE  LOCKR  ^TRITES  OV 
HIS  VMQUIBT  AMU  RESTLKSSK  STATE. 

Though  curious  skill  I  want  to  we]  endite. 
And  1  of  sacred  Nymphs  and  Muses  nine 
TV  as  never  taught  with  Poets  pen  to  write. 
Nor  barrain  braine  to  learning  did  incline 
To  purchase  praine,  or  with  the  best  to  shine: 
Yet  cause  my  Friend  shall  finde  no  want  of  will, 
1  write,  let  hir  accuse  the  lack  of  skill. 

No  lesse  deserues  the  Lamme  to  be  imbrast 
Of  lowring  loue  at  sacred  Altar  slaine, 
If  with  good  zeale  it  offered  be  at  last 
By  Inis,  that  doe  Croesus  bullocks  twaine: 
Por  no  respect  is  to  be  had  of  gaine 
In  such  affayres,  but  to  the  giuers  hart 
And  his  good  will  our  Senses  must  conuart. 

Wherefore  to   thee   (my   Friend)  these  lines  I 

As  perfite  proofe  of  no  dissembling  minde,    [send 

But  of  a  hart  that  truely  doth  intend 

To  show  it  selfe  as  louing  and  as  kinde. 

As  woman  woulde  hir  Louer  wish  to  finde: 

And  more  than  this  my  Paper  can  declare, 

I  loue  thee  (Friend)  and  wishe  thee  well  to  fare. 

I  would  thou  wist  the  torment  I  sustaine 

For  lack  of  hir  that  should  my  wo  redresse. 

And  that  you  knew  some  parcell  of  my  peine. 

Which  none  may  wel  by  deeming  judgement  gesse. 

Nor  I  with  quill  bane  cunning  to  expresse : 

I  know  thou  oouldst  but  rue  my  wofuU  chaunce. 

That  by  thy  meanes  was  brought  into  this  traunce. 

The  day  doth  breede  my  doole,  and  ranckling 

rage 
Of  secret  smart  in  wounded  breast  doth  boyle, 
No  pleasant  pangue  my  sorrowes  may  asswage, 
Nor  giue  an  ende  unto  my  wofull  toyle: 
The  golden  Sunne  that  glads  the  earthly  soyle^ 
And  erie  other  thing  that  breedes  delight 
Of  kinde,  to  mee  are  forgers  of  my  spite. 

I  long  for  Phoebus  glade  and  goiqg  downCf 

My  drearie  teares  more  couertly  to  shed : 

But  when  the  night  Mrith  uglie  hce  doth  frownCy 

And  that  I  am  yplaste  in  quiet  bed. 

In  hope  to  be  with  wished  pleasure  fed : 

A  greater  griefe,  a  worser  peine  ensues. 

My  vaporde  eies  their  hoped  sleepe  refues. 

Then  rowle  I  in  my  deepe  dispairing  brest 
The  sweete  disdaines,  and  pleasant  anger  past. 
The  lonely  strifes:  when  Stars  doe  counsell  rest 
Incroching  cares  renue  my  griefe  as  faste. 
And  thus  desired  night  in  wo  I  waste : 
And  to  expresse  the  harts  excessiue  paine, 
Mine  eies  their  deawie  teares  distill  amaine. 

And  reason  why  they  should  be  moysted  so. 
Is  for  they  bred  my  hart  this  bitter  bale: 
They  were  the  onely  cause  of  cniell  wo 
Unto  the  hart,  they  were  the  gnilefoU  stale*. 
That  day  and  night  ytoit  with  churlish  Gala 

t  Dac^y. 


Of  sighes  in  Sea  of  suiiging  brine  I  bide, 

Not  knowing  how  to  scape  the  scowring  Tide. 

At  last  the  shining  Rayes  of  Hope  to  finde 
Your  friendship  firme,  these  cloudy  thoughts  repels 
And  calmed  Skie  returns  to  mistie  minde: 
Which  deepe  dispaire  againe  eftsoone  compels 
To  fade,  and  ease  by  Dolours  drift  expels: 
That  Gods  themselves  (I  judge)  lament  my  fate. 
And  doe  repine  to  see  my  wofull  state. 

Wherefore  to  purchase  prayse,  and  glorie  gaine. 
Do  ease  your  Friend  that  Hues  in  wretched  plight. 
Doe  not  to  death  a  louing  hart  constraloe. 
But  seeke  with  loue  his  service  to  requight. 
Doe  not  exchange  a  Fawlcon  for  a  Kite : 
Refuse  him  not  for  any  friendship  nue 
A  worse  may  chaunce,  but  none  more  just  and 
true. 

Let  Cressed  mirror  bee  that  did  forgo 

Hir  former  faythfull  friend  king  Priams  Sonne, 

And  Diomed  the  Greeke  imbraced  so. 

And  left  thi^  loue  so  well  that  was  begonne: 

But  when  his  Cards  were  tolde  and  twist  ysponne 

She  found  hir  Troian  friend  the  best  of  both 

For  he  renownst  hir  pot,  but  kept  his  oth. 

This  don,  my  griping  griefs  wil  somwhat  swage 
And  sorrow  cease  to  grow  in  pensiue  brrast^ 
Which  otherwise  will  neuer  blim*  to  rage 
And  crush  the  hart  within  his  careful  Chest 
Of  both  for  you  and  mee  it  were  the  best. 
To  saue  my  life  and  win  imiportall  fame. 
And  thus  my  Muse  shall  blase  your  noble  name 
For  mine  on  my  wofull  case. 


THE  AUN8WBRB  OF  A  WOMAN  TO  HIR  LOCJER,  SUP- 
POSING HIS  COMPLAINT  TO  BE  BUT  FAYMED. 

You  want  no  skill  to  paint 

or  shew  your  pangues  with  Pen, 
It  is  a  worlde  to  see  the  craft 

that  is  in  subtile  men. 

You  seeme  to  write  of  woes 

and  wayle  for  deadly  smart. 
As  though  there  were  no  griefe,  but  that 

which  gripes  your  faythlesse  hart. 

Though  we  but  women  are 

and  weake  by  law  of  kinde. 
Yet  well  we  can  disceme  a  Friende, 

we  winke»  but  are  not  blinde. 

Not  every  thing  that  giues 

a  gleame  and  glittering  showe. 
Is  to  be  counted  Gold  in  deede 

this  prouerbe  well  you  knowe: 

Nor  euery  man  that  beares 

a  foire  and  fawning  cheere. 
Is  to  be  taken  for  a  Friend 

or  chosen  for  a  Feere: 

Not  euerie  teare  declares 

the  troubles  of  the  hart. 
For  some  doe  weepe  that  feele  no  w« 

some  crie  that  taste  no  smart. 

*  Or  Min,  to  cease. 
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The  more  you  seeme  to  me 

in  wofull  wise  to  playne. 
The  sooner  I  perswade  my  selfe 

that  you  doe  naught  but  fayne. 

The  Crocodile  by  kinde 

'a  floud  of  teares  doth  shed 
Tet  hath  no  cause  of  crueU  crie 

by  craft  this  Fiend  is  led. 

For  when  the  siely  soule 
•     that  ment  no  hurt  at  all 
Approcheth  neere,  the  slipper  groitnd 
doth  give  the  beast  a  fall, 

tVliich  is  no  sooner  done 

but  straight  the  monster  vyle. 

For  sorrow  that  did  weepe  so  sore 
for  ioy  beginnes  to  smyle: 

£uen  so  yon  men  are  woont 
by  frawde  your  friends  to  traine 

And  make  in  wise  you  could  not  sleepe 
in  carefull  Couch  for  paine : 

When  you  in  deeda  doe  naught 

but  take  your  aighCly  nap^ 
Or  hauing  slept  doe  set  your  ioare 

and  tylle  your  guilefull  trap.    ' 

Tour  braynes  aa  bu^  bee 

in  thinking  how  to  snare 
Us  women,  as  your  pillowes  soft 

and  bowlsters  pleasant  ares. 

As  for  your  dayes  delights 

our  selues  can  witnesse  well 
To  sundrie  women  sundrie  tales 

of  sundrie  testes  you  tell: 

And  all  to  win  their  loues : 

which  when  yon  doe  attaine 
Within  a  whyle  you  shew  your  kindes, 

and  giue  them  up  in  plaine. 

A  Fawcon  is  foil  hard 

amongst  you  men  to  fiode. 
For  all  your  maners  more  agree 

mito  the  Kytish  kinde: 

For  gentle  is  the  one 

and  loues  his  keepers  hande, 
fiat  thother  Busserdlike  doth  scome 

on  Fawconers  fist  to  stande. 

For  one  good  tuma  the  one 

a  thousand  will  requite, 
But  use  the  other  neere  so  well 

he  shewth  bimselfe  a  Kite. 

If  Cresyd  did  amtsse 

the  Trojan  to  forsake 
Then  Dyomedes  did  not  well 

that  did  the  Ladie  take. 

Was  never  woman  false, 

but  man  as  false  as  shee 
And  commonly  the  men  doe  make 

that  women  slipper  bee. 

Wherefore  leaue  off  ^our  plaintes 

and  take  the  sheete  of  shame 
To  shrowde  your  cloking  hands  from  colde 

and  fayning  brovcs  ftom  blame. 
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If  she  that  reades  this  rime, 
,     be  wise  as  I  could  wishe. 
She  should  auoyde  the  bayted  hooke 
that  takes  the  byting  fishe. 

And  shoon  the  lymed  twig 
the  flying  fowle  that  tyes 

Tis  good  to  feare  of  erie  busbe 
where  threed  of  thraldome  lyes. 


THE  LOUER 

m 

EXHOBTBTR  HA  LADIB  TO  TAKB  TTMBy 

TTMBM. 

Though  braue  your  beantie  bee 

and  feature  passing  faire. 
Such  as  Apellet  to  depaint 

might  Ttterly  dispairs: 

Yet  drowsie  drowping  Age 

incroching  on  apace. 
With  pensiue  Plough  will  raze  yoor  hue 

and  Beauties  beames  deface. 

Wherefore  in  tender  yeares 

how  crooked  Age  doth  haste 
Reuoke  to  minde,  so  shall  you  not 

your  time  consume  in  waste. 

Whilst  that  yon  may,  and  youth 

in  yon  is  fresh  and  greene, 
Delight  yonr  selfe:  for  ycares  to  flit 

as  fickle  Flouds  are  jeene. 

For  water  slipped  by 

may  not  be  calkle  againer 
And  to  reuoke  forepassed  howrea- 

were  labour  lost  in  Faine. 

Take  time  whilst  time  applies 

with  nimble  foote  it  goes: 
Nor  to  compare  with  passed  Prima 

thy  after  age  suppoes. 

The  Holtes  that  now  are  hoare» 

both  bud  and  blonme  I  sawe: 
I  ware  a  Garland  of  the  Bryer 

that  puts  mee  now  in  awe. 

The  titnt  will  be  when  thou 

that  doate  thy  Friendes  defye, 
A  colde  and  crooked  Beldam  shall 

in  lothsonie  Cabbin  lye: 

Kor  with  such  nightlie  brawles 
thy  posterae  Gate  shall  sounde* 

Nor  Roses  strawde  afront  thy  dore 
in  dawning  shall  be  founde. 

How  soone  are  Corpses  (Lorde) 

with  filtie  fiirrowes  fildf 
How  quickly  Beautie,  braue  of  late, 

and  seemely  shape  is  spild? 

£uen  thou  that  from  thy  youth 

to  bane  beae  so,  wift  swearer 
With  tume  of  hand  in  all  thy  head 

Shalt  bane  grsye  powdied  heaie. 

The  Snakes  with  shifted  skimiea 

their  lothsome  age  doo  vaye: 
The  Bock  doth  hang  his  head  on  p$^ 

to  liuc  a  longer  daye. 
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Your  good  without  recure 
doth  pMie,  receiue  the  flowre : 

Which  if  yoQ  plack  not  from  the  staike 
wiJ]  fiUl  within  this  bowre. 


THE  LOUEn 


WISHETH   TO    BE    CORIOYNEO  AND  FAST  LIMCKT 
IVITH  HIS  LADIE  NEVER  TO  SUNDER. 

I  RBAPE  how  Saltnacis  ■ometime  with  sight 
On  suddain  looude  Cyilenus  Sonne,  and  sought 
Forthwith  with  all  hir  powre  and  forced  might 
Too  bring  to  passe  hir  cUjse  conceyned  thought: 
Whome  as  by  hap  shee  saw  in  open  mead 
Shee  sude  vnto,  in  hope  to  bane  bene  spead. 

With    sugred    words   she    wood  and  sparde  no 

speaeh. 
But  boorded  him  with  many  a  pleasant  tale, 
Requesting  him  of  rutb  to  be  hir  Leach 
For  whome  sbee  had  abyd  such  bitter  bale : 
But  bee  repleate  with  pride  and  sconuffull  cheare 
Disdainde  hir  earnest  sute  and  Songs  to  heare. 

Away  shee  went  a  wofull  wretched  Wipht, 
And  shrouded  hir  not  farre  from  thence  a  space: 
When  that  at  lengbt  the  stripling  saw  in  sight 
No  creature  there,  but  all  were  out  of  place, 
Hee  shifts  his  robes  and  to  the  riuer  ran. 
And  there  to  bath  him  bare  the  Boy  began. 

The  Nymph  in  hope  as  then  to  haue  attainde 
Hir  long  desired  Loue,  retirde  to  flood 
And  in  hir  armes  the  naked  Nourie  strainde: 
Whereat  the  Boy  began  to  striue  a  good, 
But  strugling  nought  auailed  in  that  plight 
For  why  the  Nymph  iiurpast  the  Boy  in  might. 

O  Gods  (quoth  tho  the  Girie)  this  gift  I  crane 

This  Boy  and  I  may  neuer  part  agarne, 

But  so  our  corpses  may  conioyned  bane 

As  one  we  may  appeare,  not  bodies  twaine: 

The  Gods  agreed,  the  water  so  it  wrought, 

As  both  were  one,  thy  selfe  would  so  haue  thought. 

As  from  a  tree  we  suodrie  times  espie 
A  twis«Il  grow  by  Natures  subtile  might, 
And  beeing  two,  for  cause  they  grow  so  nie 
For  one  are  tane,  and  so  appeare  in  sight: 
So  was  the  Nymph  and  Noorie  ioyndc  yfere. 
As  two  no  more  but  on€  selfe  thing  they  were. 

O  Ladie  mine,  howe  might  we  seeme  yblest? 

How  friendly  roought  we  Gods  acconopt  to  bee  ? 

In  semblant  sort  if  they  would  breede  my  rest 

By  lincking  of  my  carkasse  vnto  thee? 

So  that  we  might  no  more  asunder  go. 

But  limmes  to  limmes,  and  corse  to  carkasse  grow? 

O,  where  is  now  become  that  blessed  Lake 
Wherein  those  two  did  bath  to  both  their  ioy? 
How  might  we  doe,  or  such  prouision  make 
To  haue  the  hap  as  had  the  Maydlra  Boyf 
To  alter  forme  and  shape  of  eyther  kinde. 
And  yet  in  proufh  of  both  a  share  to  finde? 

Then  should  our  limmes    With  louely  linck  be 

Ude, 
And  hearU  of  hate  no  taste  sostsnne  at  all. 
But  both  for  aye  in  perfect  league  ab1d« 
And  ecbe  to  other  liue  ai  friendly  thrall: 


That  th*  one  might  feele  the  pangues  the  other  had 
And  partner  be  uf  ought  that  made  him  glad. 

0  blessed  Nymph,  O  Salmacys  I  say, 
Would  tby  good  luck  vnto  hir  lot  would  light 
Whom  I  imbrace,  and  louen  shall  for  aye, 

By  force  of  flood  to  chauoge  hir  nature  quight: 
And  that  I  might  haue  hap  as  had  the  Boy 
To  neuer  part  from  hir  that  is  my  Joy. 

1  would  not  striue,  I  would  not  stirre  awhit, 
(As  did  Cyilenus  Sonne  that  stately  Wight:) 
But  Well  content  to  be  Hermaphrodit, 
Would  cling  as  close  to  thee  as  ere  1  might. 
And  laugh  to  thinke  my  hap  so  good  to  bee. 
As  in  such  sort  fast  to  be  linckt  with  thee. 


THE  LOUER 


HOPING  ASSUREDLY  OP  AlTAYNING  III8  PURPOSE, 
AffTER  LONG  SUTE,  BEGINS  TO  IOY  RENOUNC- 
ING IMLORS. 

Be  farre  from  mee  you  woful  woonted  cries, 
Adue  Dispaire,  that  madste  my  heart  agries: 
Ye  sobbing  sighes  farewel  and  pensine  plaint, 
Resigne  your  rooms  to  ioy,  the  long  restraint 
Without  desart  endurde. 

Reiect  those  ruthfull  Rymes  yon  (quaking  Suill) 
Which  both  declarde  my  wo  and  want  of  skill: 
(Mine  eyes)  that  long  haue  had  my  Loue  in  chase. 
With  teares  no  more  imbrue  your  Mistresse  face 
But  to  your  Springs  retyre. 

And   thou   (my    heart)  that  long  for  lacke  of 

Grace 
Forepinde  hast  bene  and  in  a  doolefulf  case. 
Lament  no  more,  let  all  such  gripings  go 
As  bred  thy  bale,  and  nurst  tby  cankred  wo 
With  Mi  Ike  of  mournefull  Dug. 

To  Venus  doe  your  due  (you  Senses  all) 
And  to  hir  Sonne  to  whome  you  are  in  thrall: 
To  Cupid  bend  thy  knee  and  tbankes  repay 
That  after  lingred  sute,  and  long  delay 

Hath  brought  thy  shippe  to  shore 

Let  crabbed  Fortune  now  expresse  hir  might, 
And  doe  thy  worst  to  met  thou  stinging  Spite: 
My  heart  is  well  defenst  against  your  force. 
For  she  hath  vowde  on  mee  to  haue  remorce 
Whome  I  haue  looude  so  long. 

Henceforth    exchaunge   tby   cheere   and  wofull 

voice 
That  hast  yfounde  such  matter  to  reioyce: 
With  mirrie  Suill  and  Pen  of  pleasant  plight 
Thy  blisfull  haps  and  fortune  to  endight 
Enforce  thy  barraine  skull. 


THE  LOUER 


TO  HI8  CARSrULL  RED  DECLARING  HIS  RBSTLK8SE 

STATE. 

Thou  that  wert  earst  a  restfull  place 

dost  now  renue  my  smart. 
And  woonted  eake  to  salue  my  sore 

that  now  increasest  wo. 
Unto  my  carefuU  Corse  an  ttM, 

a  torment  to  my  hart. 
Once  quietef  of  mfakte  p«i4ia, 

now  an  Ynqoiet  fo: 
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The  place  sometime  of  slumbring  sleepe 

wherein  I  may  but  wake, 
Drenched  in  Sea  of  saltish  brine 

(O  bed)  1  thee  forsake. 

No  Ise  of  Apenynus  top 

my  flaming  tire  may  qaent, 
Ne  heate  of  brightest  Phcebus  beamc» 

may  bate  my  cbillie  coide. 
Nought  is  of  stately  strength  ynough 

my  sorrowes  to  relent. 
But  (such  is  hap)  renewed  cares 

are  added  to  the  olde: 
Such  furious  fits  and  fbnde  affects 

in  mee  my  fancies  make. 
That  bathed  all  in  trickling  teares 

(O  bed)  I  thee  foreake. 

The  dreames  that  daunt  my  dazed  hed 

are  pleasant  for  a  space, 
Whilst  yet  I  lie  in  slumbring  sleep* 

my  carkasse  feeles  no  wo, 
'  For  cause  I  seeme  with  clasped  annes 

my  Louerto  imbrace: 
But  when  I  wake,  and  finde  away 

that  did  delight  me  so, 
Then  in  comes  Care  to  Pleasures  place 

that  makes  my  limmes  to  quake, 
That  all  besprent  with  brackish  bryne 

(O  bed)  I  thee  fonake. 

No  sooner  styrres  Auroras  Starre, 

the  lightest  Lampe  of  all. 
But  they  that  rousted  were  in  rest 

not  fraught  with  fearefull  dreames^ 
Bo  pack  apace  to  labours  left 

and  to  their  taske  doe  talk 
Wh^n  t  awaking  all  inragde 

doe  baine  my  breast  with  streames^ 
And  make  my  smokie  sighes  to  Skyes 

their  vpwarde  waie  to  take. 
Thus  with  a  Surge  of  teares  bedewde 

(O  bed)  I  thee  forsake. 

Thus  burlde  from  hungrie  Hope  by  Hap 

I  die,  yet  am  aliue 
From  pangues  of  plaint  to  fits  of  fume 

my  reslesse  minde  ^oth  runne. 
With  Rage  and  Fancie  Reason  fights, 

they  altogither  striue, 
Resistaunce  rayleth  nougb  at  all, 

for  I  am  quickly  wunne: 
Thus  seeking  rest  no  ruth  I  finde 

that  gladsome  iby  may  make, 
Wherfore  consumde  with  flowing  teares 

(Obed)  I  thee  fonake. 


AN  EPITAPH  AND  WOFUL  VERSE 

OF'  THE  IIBATH  OP  SIR  lOHN  TRBGONWBIX 
KNIGHT,  AMD  LEARMSD  DOCTOR  OV  BOTH 
LAWB8. 

And  can  you  cease  from  plaint, 

or  keepe  your  Conduits  drie? 
May  saltish  brine  within  your  breasts 

in  such  a  tempest  lie? 

Where  are  your  scalding  Sighet 

the  fittest  foode  of  paine  ? 
And  where  are  now  thy  welling  teares 

I  aske  thee  once  againe  ? 


Hast  thou  not  heard  of  late 

the  losse  that  hath  befell  > 
If  not,  my  selfe  (vnhappie  Wight) 

will  now  begin  to  tell: 

{Though  griefe  peitaps  will  grutch, 
and  stay  my  foltring  tongue) 

From  whence  this  ragged  roote  of  mtlie 
and  mourning  moode  is  sprong. 

Was  dwelling  in  this  sfaeere 

a  man  of  worthie  fame: 
A  Jtasticer  fbr  his  desart, 

T^onweH  was  bis  name. 

A  Doctor  at  the  Law«s, 

a  Knight  among  the  mo: 
A  Cato  for  good  counsell  callde 

as  he  in  yeares  did  grow. 

A  Patrooe  to  the  poore, 

a  Rampire  to  the  rest: 
As  leefe  vnto  the  simple  sort 

as  friendly  to  the  best. 

No  blinde  Affect  his  eye 

in  indgement  bleard  at  all: 
Whose  rightous  verdit  and  decree 

was  quite  deuoide  of  gall. 

If  bee  in  hateAill  hearts 
(where  roote  of  rancour  grew) 

Of  fay  thfull  friendship  seedes  might  sow^ 
no  paynes  be  would  eschew. 

Minerua  thought  cf  like 

and  Nature  did  consent. 
To  proue  in  him  by  skilfull  Arte 

what  eyther  could  innent. 

A  plot  of  such  a  price 

was  neuer  framde  before: 
To  show  their  powre  the  Heauens  had 

Tregonwell  kept  in  store. 

The  Prince  did  him  jmbrace, 

and  sought  him  to  aduannce. 
And  better  former  state  of  byrth 

by  furthering  of  his  chaunce. 

He  still  was  readie  bent 

bis  semice  to  bestowe, 
Thereby  vnto  his  natiue  soyle 

if  grateful!  gaine  might  growe. 

If  sage  aduice  were  scarce 

I     and  wholsome  counsell  scant, 
Thea  should  you  see  Tregonwels  helpa 
ne  wisedome  would  not  want. 

When  Legats  came  from  fiirre 

(as  is  there  woonted  gise) 
To  treate  of  truce,  or  talke  of  warre 

as  matters  did  arise: 

Tregonwell  then  was  callde 

his  verdit  to  expresse: 
Who  for  the  most  part  in  the  case 

of  fhiitfuU  things  could  gesse. 

Or  if  him  selfo  were  sent 

(which  hap  Tregonwell  had). 
Into  a  forre  and  forraine  lande,. 

then  was  Tregonwell  gl«i. 
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For  to  he  might  procure 

wealepublick  by  hii  paine: 
It  was  no  corsie  to  this  Knight 

long  tntuaile  to  sustaf  ne. 

Bot  what?  vndaunted  death 

that  seekes  to  conquer  ally 
And  Atropos  that  Goddess^  steme 

at  length  haue  spit  their  gall: 

And  reft  ts  such  a  one 

as  was  a  Phcenix  true, 
Saue  that  now  of  his  cindrie  Corse 

there  ryseth  not  a  nue. 

Where  may  you  see  his  match  ?    . 

where  shall  you  find  his  leeke? 
None,  though  you  from  the  farthest  East 

▼nto  the  Ocean  seeke. 

O  house  without  thy  head, 

O  ship  without  a  steare: 
Thy  Palynurus  now  is  dead 

as  shortly  will  appeare. 

In  daunger  of  distresse 

this  Knight  was  euer  wooot 
To  yeelde  him  selfe  to  perils  prest, 

and  bide  the  greatest  broont 

No  tnmults  tempest  could 

subdue  his  constant  hart: 
Ne  would  the  man  by  any  meanes 

once  from  his  Countrie  start. 

But  (oh)  it  naught  auayles. 

ibr  death  doth  strike  the  stroke 
In  things  humaine,  no  worldly  wealth 

his  iHendship  may  prouoke. 

Let  Troians  now  leaue  off 

By  mourning  to  lament 
The  losse  of  Priam  and  his  towne/ 

when  ten  yeares  warre  was  spent 

Yee  Romaynes  lay  your  Hoods 

and  black  attyre  away: 
Bewaile  no  more  your  Fabians  fell, 

nor  that  sinister  day 

That  reft  a  noble  race 

which  might  haue  flowrisht  long: 
For  neyther  losse  is  like  to  this 

our  not  deseraed  wrong. 

Now  Comewall  thou  mayst  crake, 

and  Dorset  thou  mayst  crie: 
For  th*  one  hath  bred,  and  th'other  lost 

Tregonwell  sodainlie. 

Whose  corps  though  earthed  bee 

in  lothsome  lumpes  of  soyle. 
Hit  peerlesse  prayse  by  vertue  woonne 

shall  neuer  feare  the  foyle. 

Who  so  therefore  shalt  see 

this  Marble  where  he  lyes: 
Wish  that  Tregonwels  soule  may  find 

a  place  aboue  the  Skies, 

And  reach  a  rowme  of  rest 

appointed  for  the  nones: 
For  in  this  Tombe  interred  is 

but  flesh  and  bared  bones. 


THE  LOUER 

CONFESSETH    HIM  SBLFE  TO    BE    III    lOUB 
EMAMORBD  OF  MAISTRE88B  P^ 

If  banisht  sleepe,  and  watchful!  care, 
If  minde  affright  with  dreadfull  dreames: 
If  torments  rife,  and  pleasure  rare. 
If  face  besmearde  with  often  streames ^ 

If  chaunge  of  cheare  from  ioy  to  smart. 
If  altred  hue  from  pale  to  redde: 
If  fbltring  tongue  with  trembling  hart. 
If  sobbing  sighes  with  furie  fed: 

If  sodaine  hope  by  feare  opprest. 
If  feare  by  hope  supprest  againe. 
Be  prooues  that  loue  within  the  brest 
Hath  bound  the  heart  with  fencies  chaine: 

Then  I  of  force  no  longer  may 
In  couert  kecpe  my  piersing  flame. 
Which  euer  doth  it  selfe  bewray    . 
But  yeelde  my  selfe  to  fancies  frame. 

And  now  in  fine  to  be  a  thrall 
To  hir  that  hath  my  heart  in  Gyue, 
Sbee  may  enforce  mee  rise  or  fall 
Till  Death  my  limmes  of  life  depriue. 

P.  with  hir  beautie  hath  bereft 
My  freedome  from  my  thralled  minde, 
And  with  hir  louing  lookes  ycleft 
My  Reason  through  both  Barke  and  Rinde. 

Yet  well  therewith  I  am  content 
In  minde  to  take  it  paciently. 
Since  sure  1  am  she  will  relent 
And  not  enforce  hir  Friend  to  die. 

So  I  in  recompence  may  haue 
Naught  but  a  iajrthfull  hart  againe: 
Then  other  friendship  will  I  crane. 
But  thiug  my  loue  yleikt  to  gaine. 
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THAT  ALL  THINGS  HAUE  RELEASE  OF  PAIHE  8AUB 
THE  LOUER,  THAT  HOPING  AND  OREADINC 
NEUER  TAKETH  EASE. 

Whatso  the  Qolden  Sonne 

beholds  with  blazing  light. 
When  paine  is  past  hath  time  to  take 

his  comfort  and  delight. 

The  Oxe  with  lumpish  pace 

and  leysure  that  doth  drawe, 
Hath  respite  after  toyle  is  past 

to  fill  his  emptie  nuiwe. 

The  lolearde  Asse  that  beares 

the  burden  on  his  back. 
His  dutie  done  to  stable  plods. 

And  reacheth  to  the  rack. 

The  Deere  hath  woonted  soyle 

his  fervent  heate  to  swage: 
When  worke  hath  ende  to  respite  mnnflt 

the  Peasant  and  the  Page. 

The  Owle  that  hates  the  day 

and  loues  to  flee  by  night, 
Hith  queachie  bushes  to  defeude 

him  from  Ap^os  sight. 
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Eche  Cnonie  hath  a  Cave^ 

eche  little  fbule  a  neast 
To  shroud  them  in  at  needefall  times 

to  take  their  needefuU  reast. 

Thus  Tewiog  course  of  kinde 

it  is  not  on  the  grounde, 
'That  at  sometime  doth  not  resort 

where  is  his  comfort  founde: 

Saue  me  (O  cursed  man) 

whome  neither  Sanne  ne  shade 

Doth  serue  the  burthen  of  my  breast 
and  sorrowes  to  unlade. 

Eche  sport  procures  my  smart, 

eche  seemely  sight  annoy : 
Eche  pleasaunt  tune  torments  mine  ease 

and  reaves  my  hoped  ioy. 

No  Mustek  soundes  so  sweete 

as  doth  the  doolefuU  drum, 
For  somewhat  neare  unto  my  smart 

that  mourn  full  sounde  doth  cum. 

A  Gaily  slave  I  seeme 

unto  my  selfc  to  bee: 
The  Maister  that  doth  guide  the  shifx 

hath  neare  an  eie  to  see. 

You  know  were  such  a  one 

as  Cupid  is  doth  steare. 
Amid  the  Goolfe  of  deepe  dispaire 

great  perill  must  appeare. 

Insteade  of  streaming  sayles 

hee  wishes  hang«>s  aloft: 
Which  if  in  tempest  chaunce  to  teare 

the  Barck  will  come  to  nought. 

For  winde  are  scalding  sighes 

and  secrets  sobbings  prevt: 
Mixt  with  a  clowde  of  stormie  teares 

to  baine  the  Loners  brest. 

Though  Cupid  neare  so  well 

his  beaten  Barck  doe  guie. 
By  fleeing  flats  and  sinking  sandes 

that  in  the  v^llow  lie: 

Yet  those  that  are  a  boarde 

must  erer  stand  in  awe. 
For  cause  a  Bussard  is  their  guide 

not  forcing  any  flawe : 

That  followes  none  aduice, 

but  bluntly  runnes  on  hed. 
As  proode  as  Peacock  over  those 

that  in  his  chaine  are  led. 

Thus  you  may  plainly  see 
that  eche  thing  hath  release 

Of  pensive  paine,  save  Cupids  thralls 
whose  torments  aye  increase. 


A  POORS   PL0U6HMA1I   t*0   A   OBNTLBMAir/FCm 
WUOM  HS  HAD  TAKBIT  ▲  tlTTLB  PAIN E9. 

Your  Culter  cuts  the  soyle  that  earst  wm  iowne 
Your  Harvest  was  forereaped  long  agoe. 


Your  Sickle  sheares  the  Medowe  that  was  mowiie, 
Ere  you  the  toyle  of  Tilmans  trade  did  knowe: 
Good  fayth  you  are  beholding  to  the  man 
That  so  for  you  your  husbandrie  began. 

He  cranes  of  you  no  Situer  for  his  Seede, 
Ne  doth  demaunde  a  penny  for  his  Graine, 
But  if  you  staiiiie  at  any  time  in  needCy 
(Good  Maister)  be  as  bolde  with  him  againe« 
You  can  not  doe  a  greater  pleasure  than 
To  choose  you  such  a  one  to  be  yonr  man. 


TO  HIS  FRIENDB  P.  OP  CODRTIIfG,  TRAUAIUIIG, 
DYSING  AMD  TBlltS. 

To  Hue  in  Court  among  the  True  is  care. 
Is  nothing  there  but  day  lie  diligeuce. 
Nor  cap  nor  knee,  nor  money  must  thou  spare. 
The  Prince  his  Haule  is  place  of  great  ezpence. 

In  rotten  ribbed  Barck  to.  passe  the  Seas 
Tbeforraine  landes  and  straungie  sites  to  see. 
Doth  daunger  dwell :  the  passage  breedes  unease. 
Not  safe  the  soyle,  the  men  unfriendly  bee. 

Admit  thou  see  the  straungest  things  of  all : 
When  eye  is  tumde  the  pleeuwnt  sight  is  gone: 
The  treasure  then  of  traoaile  is  but  small, 
Wherefore  (friende  P.)  let  all  such  toyet  alone. 

To  shake  the  bones  and  cog  the  cralkie  Dice 
To  carde  in  care  of  sodaine  losse  of  Pence, 
Unseemely  is,  and  taken  for  a  vice : 
Unlawfiuil  play  can  haue  no  good  pretence. 

To  band  the  Ball  doth  cause  the  Coine  to  wast 
It  melts  as  Butter  doth  against  the  Sunne, 
Naught  saue  thy  payne,  when  play  doth  cease,  yon 
To  study  then  is  best  when  all  is  donne.       [bast : 
For  studie  stayes  and  brings  a  pleasant  gaine. 
When  play  doth  passe  as  glare  with  gushing  raine. 


THE  LOUER 


DBCLARBS  THAT    VNLKSSB   HE    VTTBR    HIS  SOR- 
ROWES BT  SUTB,  OF  FORCE  HE  DTETH. 

LvKB  as  the  Gunne  that  hath  to  great  a  charge. 
And  Pellet  to  the  Powder  ramde  so  sore. 
As  ney ther  of  both  hath  powre  to  go  at  large. 
Till  shiuerd  flawes  in  sounding  Skies  doe  rore: 

Eoen  so, my  careful!  breast  that  fraughted  is 
With  Cupids  ware,  and  cloide  with  lurching  Loue, 
Unlesse  I  should  disclose  ray  drerinis. 
And  out  of  hande  my  tronUed  thoughts  remone: 

A  sunder  would  my  cumbred  Carcaase  flee. 
The  hart  would  breake  the  ouercbarged  Chase 
Of  pensiue  breast,  and  you  (my  Loue)  should 
Your  iaythfuU  Friend  in  lamentable  case. 

Wherefore  doe  what  you  may  in  gentle  wyes 
The  Gunner  to  assist  in  time  of  neede. 
And  when  you  see  the  Pellet  pierce  the  Skyes* 
And  Powder  make  a  proofe  of  hidden  gleede: 
Rue  on  his  case,  and  seeke  to  quite  his  wo. 
Least  in  short  time  his  Gunne  to  peeces  ^. 
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TO  A  FRIENDE  THAT  WROTE  HIM  THIB  tENTBMCE, 
"  YOURS  ASSURED  TO  THE  DEATH." 

O  PAITHFULL  Friend  tbrise  happie  was  the  fist 
In  so  few  words  to  such  effect  that  wrought: 

0  friendly  hart  a  tbonsand  folke  yblist 

That  hath  conceivde  so  iust  and  ioyfuH  thought. 
As  not  till  death  from  pawned  loue  to  bende 
But  Friend  at  first  and  Friend  to  be  at  ende. 

Wherefore  to  counteruaile  those  wdtdes  of  thine^ 
And  quit  thy  loue  with  faithfiill  hart  againe, 

1  vow  that  I  will  ueuer  once  decline 

A  foote  from  that  I  am  for  losse  or  gaine: 
If  thou  be  mine  "  till  death,"  I  thee  assure 
To  be  thy  Friend  «  as  long:  as  life  shall  dure.*' 


OF  CERTAINE  FLOWERS 

SENT  HIM    BY  HIS  LOUE  VPON  SUSPICION  OP 

CBAUNOE. 

Your  Flowers  for  their  hue 

were  fresh  and  faire  to  see: 
Yet  was  your  meaning  not  so  true 

as  you  it  thought  to  bee. 

In  that  you  sent  me  Bame, 

I  iudge  you  ment  thereby 
That  cleane  extinct  was  all  my  flame 

from  whence  no  sparkes  did  fiie. 

Your  Fenell  did  declare 

(as  simple  men  can  show) 
That  flattrie  in  my  breast  I  bare 

where  friendship  ought  to  grow. 

A  Dasie  doth  es^presse 

great  follie  to  remaine, 
I  speake  it  not  by  roat  or  gessci 

your  meaning  was  so  plaine. 

Roscmarie  put  in  minde 

the  Bayes  weare  out  of  thought : 
And  Loucinydic  came  behinde 

for  Loue  that  long  was  sought. 

Yoilr  Cowslips  did  portend 

that  Care  was  layd  away: 
And  Eglantine  did  make  an  ende 

where  sweete  with  sower  lay : 

A'  though  the  leaues  at  forst 

were  siveete  when  Loue  began: 
But  now  in  proofe  the  pricks  were  curst, 

and  hurtful]  to  the  Man. 


THE  AUH8WERE  TO  THE  lAMBi 

PBRDIE  I  neede  no  Bame 

ne  forced  heate  by  charme, 
To  set  my  burning  breast  in  flame 

whom  Cupids  gleames  do  warme 

On  Bayes  is  my  delight, 
Remembiaunce  is  not  past: 

Though  Daysee  hit  the  nayle  aright 
my  firicndship  aye  shall  last. 


Though  Loue  in  ydle  bee, 

yet  will  I  not  forgoe 
Ne  cast  off  care  as  you  shall  see, 

and  time  the  trouth  shall  showe. 

So  I  may  tast  the  sweete, 

I  force  not  on  the  sowre: 
The  more  is  ioy  when  friends  doe  meete, 

that  Fortune  earst  did  lowre. 

Your  Fenell  failed  quight 
where  such  good  fayth  is  ment: 

For  Bayes  are  onely  my  delight 
though  I  for  Bayes  be  shent 


OF  A  FOXE  THAT  WOULD  EATE  NO 

GRAPES. 

By  fortune  came  a  Foxe, 

where  grue  a  loftie  Vine, 
I  will  no  Grapes  (quoth  hee) 

this  yarde  is  none  of  mine: 
The  Foxe  would  none  bicause  that  hee 
Perceiude  the  highnesse  of  the  Tree. 

So  men  that  Foxlie  are, 

and  long  their  lust  to  haae, 
But  cannot  come*  thereby, 

make  wise  they  would  not  crane; 
Those  subtle  Merchants  will  no  Wine 
Bicause  they  cannot  reach  the  Vine. 


t*^ 


OF  THE  STRAUNGE  COUNTENANCE  OF 
AN  AGED  GENTLEWOMAN. 

It  makes  mee  laugh  a  good  to  see  thee  lowre, 

and  long  to  looken  sad: 
For  when  thy  crabbed  countnance  is  so  sowre, 

thou  art  to  seeming  glad. 
I  blame  not  thee  but  Nature  in  this  case. 
That  mought  bestowde  on  thee  e  better  grace. 


TO  THE  ROUING  FYRAT, 

Thou  winste  thy  wealth  by  warre 

rogodly  way  to  gaine: 
And  in  an  houre  thy  ship  is  sunck 

goods  drownd,  the  Pirat  slaine. 

The  Gunne  is  all  thy  trust, 

it  semes  thy  cruell  foe 
Then  brag  not  on  thy  Canon  shotte 

as  though  there  were  no  mo. 


OF  ONE  THAT  HAD  LITTLE  WtTTB. 

I  THEE  adnise 
If  thou  be  wise 
To  keepe  thy  wit 
Though  it  be  small: 
'TIS  rare  to  get 
And  fkrre  to  fet, 
'Twas  euer  yit 
Dearste  ware  of  all. 
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IN  COMMMNDATION  OF  WIT. 

Wit  farre  exceedeth  wealth. 

Wit  Princely  pompe  excels, 
Wit  better  is  than  Beauties  beames 

Where  Pride  and  Dauoger  dvrels. 

Wit  matcheth  Kingly  Crowne, 

Wit  masters  Witlesse  rage: . 
Wit  rules  the  fonde  affects  of  youth, 

Wit  guides  the  steps  of  Age. 

Wit  wants  no  reasons  skill 

a  faithful!  Friend  to  know: 
Wit  wotes  full  well  the  way  to  Toide 

the  smooth  and  fleering  fo. 

Wit  knowes  what  best  becommes     « 

and  what  unseemely  showes : 
Wit  hath  a  wile  to  ware  the  worst. 

Wit  all  good  fashion  knowes. . 

Since  Wit  by  wisdome  can 

doe  this  and  all  the  rest. 
That  I  imploy  my  painefuU  head 

to  come  by  Wit  is  best. 

Whome  if  I  might  attaine, 

then  Wit  and  I  were  one: 
But  till  time  Wit  and  I  doe  cope, 

I  shall  be  post  alone.  * 


AN  AUMSWBRB  IN  OISPRAY8S  OF  WIT. 

Thb  Wit  you  so  commend 

with  wealth  cannot  compare: 
For  wealth  is  able  Wit  to  win 

when  Wit  is  waxen  bare. 

Wit  hath  no  Beauties  beames, 

to  Kingly  crowne  it  yeeldes: 
Wit  subject  is  to  wilfull  rage, 

Rage  Wit  and  Reason  weeldes. 

Wit  rules  not  witlesse  youth, 

nor  aged  steps  doth  guide: 
Wit  knowes  not  how  to  win  a  friende. 

Wit  is  so  full  of  pride. 

Wit  wots  not  how  to  file 

the  smooth  and  flattering  gest: 
Wit  cannot  well  discern  the  thing 

that  doth  become  it  best. 

t 

Wit  hath  no  wyle  to  ware 

mishap  before  it  fall, 
Wit  knows  not  what  good  fashion  meanes, 

Wit  can  do  naught  at  all. 

Since  Wit  by  wisdome  can 

doe  nothing  as  you  weene. 
If  you  doe  toyle  to  come  by  Wit, 

then  are  you  over  scene. 

Whome  when  you  doe  attaine, 
though  Wit  and  you  seeme  one: 

Yet  Wit  will  to  another  when 
your  backe  is  tumde  and  gone. 


THE  LOUER  TO  CUPID  FOf,  MERCIE, 

DBCLABIMG  HOW  FIRST  HB  BBCAMB  Hit  THRALL, 
WITH  THB  OCCASION  OF  HIS  DEFYING  LOUE, 
AND  NOW  AT  LAST  WHAT  CAV8KD  HIM  T» 
CONUBRT. 

0  MIGHTIB  Lord  of  Loue 
Dame  Venus  onely  ioy 

Whose  Princely  powre  doth  farre  surmount 
all  other  heavenly  Roy: 

1  that  haue  swarvde  thy  lawes 

and  wandred  farre  astray : 
Haue  now  returnd  to  thee  againe 
thy  statutes  to  obay. 

And  so  thou  wouldst  vouchsafe 

to  let  me  pleade  for  grace: 
I  would  before  thy  Barre  declare 

a  sielie  Loners  case. 

I  would  depaint  at  fnll 

how  flrst  I  was  thy  man: 
And  show  to  thee  what  was  the  cause 

that  I  from  Cupid  ran. 

And  how  I  haue  since  that 

yspent  my  wearie  time: 
As  1  shall  tell,  so  thou  shalt  here 

declarde  in  doolefuU  rime. 

In  greene  and  tender  age 

(my  Lorde)  till  xviii  yeares, 
I  spent  my  time  as  fitted  youth 

in  scbole  among  my  Feeres. 

As  then  no  beard  at  all 

was  growne  upon  my  Chin, 
Which  well  approoude  that  mans  estate 

I  was  not  entred  in. 

I  neede  not  tell  the  names 

of  Authors  which  1  read. 
Of  Proes  and  Verse  we  had  ynougl^ 

to  fine  the  dullest  head. 

But  I  was  chiefly  bent 

to  Poets  famous  Art, 
To  them  with  all  my  devor  I 

my  studie  did  conuert. 

Where  when  I  had  with  ioy 

yspent  my  time  a  while: 
The  reast  rcfusde,  I  gave  me  whole 

To  Nasos  noble  stile. 

Whole  volumes  when  I  saw 

with  pleasant  stories  fright: 
In  him  (I  say)  above  the  rest 

I  laide  my  whole  delight 

What  should  I  here  reherse 

with  base  and  barraine  Pen, 
The  lincked  tales  and  filed  stuSe 

that  1  perused  then  ? 

In  fine  it  was  my  loare 

upon  that  part  to  light 
Wherein  he  teacheth  youth  to  loue^ 

and  women  win  by  slight. 

Which  Treatise  when  I  bad 

with  iudging  eie  suruayde: 
At  last  I  found  thy  Qodly  ktnd« 

and  Princely  powre  displayde^ 
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f>f  Cupid  bU  that  Booke 

and  of  his  raigne  did  ring» 
The  Poet  there  of  Veni^s  did 

in  sagred  Dittie  nog. 

There  read  1  of  thy  shafts 

And  of  thy  golden  Bow, 
Thy  shafts  which  by  their  diners  heads 

their  diners  kindes  did  show. 

I  saw  how  by  thy  force 

thott  madest  men  to  stoope: 

And  grisely  Sods  by  secret  slight 
and  Deuilish  Imps  to  droope. 

There  were  depainted  plaine 
thy  quick  and  qaiver  wings, 

And  what  so  else  doth  touch  thy  powre 
there  Ovid  sweetely  sings. 

There  1  thy  conquests  sawe 

and  many  a  noble  spoyle: 
With  names  anoexed  to  the  same 

of  such  as  had  the  foyle. 

There  Matrones  marcht  along 

and  Maydens  in  their  roe. 
Both  Faunes  and  Satyrs  there  I  saw 

with  Neptunes  troupe  also. 

With  other  thousands  else 
Which  Naso  there  doth  write. 

But  not  my  Pen  or  barraine  skull 
is  able  to  recite. 

O  mightie  Prince  (quoth  I) 

of  such  a  fearefull  force, 
How  blest  were  I,  so  thou  of  mee 

would  daine  to  take  remorce? 

And  choose  mee  for  thy  thrall 

among  the  rest  to  bee. 
That  liue  in  hope  and  seme  in  tmst 

as  waged  men  to  thee? 

With  that  (thy  Godhead  knowes) 
thou  garste  a  friendly  looke: 

And  (though  unworthie  such  a  place) 
mee  to  thy  seruice  tooke. 

In  token  I  was  thine 

1  had  a  badge  of  Blue 
With  Sables  set,  and  charge  withall 

that  I  should  aye  be  true. 

Thou  badste  me  follow  Hope 
who  tho  thy  Ensigne  bare. 

And  so  I  might  not  doe  amisse, 
thus  didst  thy  selfe  declare. 

Then  who  reioyst  but  1  ? 

who  thought  himselfe  yblest  ? 
That  was  in  Cupids  seruice  plastt    - 

as  braucJy  as  the  best? 

And  thus  in  lustie  youth 

I  gruc  to  be  your  thrall. 
And  was  (I  witnesse  of  thy  Dame) 

right  well  content  withalL 

But  nowe  I  minde  to  showe 

(as  promise  was  to  doe) 
How  first  I  fled  thy  Tents,  and  why 

thy  campe  I  did  forgoe. 


When  I  had  been  retainde 

well  nigh  a  yeare  or  more. 
And  serude  in  place  of  wage  and  meade 

as  is  the  Souldiours  lore : 

I  channst  by  hap  to  cast 

my  floting  eyes  awrie. 
And  so  a  Dame  of  passing  shape 

my  fortune  was  to  spie. 

On  whom  Dame  Nature  thought 

such  beautie  to  bestowe, 
As  she  had  neuer  framde  before 

as  proufe  did  Jplaynely  showe. 

On  hir  I  gazde  a  whyle 

till  use  of  sense  was  fled : 
And  colour  paper  white  before 

was  woxen'Scarlet  red. 

I  felt  the  kindled  spark^s 

to  flashing  flames  to  growe; 
And  so  on  sodaine  I  did  loue 

the  Wight  I  did  not  knowe. 

Then  to  thy  Pallacc  I 

with  frowarde  foote  did  run. 
And  what  I  saide,  I  minde  it  yet, 

for  thus  my  tale  begun. 

0  noble  Sir  (quoth  I) 
this  is  your  free  assent 

1  should  pursue  a  Game  unknowne 
within  your  stately  Tent? 

If  so  (quoth  I)  thou  wilt, 

and  giTste  the  same  in  charge: 

I  mynde  of  all  my  brydled  lust 
to  let  the  Raynes  at  laige. 

Then  Hope  did  prick  me  forth 

and  bad  mee  be  of  cheere: 
Who  said  I  should  within  a  while 

subdue  my  Noble  Feere. 

He  counselde  me  to  shun 

no  dreadful!  danngers  place, 
But  follow  him  who  Banner  bore 

unto  your  Noble  grace. 

He  would  maintaine  my  right 

and  further  aye  my  cause, 
And  bannish  all  dispaire  that  grewe 

by  frowarde  Fortunes  flawes. 

Tis  Cupids  will  (quoth  hee) 

our  Maister  and  our  Lorde 
That  thou  with  manly  hart  and  hande 

Shouldst  lay  the  Barck  aborde. 

She  shall  not  choose  but  yeelde 

the  fruite  for  passed  paines: 
For  shee  is  one  of  Cupids  thralls, 

and  bound  in  Venus  Chaines. 

Thinkst  thou  our  maister  will 

his  servant  live  in  woe? 
No  not  for  all  his  Golden  darts 

ne  yet  his  crooked  Bo  we. 

Wherefore  with  Inckie  Mart 

giue  charge  unto  the  Wight : 
Take  Speare  in  hande,  and  Targe  on  arme, 

and  doe  with  courage  fight. 
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With  that  I  armde  me  wdl 

as  fits  a  warring  man, 
And  to  the  place  of  firieodly  fight 

with  lustie  foote  I  ran. 

My  Foe  was  there  before 

I  came  unto  the  fielde^ 
I  thought  Bellona  had  bene  there 

or  Pallas  with  hir  thidde. 

So  well  sbee  was  heset 
with  Plate  and  pri^ie  Maile 

As  for  my  life  my  limber  Launee 
might  not  a  whit  preuaile. 

Yet  naytbelesse  with  Speare 
and  Shielde,  we  fought  a  space : 

And  last  of  all  we  tooke  our  Bowet 
and  Arrowes  from  the  case. 

'nien  Dartes  we  gan  to  fling 
in  wide  and  weightlesse  Skies: 

And  then  the  fiercest  fight  of  all 
and  combat  did  arise. 


Instead  of  shirering  shafts, 
light  louing  lookes  we  cast. 

And  there  I  founde  my  selfe  to  weake 
hir  Arrowes  went  so  fast. 

But  one  above  the  reast 
did  cleave  my  breast  so  fiirre, 

As  downe  it  went,  where  lay  my  bait, 
and  there  it  gave  a  jarre. 

So  cruel  was  the  stroke, 
so  sodaine  eke  the  woande. 

As  by  the  fearefnll  force  1  fell 
into  a  senselesse  sounde. 

Thus  having  no  refuge 
to  quite  my  selfe  from  death: 

I  made  a  vowe  to  loue  hir  well 
whilst  Lungs  should  lende  me  breath. 

And  since  that  time  I  have 

endeuorde  with  my  might 
To  win  hir  lone,  but  naught  preuailes 

shee  wayes  it  not  a  Mite. 

Sbee  scorns  my  yeelding  hart 

not  forcing  on  my  best: 
But  by  disdaine  of  clowdy  browe 

doth  further  my  unrest. 

Yet  ruthlesse  though  she  were, 

and  frlrsed  foil  of  y  re : 
I  lovde  hir  well  as  hart  could  think, 

or  woman  might  desire. 

I  sought  to  frame  my  speech 
and  countnance  in  such  sort. 

As  she  my  coaert  hart  might  see 
bjr  shewe  of  outward  port. 

To  Troilus  halfe  so  true 

unto  his  Creside  was 
And  I  to  hir,  who  for  hir  fince 

did  Trojan  Creside  passe. 

At  length  when  Reason  saw 

mee  sotted  so  in  loue 
As  I  ne  wouldi  ne  might  ^t  all 

my  foncie  thence  remoue: 


TUSBSaVILE'S  POEMS. 


She  cause  hir  Tmmpe  be  blowae 

to  cyte  hir  servaunts  all 
Into  the  place,  by  whose  adniae 

I  might  be  rid  from  thrall. 

Then  Plato  first  appeaide 

with  sage  and  solemne  sawes: 
And  in  his  hande  a  golden  booke 

of  good  and  Greekish  lawes. 

Whose  honnie  mouth  such  wise 

and  weightie  wordes  did  tell : 
Gainst  thee  and  all  thy  troupe  at 

as  Reason  lykte  it  welt 

When  Platoes  tale  was  done, 

then  TuUie  prest  in  place: 
Whose  filed  toogiM  with  sogre4  »^1kff 

would  good  a  simple  case. 

With  open  mouth  1  heaid 

and  jawes  ystrecht  awyde. 
How  bee  gainst  Venus  deailings  all 

and  Cupids  captiues  cryde. 

Then  Plutarche  gan  to  preache 

and  by  examples  prove. 
That  thousand  miachiefes  Were  piociitd* 

by  meane  of  guilefoll  loue. 

Whole  Cities  brought  to  spoyle, 
and  R^almes  to  shamefoll  sack: 

Where  Kings  and  Rulers  good  advio« 
by  meane  of  Loue  did  lack. 

* 

Next  Plutarch,  Senec  came, 

seuere  in  all  his  sawes; 
Who  cleane  defide  your  wanton  tricks, 

and  scornde  your  childish  lawei. 

I  neede  not  name  the  reast 

that  stoode  as  then  in  place: 
But  thousandes  more  there  were  that  sought 

your  Godhead  to  defoce. 

When  all  the  Hall  was  hosht, 

and  Sages  all  had  donae: 
Then  Reason  that  in  iudgement  sat* 

hir  skilfull  talke  begonne. 

Oramercie  Friends  (qooth  sbee) 

your  counsell  likes  me  well : 
But  now  lend  eare  to  Reasons  woidee 

and  listen  what  1  telL 

What  madnesse  may  be  mora 

than  such  a  Lorde  to  haoe, 
Who  makes  the  chiefetaine  of  his  bande 

a  ruke  aud  raskall  slave? 

Who  woonted  is  to  yeelde 

in  recompense  of  peine? 
A  ragged  recompense  God  wote 

that  turnes  to  meere  disdaine? 

Who  gladly  would  eusue 

a  Conduct  that  is  blinde? 
Or  thrall  himselfo  to  such  a  one 

as  showes  himselfe  unkinde  ? 

What  Ploughman  wouk!  be  glad 

to  sowe  bis  seede  for  gaine, 
And  reape  when  Harvest  time  comes  om 

but  trauaile  for  his  peine? 
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What  oiadniftD  might  eadiune 
to  watch  and  ward  for  nought  ? 

To  ride,  to  runne,  and  laat  to  loose 
the  recompense  he  jBought? 

To  waste  the  day  in  wo, 

and  restless  night  in  care^ 
And  haue  in  stead  of  better  foode 

but  sobbing  for  his  fare} 

To  bleare  his  eies  with  brine 

and  salted  teares  yihend: 
To  force  his  feinting  flesh  to  fade, 

his  colour  pale  and  dead  ? 

And  to  fordoe  with  carke 
his  wretched  witherde  hart? 

And  so  to  breede  his  bitter  baJa 
and  hatch  his  deadly  fmart? 

I  speake  it  to  this  fine» 

that  plainely  might  appera 
Cupidos  craft  and  guilefoll  guise 

to  him  that  standeth  here. 

Whose  eies  with  fancies  mist 
and  errors  dowdes  are  dim^ 

By  meane  that  bee  in  Venus  lake 
and  Copids  goulfe  doth  swim. 

And  hath  by  sodaine  sight 

of  unacquainted  shape 
So  fixt  his  harty  as  hope  is  past 

for  euer  to  escape. 

Unlesse  to  these  mj  wordes 

a  listning  eare  he  lende: 
Which  oft  are  woont  the  Louers  minde 

and  iansie  to  offende. 

But  he  that  would  his  health 

sowre  Sirops  must  assay: 
For  erie  griefe  hath  cure  againe 

by  cleane  repugnaunt  way. 

And  who  so  mindes  to  quite 

and  rid  himselfe  from  wo, 
Must  seeke  in  iioke  for  to  remoor* 

the  thing  that  hurts  him  so. 

For  longer  that  it  lastes 

it  frets  the  &rder  in 
Untill  it  growe  to  curelesse  mainf 

by  passing  fell  and  skin. 

The  Pyne  that  beares  bis  head 

up  to  the  haughtie  skie. 
Would  well  haue  been  remoovde  at  first 

as  daylie  proofe  doth  trie : 

Which  now  no  force  of  man 

nor  engine  may  subvart: 
So  wide  tbe  creeping  rootes  are  run 

by  Natures  subtle  Art: 

So  Loue  by  slender  sleight 

and  little  paine  at  furst 
Would  have  beene  stopt,  but  hardly  now 

though  thou  wouldst  do  thy  wursL 

The  woonted  saw  is  tnie, 

shun  Lone,  and  Loue  will  flee. 

But  follow  Loue  and  spite  thy  uuse 
then  Loue  will  follow  thee. 


And  though  such  graflfed  thoughts 

on  sodaine  may  not  die, 
Ne  be  forgone;  yet  processe  shall 

their  forther  growth  destrie. 

No  Giaunt  for  his  lyfe 

can  cleaue  a  knarrie  okef 
Though  be  wouM  seeke  to  doo  bis  wurst 

and  utmost  at  a  stroke. 

But  let  the  meanest  man  * 
have  space  to  fell  him  downe. 

And' he  will  make  him  bende  bis  bead 
and  bring  his  boughes  to  grownde. 

No  force  of  falling  sbowre 
can  pierce  the  Marble-stone, 

As  will  the  often  drops  of  raina 
that  from  the  gutters  gone : 

Wherefore  thou  retchlesse  man 

my  couiiseil  witb  the  mo 
Is,  that  thou  peecemeale  do  expell 

the  loue  that  paines  thee  so. 

Renounce  the  place  where  sbee 
doth  make  sojoume  and  stay : 

Force  not  hir  trayning  truthlesie  eies, 
but  tume  thy  face  away. 

Thinke  that  the  hurtfull  hooke 

is  couerde  with  such  baite: 
And  that  in  such  a  pleasant  plot 

the  Seipent  lurkes  in  waite. 

Waie  well  his  scornefull  cheere, 
and  thinke  shee  seekes  thy  spoyle : 

And  though  thy  conquest  were  atcbivde 
may  not  acquite  thy  toyle: 

Not  ydle  see  thou  bee, 

take  aye  sonie  chaiige  in  hande: 
And  quickly  shalt  thou  quench  the  flame 

of  carelesse  €upids  brende. 

For  what  (I  pray  you)  bred 

iSEgistus  foule  defieune? 
And  made  him  spoken  of  so  yll  ? 

what  put  him  to  the  shame? 

What  forste  the  Foole  to  loue 

his  beastly  ydle  lyfe 
Was  cause  that  he  besotted  was 

of  Agajnemnous  Wyfe. 

If  he  had  fought  in  field 

encountring  with  his  Foe, 
On  stately  steede,  or  else  on  footc 

with  glave  had  gioen  the  bloe : 

If  he  that  Lecher  lewde 

had  warlick  walles  assailde 
With  Cannon  shot,  or  bownsing  Ramme 

his  fenced  enmies  quailde : 

He  had  not  felt  such  force 

of  vile  and  beastly  sin, 
Cupidos  shafts  had  fallen  short 

if  he  had  busie  bin. 

What  Myrrha  made  to  loue, 

or  Byblos  to  desire 
To  quench  the  heate  of  hungrie  lust 

and  flames  of  filthy  fire? 


Cos 

What  Canace  eofSarede 

to  frie  with  frantick  brandet. 
In  tort  as  ap  to  yeelde  hir  idfe 

onto  hir  brothers  handes? 


And  other  thousand  mo 

of  whom  the  Poeli  wright? 
Nought  else  (good  Ikyth)  bat  for  they  had 

in'  ydle  thoughts  delight. 

♦ 

They  spent  their  youthiull  yeares 

in  fonle  and  filthie  trade. 
They  busied  not  their  ydle  braines 
but  God  of  Pleasure  made. 

Wherefore  If  thou  (I  say) 

dost  couet  to  avoide 
That  bedlam  Boyes  decdtfoU  Bows 

that  others  hath  anoyde: 

Escbewe  the  ydle  life, 

flee,  flee  from  doing  nought: 
For  neuer  was  their  ydle  braine 

but  bred  an  ydle  thought. 

And  when  those  stormes  are  past 

and  clowdes  remoovde  away: 
I  know  thoQ  wilt  no  Reason  think 

and  minde  the  wordes  I  say. 

Which  are:  that  lone  is  roote 

and  onely  crop  of  care. 
The  bodies  foe,  the  harts  annoy, 

and  cause  of  pleasures  rare* 

The  sicknesse  of  the  minde, 

the  Fountaine  of  unrest: 
The  goulfe  of  guile,  the  pit  of  paine, 

of  griefe  the  hollow  Chest 

A  fierie  frost,  a  flanie 

that  frozen  is  with  ise, 
A  heavie  burthen  light  to  beare, 

A  Vertue  fraught  with  Vice. 

It  is  a  warlike  peace, 

a  safetie  set  in  dred, 
A  deepe  diipaire  annext  to  hope, 

a  famine  that  is  fed. 

Sweete  poyson  for  his  taste, 

a  Porte  Charybdis  leeke, 
A  Scylla  for  his  safetie  thought, 

a  Lyon  that  is  meeke. 

And  (by  my  Crown  I  sweare) 

the  longer  thou  dost  loue, 
The  longer  shalt  thou  line  a  Thrall 

as  tract  of  time  will  proue. 

Wherefore  retire  in  haste 
and  speede  thee  home  agaioe. 

And  pardned  shall  thy  trespasne  bee, 
and  thou  exempt  from  palue. 

Take  Reason  for  thy  guide 

as  thou  hast  done  of  yore: 
And  spite  of  Loue  thou  shalt  not  loue 

ne  be  a  thrall  no  more. 

Repaire  to  Platoes  schoole 

and  Tullies  true  aduice : 
Let  Plutarch  be  and  Seneca 

thy  teachers  to  be  wise. 


TURBERVILE'S  POEBIS. 


This  long  and  learned  tale 

had  broosed  so  my  br^ioe; 
As  I  forthwith  to  Reason  ran 

and  gave  thee  up  in  plaine. 

Fie,  fie  on  Lone  qnoth  f, 

I  now  peroeiue  his  craft : 
For  Reason  hath  declarde  at  large 

how  hee  my  ftvedome  raft, 

I  see  his  promise  is 

forre  feyrer  than  his  pay: 
1  finde  how  Cupid  bleanie  mine  eies, 

and  made  me  run  astray. 

I  wote  how  hnngrie  Hope 

hath  led  me  by  the  lip. 
And  made  me  mone  an  endlesse  sufte 

well  worth  an  oken  chip. 

Hee  trainde  mee  all  by  trust, 
I  ferde  as  Hounde  at  hatch: 

The  lesser  fraite  1  foonde,  the  moie 
I  was  procurde  to  watch. 

Thus  (mightie  Loide)  I  left 
thy  lawes  and  statutes  strong 

For  rayling  Reasons  trifling  talke 
and  offisri  thee  a  wrong. 

But  now  Dame  Venus  knowes, 
and  thou  hir  sonne  canst  tell 

That  I  within  my  couert  hart 
doe  loue  thee  passing  well. 

Now  folly  bent  to  he 
(so  thou  wilt  cleane  put  out 

Of  minde  my  passed  injuries) 
thy  man  and  souldier  stout: 

Prest  to  ohey  thy  will 

and  neuer  swanre  againe. 
As  long  as  Venus  is  ot  force 

and  thou  shalt  keepe  thy  Raigne. 

I  weigh  not  Tullies  tale, 

ne  prating  Platoes  talke: 
Let  Plutarch  Touch  what  Plutarch  can« 

let  skur^ey  Senec  walke. 

Olde  Quid  will  I  reade, 
whose  pleasant  wit  doth  passe 

The  reast,  as  far  as  stubbonie  Stede 
excells  the  brickie  Glasse. 


In  him  thy  deedes  of  Armes 
and  manly  Marts  appeere. 

In  him  thy  stately  spoyles  are 
as  in  a  Mirrour  deere. 


Thy  mothers  prayse  and  thine 

in  him  are  to  be  founde. 
For  conquests  which  you  had  in  heaui 

and  here  by  low  on  grounde. 

Forgiue  my  former  guilt, 

forget  my  passed  toyes: 
And  graunt  I  may  aspire  againe 

unto  my  woonted  ioyes. 

If  euer  man  did  loue 

or  serue  in  better  steade. 
Then  shape  my  wages  to  the  same 

and  doe  restraine  my  meede. 
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But  80  I  fight  10  fielde 

aa  fiercely  av  the  best : 
1  hope  that  then  yoar  Godhead  will 

reward  me  with  the  rest. 


AFTER  MISADVENTURES  COME  GOOD 

HAPS. 

I  NBUER  thought  but  this  that  luck  in  fine 
Would  to  my  will  and  fansie  well  incline. 
For  daylie  proofe  doth  make  an  open  show 
That  common  course  of  things  would  have  it  so. 
When  stormie  clouds  from  darkned  skyes  are  fled. 
Then  Phcebus  sbewes  his  gay  and  goklen  hed. 
His  princely  pride  appeeres  when  showres  are  past, 
And  after  day  the  night  ensues  as  fast. 
When  winter  hath  his  trembling  carkas  showne. 
And  with  his  frostie  foote  the  spring  down  throwne. 
Then  in  leapes  JEstas  gay  with  gladsome  gleames 
That  harvest  brings  and  dries  up  winter  streamer. 
The  Barck  that  broylde  in  rough  and  churlish  Seas 
At  length  doth  reach  a  Port  and  place  of  ease. 
The  wailefull  warre  in  time  <)och  yeelde  to  peace. 
The  Lamms  lowde  and  Trumpets  sounde  doth 

cease: 
Thus  may  we  see  that  chaunce  is  full  of  cbaunge^ 
And  Fortune  feedes  on  foode  that  is  full  straunge> 
Wherefore  doe  not  dispaire  thou  louing  Wight, 
For  Seas  doe  ebbe  and  How  by  Natures  might : 
From  worse  to  good  our  haps  are  chaunged  oft, 
And  basest  things  sometimes  are  raysde  alofh 
So  Oods  would  have,  and  Fortune  doth  agpree. 
Which  proofb  appeeres  and  is  exprest  by  mee. 


TO  HIS  LQUE 

THAT  GOIVTROLOE  HIS  UOOGB  FOR  FAWNISG  ON 

HIR. 

In  deede  (my  Deare)  you  wrong  my  Dog  in  this 
And  s1)ew  your  selfe  to  be  of  crabbed  kinde. 
That  will  not  let  my  fawning  whelp  'to  kisse 
You  first,  that  faine  would  shew  hys  Maisters 

minde: 
A  Mastife  were  more  fit  for  such  a  one. 
That  can  not  let  hir  Loners  dog  alone. 

He  in  his  kinde  for  mee  did  seeme  to  sue. 
That  earst  did  stande  so  highly  in  your  grace, 
His  Maisters  minde  the  wittie  Spanell  knewe. 
And  thought  his  woonted  Mistresse  was  in  place: 
But  now  at  last  (good  faith)  I  plainely  see 
That  Dogs  more  wise  than  women  friendly  bee. 

Wherefore  since  you  so  cruelly  entreate 
My  whelp,  not  forcing  of  his  fawning  cheere. 
You  shew  your  selfe  with  pride  to  be  repleate. 
And  to  your  Friend  your  nature  doth  appeere: 
The  Prouerbe  olde  is  verifide  in  you, 
Looe  mee  and  loue  my  Dog,  and  so  adoe. 

Both  I  and  hee  that  siely  Bfeast  sustaine 
For  louing  well  and  bearing  foithfull  harts, 
Dcspitous  checks,  and  rigorous  disdaine. 
Where  both  hath  well  deserued  for  our  parts, 

T0&«  II. 


For  Friendship  I,  for  ofired  sentice  hee, 

And  yet  thou  oeyther  loouste  the  Dog  nor  mee. 


VPON  TUB  DEATH  OF  THE  AFORENAMED  DAMS 
ELIXABBTU  ARHUNOLE  OF  CORNEWAU.. 

What  Tongue  can  tell  the  wo  ? 

what  Pen  expresse  the  plaint? 
Unlesse  the  Muses  helpe  at  neede 

I  feel  my  wittes  to  filint* 

Yee  that  frequent  the  hJUet 

and  highest  Holtes  of  all, 
Assist  mee  with  yourskilfull  Sullies 

and  listen  when  I  call. 

And  Phcebus,  thou  that  first 

amidst  the  learned  route. 
Doe  way  thy  Bowe,  and  reach  thy  Lute 

and  say  to  sounde  it  oute. 

Helpe  (learned  Pallas)  helpe 

to  write  the  fhtall  fall 
Of  hir,  whose  lyfe  deserues  to  be 

a  Mirrour  to  us  all. 

Whose  Parents  were  of  fame 

as  Leyster  well  can  showe: 
Where  they  in  worship  long  had  liude, 

with  yeares  did  worship  growe. 

Of  worship  was  the  house 

from  whence  she  tooke  hir  line: 
And  shee  a  Dannat  by  discent 

to  worship  did  incline. 

What  neede  I  pen  the  prayse ' 

of  hir  that  liude  so  well. 
That  of  it  selfe  doth  yeelde  a  sounde 

we  neede  not  ring  the  Bell. 

Whilst  Dannat  did  ensue 

Diana  in  the  race, 
A  truer  Nymph  than  Dannat  was 

was  neuer  earst  in  place. 

With  Beautie  so  adrest 

with  Vertue  so  adornde: 
Was  not  that  more  imbraste  the- good 

nor  at  the  wicked  scomde. 

When  fleeing  Fame  with  Trumpe 

and  blasted  brute  had  broi^t 
This  Dannats  thewes  to  Courtlike  earet 

(which  Dannat  neuer  sought) 

To  Court  she  was  procorde 

on  Princesse  to  attende: 
A  seruice  fit  for  such  a  one 

hir  flowring  yeares  to  spende. 

Where  when  she  had  remaynde 

and  serude  the  Princesse  well. 
Not  rashly  but  with  good  aduico 

to  lunos  yoke  shee  fell. 

A  Woulfe  by  hap  espide 

this  sielie  Lambe  in  place, 
And  thought  hir  fittest  for  his  pray: 

not  gastly  was  his  face. 
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Not  Woulflike  were  his  eyes* 

ne  barrish  was  bis  voyce : 
Nor  such  as  Lambes  might  feare  to  beare 

but  rather  might  reioyce. 

A  heart  not  bent  to  bate 

or  y adding  pray  to  spill: 
Unto  Licaon  farre  vnlike 

whose  pleasure  was  to  kilL 

Arhundle  was  his  name, 

his  stock  of  great  discent: 
Whose  predecessors  all  their  liues 

in  Vertues  path  had  spJent. 

Hee  not  vnlike  the  rest 

behaude  him  selfe  so  well. 
As  he  in  fine  became  a  Knight^ 

so  to  bis  share  it  fell*  ' 

Thus  was  this  Ladie  fast 

conioynde  in  sacred  knot: 
Whose  prime  and  tender  yeres  were  spent 

deuoyde  of  slaunders  blot. 

The  match  no  sooner  made, 

when  manage  rites  were  donne : 

But  Daniiat  ranne  hir  race  as  right 
as  she  hir  course  begooue. 

And  sooth  it  is,  she  Hude 

in  wioely  bond  so  well, 
As  she  from  CoUatinus  wife 

of  Chastice  bore  the  bclL 

Vlyises  wife  did  blush 

to  h«are  of  Dannats  prayse: 
Admetus  Make  (the  good  Alcest) 

did  yeelde  vp  all  hir  Kayes. 

The  Greeks  might  take  in  griefe 

of  such  a  one  to  h«9ere. 
Who  for  hir  well  desenied  fhme 

could  haue  no  Greekish  Pisere. 

Thus  roanie  ycares  were  spent 

with  good  and  soothfast  life, 
Twixt  ArburMlle  that  worthie  Knight 

and  his  approued  wife. 

Of  whome  such  Iropes  did  spring, 

such  Aruite  began  to  grow. 
Such  issue  did  proceede  as  we 

them  by  their  braunches  know. 

The  Oke  will  yeelde  no  grapes, 
the  Vine  will  beare  no  Hawes: 

Ech  thing  must  follow  kindely  coarse 
by  Natures  fixed  lawes. 

Euen  so  that  worthie  Tree 

such  fruite  is  seene  to  beare. 
As  yet  commends  the  withred  stocks 

and  them  to  Welkin  reare. 

Thus  did  they  Hue  in  ioy, 

till  chaunce  and  spitefull  death 

These  louing  Turtles  did  deuide 
and  reft  the  Cock  his  breath. 


Then  first  the  bale  began, 
then  black  attire  came  on: 

And  Dannats  dreerie  doole  was 
with  neuer  stinting  iQone. 

Nought  might  hir  sorrow  swage, 
but  sti^l  she  did  bewaile 

The  Cind(  rs  of  hir  seuerd  Make 
with  teares  of  none  auaile. 


Seuen  yeares  she  spent  In  wo 

refusing  otlier  Make: 
For  such  is  Turtles  kinde  you  knoir 

they  will  none  other  take. 

I  doubt  where  Dido  fealt 

the  like  tormenting  ra^e. 
When  that  the  guileful  Guest  was 

that  layde  his  fayth  to  gage. 

This  Dannats  vertues  were 

so  rife  and  eke  so  rare. 
As  few  with  hir  fur  honest  life 

and  wisedome  might  compare. 

Minerua  did  soiourne 

within  that  wifely  brest: 
Hir  deedes  declarde  that  in  hir  bead 

Dame  Pallas  was  a  guest. 

But  what  we  couet  most 

or  chiefest  holde  in  price, 
With  greedie  gi'ipe  of  darting  death 

is  reaued  with  a  trice. 

The  cruell  Sisters  three 

were  alt  in  one  agreede. 
To  let  the  spindle  runiie  no  more 

but  shrid  the  faUli  threede. 

Aiid  Fortune,  (to  expresse 

what  swing  and  sway  she  bare) 

Allowde  them  leane  to  vse  their  fbroe 
vpon  this  Jewell  rare. 

Thus  hath  the  Welkin  wnnne, 

and  we  a  losse 'gustainde : 
Thus  hath  hir  corse  a  Vaute  found  out, 

hir  sprite  the  Hcauens  gainde. 

Since  sobbing  will  not  serae, 

ne  shedding  teares  anaile 
To  bring  the  soule  to  corps  againe 

his  olde  and  woonted  Gaile: 

Leaue  off  to  bath  hir  stone 

with  Niobs  teares  to  long. 
For  thou  Shalt  aide  hir  nought  at  all 

but  put  thy  selfe  to  wrongs 

Wish  that  bir  soule  may  reach 
the  place  fi-om  whence  it  came: 

And  shee  be  guerdond  for  hir  life 
with  neuer  dying  fiune. 

For  sure  she  well  deserude 

to  bane  hnmortall  prayse. 
And  laud  more  light  than  clearest  suniie 

or  Phoebus  golden  rayte. 

If  ought  my  blender  skill 

or  writing  were  of  powre. 
No  processe  of  ingrateftill  time 

bir  Vertues  should  deuour. 
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USPKATfB  OF  WOMBir  THAT  ALLURB  AMD 

MOT. 

When  >o  jtm  rew  in  Vewc 

and  Poets  rimes  the  prayse, 
Of  Lncrece  aud  Vlysses  wife 

so  fiimoas  in  their  dayes: 

When  Hippo  comes  by  bap 

or  good  Alcest  yfeare, 
And  other  some  that  by  desert 

with  fame  renowmed  weare, 

Then  yoo  with  hastie  doome 

and  rashfuU  sentence  straight. 
Will  vaunt  that  women  in  that  age 

were  all  with  Veitue  fraigfat. 

And  for  those  fewe  that  liude 

in  wiuely  bonde  so  well : 
You  will  esteeme  the  reast  by  those 

that  onely  bare  the  bell. 

But  follow  sound  aduice, 

let  eche  receyue  bir  doome,  « 

As  eche  in  vertue  did  surmouor 

or  sit  in  highest  ruome. 

So  cleane  was  neuer  seede 

y sifted,  but  aro^g 
For  all  their  paynei  were  weedes  that  grew 

to  put  the  graine  to  wrong. 

That  troupe  of  honest  Dames 

those  Orisels  all  are  gone: 
No  Lucrece  now  is  left  aliue, 

ne  Cleopatra  none. 

Those  dayes  are  all  3rpast, 

that  date  is  fleeted  by : 
They  myrrors  were  Dame  Nature  made, 

hir  skilfuU  hande  to  try. 

Now  coorse  of  kinde  exchaungde 

doth  yeelde  a  worser  graine. 
And  women  in  these  latter  yeares 

those  modest  Matrons  staine. 

Deceite  in  their  delight,' 

great  fraude  in  friendly  lookes: 
They  spoyle  the  fish  for  friendships  sake 

that  honer  on  their  HooKes. 

They  buie  the  bayte  to  deare 

that  so  their  freedome  lose : 
And  they  the  mor^  deceitfull  are 

that  so  can  craft  and  glose. 

With  beautie  to  allure, 

and  murder  with  disdaine: 
What  more  may  be  gainst  womens  kind 

where  ruth  of  right  should  raigne  ? 

So  Memphite  Crocodile 

(as  we  in  Poets  fine) 
Where  Nylus  with  his  seuenfold  streama 

to  Seaward  doth  incline. 

« 

With  truthlesse  tricking  teares 

and  lamentable  sound. 
The  sidy  beast  with  pitie  mooude 

doth  cruelly  co|kfoand. 


lOUM 


So  J^armaides  in  the  floud 

and  Syrens  sweetely  sing. 
Till  they  the  musing  Mariner 

to  speedie  late  doe  bring. 

Now  Helen  for  hir  traine 

with  Dian  may  compare: 
Such  sundrie  Helens  now  are  found, 

and  Dians  Nymphes  so  rare. 

a 

Who  if  by  craft  espie 

thy  Senses  once  to  bende, 
And  bow  by  Cupids  subtile  breach 

that  burning  gleames  doth  sende: 

Then  will  they  seeke  in  bast . 

by  force  of  friendly  blinck. 
And  wrested  looke  into  the  breast 

their  beauties  shape  to  siuck. 

Which  if  be  brought  to  passe, 
then  haoe  they  their  desire : 

And  standing  farre  doe  smile  to  see 
the  flaming  of  the  fire. 

Then  looke  they  on  a  loofe,     ' 

and  neuer  once  repaire  < 
To  ende  the  strife  that  they  haue  sthrdo 

twixt  Loaer  and  Dispaiie, 

As  shepheiides  when  Chey  see 

the  Ganders  foe  in  snare 
Reioyce,  that  from  their  foldet  of  late 

their  siely  cattle  bare: 

Or  Boy  that  knowes  the  Foule 

to  be  in  pithole  caught,     *" 
That  woonted  was  to  steale  the  stale 

and  set  the  snare  at  naught:  >, 

So  wily  women  woont 
•  to  laugh,  when  so  they  spie 
The  loukig  Wight  ytrainde  by  trust 
in  point  and  pinch  to  die.> 

But  if  snob  chauntie  doe  chaance 

(as  often  chaunce  we  see) 
The  fish  that  earst  was  hangde  on  Hooke 

by  better  chaunce  be  free. 

If  he' by  happie  hap 

doe  cast  off  Cupids  yoke. 
Not  setting  of  hir  Loue  a  Leeke 

that  gaue  the  cmell  stroke: 

Then  are  remooode  the  clondes 

of  bir  disdainefull  brow: 
And  friendships  flood  that  eant  was  drie 

a  fresh  begins  to  flow. 

Then  wresteth  shee  hir  g^ce, 

and  makes  a  seeming  sliow 
As  though  she  meant  no  chaunga  at  all, 

ne  wcNild  hir  Hestes  forgo. 

Thus  are  they  fright  with  wiles 
whome  Nature  made.so  plaine. 

Thus  Sinons  shifts  they  pot  in  rrt 
their  purpose  to  attaine. 
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Wherefore  let  bee  our  care 

Vlyssei  trade  to  trie: 
And  stop  our  eares  against  the  soimde 

of  Syrens  when  they  crte. 

Think  when  thou  seest  the  baite 

whereon  is  thy  delite. 
That  bidden  Hookes  are  hard  at  hand» 

to  bane  thee  when  thou  bite. 

Think  well  that  poyson  lurckei 

in  shape  of  Sugar  sweete : 
And  where  the  freshest  flowres  are  seeue 

there  most  beware  thy  feete. 

But  chiefely  women  shoonne 

aud  follow  mine  aduice. 
If  not,  thou  mayst  perhaps  in  provfe- 

of  foUie  beare  the  price. 

To  trust  to  rotten  bougfaes 

the  daunger  well  is  seene: 
To  treade  the  tyled  trap  vnwarea 

hath  alwayes  perill  beene. 

Haue  Medea  still  in  minde, 

let  Circe  be  in  thought: 
And  Helen  that  to  vtter  sack 

both  Greece  and  TVoie  brought 

Let  Creside  be  in  coumpt 

and  number  of  the  mo, 
Who  for  hir  lightnesse  may  presume 

with  &lse8t  on  the  row. 

Else  would  she  not  haue  left 

a  Troian  for  a  Oreeke: 
But  what?  by  kinde  the  Cat  will  hnnt^ 

hir  Father  did  the  like. 

As  wilie  are  their  wits, 

s6  are  their  tongues  vntnie: 
Unconstant  and  aye  fleeting  mindes 

that  most  imbrace  the  nue. 

When  fixed  is  their  iayth 

it  restes  on  brittle  sande : 
And  when  thou  deemste  them  surste  of  all 

they  beare  thee  but  in  hande. 

Though  Aligns  did  reuiue, 

whose  eyes  in  numbre  were 
As  many  as  Dame  lunos  Birde 

in  glaring  taile  doth  beare: 

Yet  women  by  theiT  wyles 

and  well  acquainted  drifts, 
Woulde  soone  deceiue  his  waking  head; 

and  put  his  eyes  to  shifts. 

Nought  haue  they  neede  at  all 

Cyllenus  Pipe  to  blow 
To  forge  their  fraud,  their  tongues  will  seme 

as  learned  writers  show. 

First  trie,  and  then  teH 
Where  I  haue  sayd  well 
For  without  a  trial  1 
There  vailes  no  deniall. 


OF  A  PHISmON  AND  A  SOOTHSAYER. 

Marcke  fealt  hinsselfe  diseasde. 

The  Soothsayer  sayd:  There  bee 
Sire  yet  reniaynder  dayes  of  life, 

no  mo  (Friend  Marcke)  to  thee. 

Then  skilful!  Alcon  came, 

he  fealt  the  Pulses  beate : 
And  out  of  hande  this  Marcus  dyde,. 

there  Phisick  wrought  his  feate. 

This  showes  Phisition  doth 

the  Soothsayer  farre  exceede: 
For  th'  one  can  make  a  short  dispatch, 

when  th*  other  makes  no  speede. 


A    COVTROUERSIE    OP  A    CONStlTEST 
TfVIXT  FORTUNE  AND  VENUS, 

Whilst  Fischer  kest  bis  line 

the  houering  fish  to  hooke: 
By  hap  a  rich  mans  daughter  on 

the  Fissher  kest  hir  looke. 

Shee  fryde  with  frantick  Loue, 

they  maride  eke  at  last: 
Thus  Fissher  was  from  lowe  estate 

in  top  of  Treasure  plast. 

Stoode  Fortune  by  and  smyMe: 

how  say  yow  (Dame)  quoth  sbee 
To  Venus  ?  Was  this  conquest  youn 

or  is  it  due  to  mee? 


'T  was  I  (quoth  Vulcans  wife) 
with  helpe  of  Cupids  bowe. 

That  made  this  wanton  wench  to 
and  match  hir  selfe  so  lowe. 

Not  so':  »t  was  Fortune  1 

that  brought  the  Trull  in  place  : 
And  Fortune  was  it  that  the  man 

stoode  so  in  Majrdens  grace. 

By  Fortune  fell  their  lone, 
't  was  Fortune  strake  the  stroke: 

Then  detter  is  this  man  to  mee 
that  did  this  match  prouoke.. 


THE  LOVER 


VOWETH   ROW  SO  BUSH  MB  BE  OUBWDOmD  10 
LOUE  FAITHFOLLY. 

In  thankfull  though  she  were 

and  had  disdaiufiill  bniYre, 
Regarding  nought  my  constant  bemit, 

ne  forcing  of  hir  vowe: 

Since  sowen  is  the  seede 

of  faithfull  friendships  lore, 
Vuconstant  will  I  oeuer  be 

ne  breake  my  Hest  therefore. 
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Let  Fortune  vee  htr  force 
to  Cupide  stand  mine  ayde. 

And  Cjrprid  laugh  with  louely  looke^ 
1  will  not  bee  afrayde. 

By  me  the  Noble  kinde 

of  man  shall  not  be  sbamde, 

Recorde  through  me  shall  neuer  force 
our  sequell  be  defamde. 

Albe  that  1  consume 

my  greene  and  growing  youth, 
Yea  age  and  all  quite  guerdoulesse 

yet  nitl  I  swarue  my  truth. 

Eche  that  shall  after  come, 

and  liue  when  I  am  Du^t, 
My  louing  heart  shall  well  descrie 

the  key  of  perfect  trust. 

Hir  while  my  ritall  breath 

these  fainted  Itmmes  shall  moue: 

Yea,  after  death  in  hollow  Vawtc 
ytombed,  will  1  lone. 

Force  shec  my  seniicc  true 

I  force  it  not  at  all : 
Kue  shee  by  rath  my  dreerie  life 

or  it  to  merciecall: 

Tn  stay  my  T  oue  shall  stande, 

ne  will  I  false  my  faith, 
Ne  breake  my  former  plighted  best 

or  promisse  to  the  death. 

Disdaine  shall  neuer  force 
my  friendship  wrest  awrie: 

Ere  that  I  crane  imniortall  powres 
that  ye  will  let  me  4ie. 

Let  Dido  still  complaine 

^neas  broken  Hest^ 
Of  all  that  came  to  Carthage  Cosat 

the  most  vofaithliill  guest* 

Untrustie  Theseus  eke 

let  Ariadne  clepe. 
That  fleeted  from  his  friendly  Feere 

yled  in  slumbring  sleepe: 

So  let  Medea  accuse 

the  Knight  that  wonnc  the  FItse, 
Who  forc^  naught  at  all  in  6ne 

hir  cleepings  and  hir  cries: 

Haue  thou  the  faithfuU  heart 

of  thine  assured  Friend, 
Ere  he  be  of  that  retchelessc  race 

the  Sunne  awrie  shall  wende. 

Where  so  thou  yeelde  him  tiT9C9 

or  as  an  outcast  shoon : 
Expect  his  former  plighted  Hest 

as  thou  tofore  hast  doon. 

Lone  will  bee  neuer  blame 

ne  Venus  lawes  fof]go. 
Life  sooner  shall  than  looe  decrease 

bis  Csith  ii  fixed  so. 


HE    SORJIOWB8   THB   LONG    ABSENCE   OF  Hit 

LADIB.  P. 

Now  once  againe  my  Muse  renue  my  woes 
Which  tearst  thou  hast  in  doolcfull  dittie  soong, 
For  greater  cause  of  sorrow  not  arose 
To  mec  at  all,  then  riow  of  late  is  sproong: 
As  you  shall  heare  in  sad  and  solemne  Verse, 
A  wofull  Wight  his  haplesse  hap  rehearse. 

Come  (Clio)  come  with  pensiue  Pen  in  hande 
And  cause  thy  sisters  cbaunge  their  cheereful 

▼nice, 
Ye  Furies  fell  that  lurck  in  Plutos  lande. 
Come  skip  to  Skres,  and  raise  a  doolefull  noice: 
Hrlpe  to  lament  the  Louers  wofull  6haunce« 
And  let  Alepto  leade  the  lothsome  daunce. 

All  ye  that  Ladies  are  of  Lymbo  Lake 
With  hissing  haire,  and  Snakie  bush  bedect, 
Your  beddes  of  Steele  and  dankish  Dennes  forsake. 
And  Stix  with  stinking  Sulpher  all  infect: 
Do  what  you  may  to  ayde  my  carefuU  Quill, 
And  helpe  to  ring  a  Louers  latter  knill. 

And  time  (I  trow)  sith  she  from  hence  is  fled 
Who  was  the  guide  and  giuer  of  my  breath, 
By  whome  1  was  with  wished  pleasure  fed 
And  haue  escapt  the  ruthlesse  hande  of  Death: 
Who  was  the  Key  and  Cable  of  my  life,* 
That  made  me  scape  Cbarybdis  carefull  clife. 


A  Starre  whereby  to  steare  my  bodies  Bark, 
And  ship  of  soule  to  shonre  in  safetie  bring, 
To  quite  my  Corse  from  painefull  pining  cark. 
And  fierie  force  of  craftie  Cupids  sting: 
Eupn  she  that  me  from  Syllas  shelfe  did  shroude. 
That  light  is  lost,  that  Lodestarre  voder  doiide. 

Whose  absence  breedes  the  tempest  I  sustains. 
And  makes  my  thoughts  so  cloudie  backe  to  bee, 
And  brackish  teares  from  swolen  eyes  to  raine. 
And  churlish  gale  of  surging  Sighet  to  flee: 
That  Ancor  scarce  ne  harbour  I  may  haue 
From  deepe  dispaire  my  shaken  Ship  to  saue^ 

The  Ruble  from  the  Ring  is  reft  I  finde. 
The  roile  appeares  that  vndemeatb  was  sett 
The  Saint  is  gone,  the  Shrine  is  left  behinde. 
The  fish  is  scapt,  and  here  remaines  the  Net: 
That  other  choise  for  me  is  none  but  this. 
To  waile  the  want  of  hir  that  is  my  blisse. 

I  cursse  the  Wight  that  causde  hir  hence  to  roe, 
I  hate  the  Horse  that  hence  hir  Corse  conuaide. 
The  Bit,  the  Saddle  all  I  cursse  aroe, 
And  ought  that  else  might  this  his  ioumey  sUide: 
I  curse  the  place  where  she  doth  now  soiourne,  ,  • 
And  that  whereto  she  minxes  to  shape  retourne. 

My  mouth,  that  kist  hir  not  before  she  went. 
Mine  eyes,  that  did  not  seeke  to  see  hir  fisce. 
My  head,  that  it  no  matter  did  inuent. 
My  hande,  that  it  in  Paper  did  not  place: 
My  feete,  that  they  refosde  to  trauell  tho. 
My  legges  I  curse  that  were  so  loth  to  go. 

My  tongue,  that  it  no  parle  did  then  procure 
To  nter  all  my  close  and  couert  minde. 
To  hir  who  long  hath  had  ray  wounds  in  cure. 
In  whome  sucb  luth  and  mercie  I  did  finde : 
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My-  heart  I  curse,  that  sought  not  to  bewray 
It  selfe  to  hir  or  ere  shee  went  hir  way. 

And  last  my  selfe  and  euerie  thing  beside. 
My  life,  my  limmes,  my  carrion  Corse  1  cnrsse: 
Saue  hir  for  whome  these  torments  1  abide, 
That  of  my  life  is  onely  well  and  sourse : 
loue  shroiide  hir  salfe,  and  keepe  hir  from  annoy, 
And  ieude  hir  soone  to  make  retnme  with'ioy. 


TO  HIS  LOUE 


LOKG  ABSENT,  OECLARIMG  HIS  TORMENTt. 

0  LiKGRiNG  Loue,  O  friend 
that  absent  are  so  long. 

Where  so  thou  br>e,  the  Gods  the  guide 
And  quit  thy  Corse  from  wrong: 

And  sende  thee  harmelesse  health, 

and  safety  to  reuart. 
How  soone  your  selfe  may  deeme  full  well 

to  saue  a  dying  hart. 

For  since  your  parture  I 

haue  lead  a  lothsome  state: 
Aiid  saue  the  hope  of  your  returne 

nought  might  my  woes  abate. 

And  wtUyoo  know  the  time 

how  I  haue  spent  away  ? 
And  doe  you  long  in  ruthftill  rime 

my  torments  to  suruay? 

Though  but  with  weeping  eyes 

I  may  the  same  recite: 
Yet  naytbelesse  the  truth  herein 

to  thee  (my  Friend)  1  write. 

When  flickriag  Fame  at  first 

▼nto  mine  eares  had  brought 
That  you  to  trauell  were  addrest, 

and  fixed  was  your  thought 

In  London  long  to  lodge, 

and  flee  your  friendly  soile: 
Then  dolour  first  in  daunted  Corps 

and  wounded  breast  did  boile, 

1  felt  how  griefe  did  giue 
the  onset  on  my  hart, 

And  sorrow  sware  that  pen«iae  pfmg^^ 
should  neuer  thence  depart. 

_  * 

With  clinching  Clawcs  there  came 

and  talants  sharplie  -set, 
A  flock  of  greed ie  griping  Woes 

my  grunting  heart  to  fret. 

The  more  I  sought  the  meane 

by  pleasant  thought  to  ease 
My  growing  griefe,  the  more  I  f^t 

increase  my  new  disease 

When  other  laught  for  ioy, 

it  brought  to  minde  my  woe: 
When  Mu&ick  slakte  their  sorowes,  then 

my  secret  sore  did  growe* 


When  they  at  meate  were  set 

their  daintie  foode  to  taste. 
In  stead  of  Viands  heartie  sighes 

I  had  for  my  repaste. 

When  Bacchus  came  to  Booide, 

and  eche  to  other  drincks: 
My  swolen  floud  of  salted  teares 

did  ooerflow  his  brincks, 

And  out  did  gush  amaine 
of  drinck  to  stande  in  steede 

To  me,  that  of  such  straungie  meate  - 
as  sorrow  was  did  feede. 

From  boorde  to  bed  I  go 

in  hope  to  finde  reliefe. 
And  by  some  pleasant  nap  to  rid 

my  troubled  ghost  from  griefe: 

But  slumbring  sleepe  is  fled, 
and  Morpheus  shewes  bis  spite: 

That  will  not  yeelde  one  minuts  reatt 
in  all  a  Winters  night. 

O  Lord,  what  sundrie  kiudes 

of  care  doe  then  begin 
T'assault  my  wearie  waking  head, 

and  trembling  hart  within? 

A  thousand  thoughts  arise, 
eche  thought  his  torment  brings: 

And  thus  the  lothed  night  I  spend 
and  feele  how  sorrow  iprings. 

And  if  in  dawning  chaunce 
some  drouping  sleepe  do  light 

Upon  the  careful  Corse  that  thus 
hath  spent  the  waking  night: 

It  standes  in  little  stcade, 
so  dreadful!  are  my  dreames 

As  they  by  force  of  wo  procure 
mine  eies  to  runne  with  streames. 

Then  bathe  I  bed  with  brine, 
and  cloy  my  couch  with  teares: 

And  mid  my  sleepe  thy  grisly  Ghost 
in  straungie  sort  appeares. 

Not  with  such  friendly  &ce 
and  brow  of  gladsome  cheare 

As  earst  thou  hadst:  those  louely  lookes 
and  bliocks  are  allareare. 

More  grimmer  is  your  grace 
more  coye  your  countnance  eake, 

More  lowring  lookcs  than  were  of  yore 
and  Brow  more  bent  to  wreake. 

In  hande  mee  thinkes  I  see 
thee  bolde  the  hatefull  knyfe 

To  flea  thy  Friend,  and  for  good  will 
to  reaue  deserued  lyft. 


'Wherewith  I  wake  afright 
and  strain  my  pillow  fiast 

To  garde  me  from  the  cruel]  toQie 
untill  your  wrath  be  past. 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


.   6\6 


At  len^h  I  see  it  plaioe 

that  fiiQsie  did  enforce 
Unto  his  ugly  monstrous  dreamc 

my  weake  and  slumbring  Corse. 

X  vewe  thy  secret  hart, 

and  howr  it  longs  to  bee 
With  him  that  for  unfeyned  loue 

unpawade  bis  faith  to  thee. 

For  roercie  then  I  call 

of  you  that  iudge  so  yll^ 
"Whose  pleasure  is  to  garde  your  Friend, 

and  not  your  Foe  to  kyll. 

Of  dreames  a  thousand  such 

eche  night  I  haue  a  share. 
To  bannish  sleepe  from  pining  cone 

and  nurse  my  canckred  care. 

Thus  day  and  nticht  I  Hue, 

thus  night  arid  day  I  die: 
Id  death  I  feele  no  smart  at  all, 

in  life  great  wo  I  trie. 

Wherefore  to  rid  my  griefes 

and  bannish  all  annoie 
Retire  from  Greece  and  doe  soioume 

here  with  thy  Friend  in  Troie. 

Who  longs  to  see  thy  face 

and  witoesse  of  thy  state: 
And  partner  be  of  thy  delights 

his  furious  fits  to  bate. 


THAT  DEATH  IS  NOT  M>  MUCH  TO  BE  PEARIO  AS 
DAYUB  DISEASES  ARE. 

What?  yst  not  follie  for  to  dread 

and  stand  of  Death  in  feare. 
That  Mother  is  of  quiet  reast, 

and  griefs  away  doth  weare? 

That  brings  release  to  want  of  wealth, 

and  poore  oppressed  Wights? 
He  comes  but  once  to  mortall  men, 

but  once  for  all  he  smites. 

Was  neuer  none  that  twise  hath  fealt 

of  croell  Death  the  Knife : 
But  other  griefes  and  pining  paines 

doe  linger  on  the  life. 

And  oftentimes  one  selfe  same  Corse 

with  furious  fits  molest. 
When  Death  by  one  dispatcht  of  life 

doth  bring  the  soule  to  rest. 


THE  EPICURES   COUSSELL, 

EATE,  DRIRCKy   AUD  PXAIE. 

My  Friend,  where  as  thou  seest  thy  selfe 

to  be  a  man  jn  deede, 
£ate,  quaffe,  and  play,  with  present  ioyes 

thy  greedie  fancic  feede* 


For  I  (thou  seest)  am  dust  become 

that  earst  so  wealthie  was : 
1  haue  that  I  aliqe  did  eate, 

the  reast  away  did  passe. 

What  so  1  poorde  in  pamprcd  paunch 

and  to  my  guts  contiaide, 
To  gaping  ground  with  mee  I  bore, 

the  reast  bebinde  is  staide. 

My  baughtie  buildings  huge  to  see, 

my  Turrets  and  my  traine. 
My  Horse,  my  Hounds,  my  cofred  Coine 

for  others  doe  remaine. 

Wherefore  a  Myrrour  make  of  mee 

and  drowne  thee  in  delight: 
For  Death  will  sweepe  away  thy  wealth 

and  reaue  thy  pleasures  quigbt. 


TO  BROWNE  OF  UGHT  BEUEFE.^ 

Beware  my  Browne  of  light  beliefe, 

trust  not  before  you  trie: 
For  under  cloke  of  ^at  good  will 

doth  fained  friendship  lie. 

As  wylie  Adder  lirrckes  in  leaues 

and  greenest  grasse  of  all. 
And  stings  the  stalking  Wight  that  thou^lit 

no  daunger  would  befall. 

So  is  the  plaine  nnplayted  man 

by  subtile  dealing  guilde 
And  soonest  snarde  by  subtile  shifts 

of  him  that  smoothly  smilde 

We  neuer  see  the  frowning  Friend 

that  frets  to  outwarde  sliowe. 
Beguile  or  seeke  to  false  his  Friend, 

as  doth  the  fleering  Foe : 

The  Mastiffe  Dog  is  voyded  well' 

that  barcks  or  ere  he  bite : 
But  (oh)  the  Cur  is  cruel  I  that 

doth  neuer  barck  a  whit. 

Deale  thou  as  Courtiers  dayly  doe 

in  wordes  be  franck  and  free, 
Speake  fayre  and  make  the  ^'eather  cleere 

to  him  that  gybes  with  thee. 

For  so  thou  shalt  assured  stande 

from  tiurt  to  be  as  fanre. 
As  from  the  grounde  of  true  good  will 

those  glosing  Marchaunts  are. 

A  wisedome  to  beware  of  Wou^es 

dnd  Foxes  guileful  I  guise: 
For  t*one  is  craftie  by  his  kinde, 

the  other  passing  wise. 

So  that  it  is  a  matter  harde 

their  double  drifts  to  flee : 
And  yet  thou  shalt  anoyde  the  worst 

if  thou  be  rulde  by  mee. 

quoth  G.  T. 


6\6 


THE   AUMSWERE  TO   THE  VILE    AlfD   CANCKRED 
CUDNSELL  OF  THE  OVTRAGIOUS  EPICURE. 

My  Friend,  for  that  I  see  my  selfe 

to  be  a  man  in  deede, 
Thy  quaffing  counsell  I  refuse, 

VDlesse  to  seruc  my  neede. 

I  muse  no  whit  that  thou  art  dust, 

thy  beastly  liuing  here  . 
Was  meane  to  bring  thee  to  thy  bane, 

the  sooner  for  thy  chere. 

Thou  thougbtst  to  pamper  vp  thy  paunch 

but  thou  didst  feede  ywis 
The  greed ie  wormes  that  gnaw  thy  guts 

for  them  a  daintie  dish.  ' 

Good  reason  that  thou  shonldst  forgo 

and  leaue  thy  goods  behinde. 
For  that  a  beost  so  like  a  beast     • 

didst  line  against  thy  kiude. 

A  man  in  name,  no  man  in  deede 

thou  art  that  counselst  mee 
To  line  as  thou  hast  Hude,  and  die 

a  Monster  like  to  thee. 

For  since  thy  life  so  lothsome  was, 

and  shamefull  eake  thy  death : 
I  will  beware,  and  make  a  Glasse 

of  thee  whilst  I  haue  breath. 

To  shunne  thy  sluttish  sinfull  Sect, 

thy  tipling  and  thy  toyes: 
For  after  death  those  pleasures  passe 

as  did  thy  fickle  ioyes. 


TURBEaiVILE'S  POEMS. 


OF  HOMER  AND  HIS  BJRTff. 

The  Poet  Homer  Chius  claimes, 

Colophon  doth  the  leeke: 
And  Smyrne  sweares  that  he  is  bin 

that  was  the  learned  Greeke. 

Of  Salamine  some  say  he  was, 

of  lb  other  some : 
And  diners  make  report  that  he 

of  Thcssale  line  did  come. 

Thus  sundred  and  deuided  are 

the  peoples  mrndes  of  thee 
(Thou  Princely  Poet)  but  my  thought 

with  neythcr  doth  agree. 

For  I  Assuredly  suppose 
and  deeme  the  Heauenly  Speare 

The  soyle,  and  Pallas  lap  the  womhe 
that  did  thy  bodie  beare. 

Hir  breast  the  Dug  that  thou  didst  suck 

in  Cradle  when  thou  layst: 
With  haughty  stile  somucb  (thou  Greeke) 

my  mazed  bead  dismayst. 


TH^T  TIME  CONiUERETH  ALL  THINGS. 

Was  neuer  Bull  so  fell 

with  wrinckle  fronted  face. 
But  Time  would  make  him  yeeld  to  yoke 

and  toyle  the  ground  apace. 


The  Horse  ybred  in  Holtc 

and  fed  in  lustie  Lease 
In  Time  will  champe  the  fomie  Bit 

his  Riders  will  to  please. 

The  Lions  that  are  woode 

and  raging  in  their  kinde. 
By  tract  of  Time  their  keepere  know 

in  whome  they  friendship  finde. 

Those  Beastes  that  come  from  lode 

and  farthest  partes  of  all. 
In  Time  do  swerue  their  sauage  sect 

and  to  their  dutie  &U. 

Time  makes  the  Grape  to  growe 
and  Vine  to  spreade  at  large. 

So  that  the  skin  scarse  able  is 
to  holde  his  inwarde  charge: 

So  Ceres  fruite  doth  sproute 

by  force  of  growing  Time, 
Which  makes  the  strength  of  bidden 

into  the  staike  to  clime. 

Time  makes  the  tender  twig 

to  bousteous  tree  to  grow: 
It  makes  the  Oke  to  overlooke 

the  slender  shrubs  bylow. 

It  frets  the  Culter  keeoe 

that  cuts  the  firoting  soyle. 
It  fbrceth  hardest  Flint  of  all 

and  Marble  to  recoyle. 

Time  wreakefull  wrath  subdues 

it  breaketh  angers  gall. 
And  eche  disease  in  Time  hath  helpe: 

thus  Time  doth  conquer  all. 

Though  these  and  other  like 

by  proeesse  are  procnrde, 
Yet  naythelesse  my  festred  wounde 

can  not  in  Time  be  curde. 

For  that  which  sendeth  salue 

and  comfort  to  the  reast. 
Doth  cause  m^  rancklingsore  to  rage 

and  dubbie  in  my  breast 

As  springs  that  from  a  Mount 
doe  take  their  downewarde  sourse 

To  whome  there  may  no  barre  be  found 
to  stop  their  headlong  course : 

So  Ix>rdlike  Loue  ystaulde 
and  ce.^zde  in  yeeUling  minde 

May  not  be  disposest  againe. 
Such  is  bis  stately  kinde. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  RIDING   TO   LONDO\ 

fVARDK 

Ag  Troylus  did  reioyce 

when  Cresid  ye^ded  gmce, 
And  dained  him  from  seruice  true 

so  neare  hir  heart  to  place: 

So  haue  I  ioyde  (my  Deare) 

fop  friendship  which  I  found. 
And  loue  requited  with  the  like 

which  curde  my  carefoll  wound. 
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As  he  fi41  shrilly  shrigbt 
and  tloolde  his  wofull  chauDce, 

On  Greekish  Steede  from  Troian  towne 
when  Cresid  gao  to  praonce, 

And  leaue  the  liked  soyle 

where  did  soioome  hir  ioie, 
1  meone  the  worthie  Troylas 

the  louingst  youth  in  Troie: 

Euen  so  I  waile  at  thy 
departure,  wouldst  thoa  wist» 

And  out  I  crie  a  wretched  Wight 
that  thought  himselfe  yblist. 

O  London  lothsome  Lod^ 

why  dost  thou  so  procure 
My  Loue  to  leaue  this  pleasant  soyle 

that  bath  my  heart  in  cure? 

Since  needes  it  must  be  so, 

gainsend  hir  home  in  hast: 
het  hir  retire  with  harmelesse  health 

that  sicklesse  hence  is  past 

Yeelde  mee  a  good  accompt 

of  hir  that  is  my  ioie. 
And  send  hir  to  hir  Troylus 

that  loogs  for  hir  in  Troie. 


OF  THE  RAIVB  AND  CfX>UDY  WBATHBB  AT  TRB 
TIME  OP  BIS  FRIENDS  DBPARTURB  FROX 
TROIE. 

No  meruaile  thou^  the  Snnne  do  hide  his  bed 
And  vndcr  Cloud  do  kc«pe  his  lowring  lookes, 
No  wonder  that  the  Skie  his  teares  doth  shed 
And  with  his  streames  increase  the  water  brookes: 
The  cause  is  knowne,  the  proofe  is  passing  plaine, 
My  Loue  and  I  he  sundred  to  our  paine. 

Now  she  is  gone  that  did  sustaine  my  breath 
And  saude  my  Ship  of  bodie  from  the  wrack. 
By  whome  I  scapte  the  cruell  hande  of  Death 
Which  thought  to  bring  my  Corse  to  Tttpr  sack : 
The  Welkin  weepes  and  helpes  me  to  bewaile 
With  gutshing  showres  the  loste  of  mine  auaile. 

Wherfore  O  Heauenly  States  that  Rulers  bee 
Of  starrie  Skies  from  whence  these  tearet  disoend 
And  flush  so  fiist  as  Mortall  Wights  doe  see : 
Of  ruth  in  needefbll  time  my  woes  to  end. 
Procure  my  loue  to  make  retume  in  post. 
To  gard  from  griefe  hir  Friends  afflicted  ghost 

If  not,  with  flashing  flame  and  thunder  dint 
liy  Vulcan  forgde  and  hammered  for  the  nooes. 
Consume  to  dust  my  fleshe  my  wo  to  stint. 
And  with  thy  3f  ace  (O  loue)  unioint  my  bones : 
That  by  such  scatb  and  losse  of  vital  breath 
I  may  auoide  a  worse  and  straunger  death. 

For  like  the  teene  that  now  my  hart  sustaines 
Was  neuer  felt  nor  such  oppressing  care: 
Of  force  my  life  must  jreelde  to  pinching  painei 
Of  hasting  Death,  the  fits  so  furious  are: 
Which  though  be  so»  when  I  am  wrapt  in  Clay. 
(My  sonle)  to  hir  thou  shslt  repaire  and  say^ 


That  whilst  the  lyfe  would  suffer  me  to  woonne 
With  mortal  Wights,  my  hart  was  hirs  at  will. 
And  now  my  Spindle  hath  his  course  yronne 
And  twist  is  none  yleft,  thou  wilt  fulfill 
The  dutie  which  thy  Maister  ought  of  right. 
And  which  he  would  accomplish  if  he  might. 


OP  A   COVETOUS  NIGGARD,  AND  A 
NEEblE  MOUSE. 

AscLBpiAD  that  greadie  Carle, 

by  fortune  found  a  Mouse 
(As  he  about  his  lodgings  lookte) 

within  bis  niggisb  house. 

The  chiding  Chiifie  began  to  chafe, 

and  (sparefoU  of  his  cheere) 
Demaunded  of  the  siely  Beast    • 

and  sayde  what  makste  thou  heere? 

Yon  neede  not  stand  in  feare  (good  Friend) 

the  smyling  Mouse  replide: 
I  come  not  to  devonre  your  Cates 

but  in  your  house  to  bide, 

No  man  this  Miser  I  account 

that  chid  this  faurtlesse  Elfe: 
No  Mouse  the  Mouse,  but  wiser  than 

the  Patch  that  owde  the  Pelfe. 


OF    A 


A  PRETIE  EPIGRAM  , 

8CH0LER,  THAT  HAVING  READ  VERGIU 
ANEIDOS,  MARIED  A  CURST  WYFB. 


A  SCHOLER  skillde  in  Vergils  Terse 

and  reading  of  his  booke 
(Anna  virumque)  that  begins, 

was  caught  in  Cupids  booke. 

At  length  to  manage  flat  he  fell, 
when  wedding  day  was  doon. 

To  play  hir  prancks,  and  bob  the  Foole 
the  shrowtsh  Wife  begoon. 

The  Husband  daylie  felt  the  fistes 

and  bufiets  of  his  Wife: 
Untill  at  last  be  thus  began 

to  plaine  of  painefoll  life. 

(Oh  Caitifie  mee)  the  Scholer  cryde 

well  worthy  of  this  wo, 
For  Arma  I  Virumque  read 

in  Veigill  long  ago: 

Yet  could  not  see,  to  scape  the  plague 

whereof  the  Poet  spake. 
No  doubt  that  Noble  Poet  for 

a  Prophet  I  will  take. 

For  Arma  now  Virumque  I 
both  day  and  night  sustaine 

At  home,  I  need  not  runne  to  Schople 
to  read  the  Verse  againe. 

Wonid  (Virum)  were  away,  and  then 
let  (Arma)  doe  their  wurst: 

But  when  I  matcht  with  such  a  threw 
I  think  I  was  accunt 
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TO  A  YOm  GENTLEMAN  OP  TAKING 

A  fVYFE. 

LoMG  vou  with  grcedie  minde  to  l«dc  a  lyfe, 
That%«nt  U  in  deede,  and  Toyde  of  ca«? 

I  neuer  wishe  you  then  to  take  »  Wyfc 
Nor  Bet  your  foote  in  craftic  Cupids  tnare. 

A  filtbie  Trull  is  yrkesome  to  the  eie, 
A  Kallant  girle  allures  the  lookers  m-.tidc: 

A  wanton  wench  will  haye  the  head  too  die 
An  aged  Trot  to  ly  ke  is  hard  to  ande. 

A  bearinir  Wyfe  with  brats  wiU  cloy  thee  sore, 
A  ereaier  (ircke  than  childrens  care  i.  none, 

A  barraine  beast  will  greeue  thee  Jen  times  more, 
Ski  joy  remaines  when  hope  of  fruite  is  gone. 

Wherefore  let  wyuing  go^yue  •^nf'fjjf^     . 

Apply  the  Booke  and  bande  tte  Ball  aoiong . 
A  >hVew  (we  see)  is  wedded  in  a  day 

BuT  e4  a  man  can  shift  his  handes  tys  long. 


THE  ACW8WBRE  FOR  TAKWO  A  WTPl. 

LoMO  you  with  greedie  minde  to  bleare  mine  eie 
Aud  mike  mee  thinke  of  mariage  thus  amisse  ? 
I  cannot  deeme  so  yll  of  wyuin j  1, 
To  loue  and  wed  for  loue  is  perfite  blisse. 

A  filthy  troll  (you  say)  is  lothsome  sight, 
Put  case  she  be  not  passing  faire  to  vewe? 
If  she  with  vertue  do  the  want  requight 
Of  comely  shape  thou  hast  no  cause  to  rue. 

A  gallant  girle  allures  the  lookers  minde, 
What  shall  we  say  the  womans  is  the  shame  i 
Bicause  the  clcerest  eyes  by  course  of  kinde 
Can  not  abide  the  Sonne,  is  he  to  blame? 

A  wanton  wench  to  die  will  have  the  bed. 
Canst  thou  not  see  before  thou  wade  so  fii^e? 
His  'be  the  hurt  that  lookes  not  ere  he  wed, 
The  Husband  may  the  woman  make  or  roarre. 

Put  case  an  aged  trot  be  somewhat  tough  ? 
If  coyne  shee  bring  the  care  will  be  the  lease. 
If  shee  haue  store  of  muck  and  goodes  ynough 
Thou  needstenotforce^omuch  of  bandsomnesse. 

A  bearing  Wife  doth  make  the  husband  glad, 
A  greater  ioy  than  Childrens  may  not  bee : 
A  barraine  wench  sometime  must  needes  be  bad 
There  doth  not  fruite  spring  out  of  every  tree. 

So  that  I  finde  no  reason,  none  at  all 
In  that  thou  wist  a  man  to  single  life, 
And  quite  to  shun  the  comfort  that  may  fall 
And  daylie  doth  to  him  that  hath  a  Wife. 


OP  A  DEAFE  Pi^^^''^^^\iMfI^tP^' 
pendant;  AND  A  DEAFE  lUDGE, 

By  hap  a  man  that  coulde  not  hcare 

but  born  deafe  by  kinde. 
Another  cited  to  the  Court 

much  like  himselfe  to  finde. 

Whose  hearing  Sense  was  quite  berefi: 

the  lodge  that  of  the  case 
Should  give  his  verdit,  was  as  deafe 

as  deafest  in  the  place. 

To  Court  they  came:  the  PlainUfe  praidc 

to  haue  the  unpaide  rent. 
Defendant  saide,  in  grinding  I 

this  wearie  night  have  spent. 

Tlie  ludge  bebclde  them  both  a  while, 

is  this  at  last  (quoth  hee)" 
Of  all  your  stirred  strife  the  cause? 

you  both  hir  children  bee: 

Then  Reason  wils,  and  Law  allowes 

your  Mother  should  have  aide 
At  both  your  handes  that  are  hir  Sonne*. 

When  thus  tbe  ludge  had  saide. 

The  People  laught  a  good  to  heare 

this  well  discussed  case, 
Twixt  two  deafe  men,  and  thought  him  fit 

to  sit  in  lodges  place. 

Upon  so  blinde  a  matter  that 

was  deafe  as  any  rock : 
And  thus  the  simple  men  were  shamde^ 

the  lustice  had  a  mock. 


OF 


A  PROMISE 

OLDC   GOOD  WILL,  TO  AW  OLDE  VRIEXDC  A! 
THE  BBGIHNIHO  OF  KEW  TKRE. 


For 


sure  though  some  be    shrewes   as  some 
ther  be, 
(As  of  the  shcepe  are  some  that  beare  no  wull} 
Yet  must  we  praySe  the  match  whereby  we  sec 
The  earth  maintainde  with  men,  and  stored  full. 
But  if  you  thinke  so  ill  to  take  a  Wyfe, 
Let  others  wedde,  Icade  yon  the  single  lyfe. 

Suoth  G.  T. 


The  Chufifes  for  greedie  gaine 

and  Inkers  looue  expende 
Their  New  yeares  gifts  upon  their  Lords 

as  ene  yeare  baih  ende : 

But  I  in  token  that 

the  yeare  his  course  hath  roon. 
And  proofe  that  ioyfuU  lanus  hath 

a  nouell  yeare  begoon. 

(As  Loue  and  Dutie  wylles) 

the  Herauld  of  my  hart 
Here  send  to  you  to  make  a  shew© 

that  Frieudship  shall  not  sUrt. 

Though  yeares  doe  channge  by  course 

and  alter  by  their  kinde : 
My  olde  good  will  and  faith  to  slip 

i  trust  you  shall  not  finde, 

Timctes  will  be  true, 

his  loue  shall  neuer  blm  t 
But  gather  stren.nth  and  grow  to  more 

than  when  it  did  begin. 


• 


A  row  TO  SERVE  FAITHFULLY. 

Ik  greene  and  growing  age,  in  laatie  yeeres. 
In  latter  daycs  when  sUuer  bush  appeen : 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


619 


■jii 


■'ji 


^1 


In  good  and  gladsome  hap  when  Fortune  seruety 
In  lowring  luck  when  good  auenture  twarves 
By  day  when  Pheebus  shewea  his  princely  pride. 
By  night  when  golden  Starres  in  skies  doe  glide. 
In  Winter  when  the  groues  haue  lost  their  greene 
In  Sommer  when  the  longest  dayes  are  seene, 
In  happie  helth  when  sicklesse  limmes  have  lyfe. 
In  griefull  state,  amids  my  dolors  ryfe, 
In  pleasant  peace  when  Trumpets  are  away, 
In  wreakful  warre  when  Man  doth  beare  the  iway. 
In  perillous  goulfe  amid  the  sinking  sandey 
In  safer  soyle  and  in  (he  stable  lande. 
When  so  you  laugh,  or  else  with  grimmer  grace 
You  beare  your  faithfull  Friend  unfriendly  lace, 
In  good  report  and  time  of  woorser  fame, 
I  will  be  yours,  yea  though  I  loose  the  game. 


FUNERALL  VERSE 

VPON  THB  DEATH  OF  SIR  JOHN  HOKSET  KNIGHT. 

That  welth  assigned  is  to  waste  away. 
And  stately  pomp  to  vanish  and  decrease. 
That  worship  weares  and  worldly  wights  decay. 
And  fortunes  gifts  though  nere  so  braue  do  cease 
May  well  appeere  by  Uorseys  hateful  bierce. 
Whose  Corse  (alas)  untimely  Death  did  pierce. 

Who  thought  thereby  as  Nature  to  subdue 
By  reauing  breath  and  rowne  in  worldly  stage: 
So  blasted  brute  to  blot,  and  Fame  that  flue 
Of  him  that  well  deservde  in  all  his  age 
For  worship  and  renowne  to  have  his  share 
Among  the  reast  that  prayse  for  Vertue  bare. 

But  seeking  wails  to  wrong  this  worthy  wight, 
Shee  fowly  mist  hir  purpose  in  the  fine: 
For  Horsey  gaynes  by  deaths  outragious  spight, 
And  endlesse  fame,  whereat  his  Foes  repine: 
But  eche  man  else  laments  and  crifs  alowde 
That  Horsey  was  to  soone  ywrapt  in  sbrowde. 

The  rich  report  that  ruth  in  him  did  reigne. 
And  pittie  lodgde  within  his  loouing  brest, 
Xhe  simple  say  that  for  no  maner  gaine 
He  hath  at  any  time  the  poore  opprest: 
Thus  both  estates  his  worthy  life  commende. 
And  both  lament  his  overhasting  ende. 

Then  cease  (I  say)  vnch  flushing  teares  to  shed, 
Doo  a'ay  thy  doole,  represse  thy  ruthfull  mono. 
For  Horsey  lives,  his  soule  to  Skies  is  fled. 
The  onely  Corse  is  closde  in  Marble  stone. 
So  that  thou  hast  no  cause  to  waile  his  chaunce, 
Whome  spiteful!  death  by  hatred  did  aduattnce. 


TO  JUS  FRIEND  T. 

HADING  BEEN  LONG  STUDIED  AND  WCU  EXPB- 
BIENCED,  AND  NOW  AT  LENGTH  LOVING  A 
GENTLEWOMAN  THAT  FORCED  HIM  NAUGHT 
AT  AIX. 

I  THOUGHT  good  foyth,  and  durst  haue  gagde  my 

hand 
For  you  (Friend  T.)  that  beautie  should  now  higbt 
Haue  rasde  your  hart,  nor  Cupid  with  his  brand 
Haue  brought  thy  learned  breast  to  such  a  plight 


I  thought  Mtnerua*!  gift  had  beene  of  powre 
By  holsome  reade  to  roote  this  fansie  out: 
But  now  I  see  that  Venus  in  an  howre 
Can  bend  the  best,  and  dawnt  the  wise  and  stout. 

Why  shouldst  thou  seeke  to  make  the  Tiger 
tame? 
To  win  a  Woulfe  so  cruell  by  bis  kinde  ? 
To  suffn-  iEsops  Snake  thou  art  to  blame 
That  stoonge  the  man  where  he  reliefe  did  finde^x 

Is  naught  in  her  but  Woman's  name  alone. 
No  Woman  sure  she  is,  but  Monster  fell. 
That  Bcomes  hir  friende,  and  makes  him  die  with 

roone: 
Who  makes  an  Idoll  of  a  Deuill  of  Hell. 

She  was.cnt  out  of  some  sea  beaten  rock. 
Or  taken  from  the  cniell  Lyons  tet. 
That  feedes  hir  Friend  for  friendship  with  a  mock 
And  smiles  to  see  him  matcht  in  Fc4Ues  net. 

If  thou  were  wise  (as  thou  art  full  of  loue) 
Thou  wouldst  account  hir  beautie  but  a  Olaase, 
And  from  thy  hart  such  fansies  foud  remoud 
1  loth  to  see  the  Lyon  wex  an  Asse. 

If  so  she  were  thy  fiiythfoll  Friend  in  doede. 
And  sought  a  salue  to  cure  thy  cruell  sore, 
(As  now  shee  seekes  to  make  thy  heart  to  bleede) 
Good  fayth  thou  couldst  account  of  her  no  more. 

But  waying  now  hir  great  abuse  to  thee 
A  Friend  to  hir,  but  to  thy  selfc  a  Fee: 
Why  shouldst  thou  loue,  or  to  enamoured  bee? 
Leaue  ofif  be  time,  let  all  such  dotage  goe. 

Should  I  embrace  the  man  that  hates  my  lifp? 
Should  f  account  of  him  that  settes  me  light? 
Should  I  yeeld  by  my  throate  to  murdring  knife? 
Or  seeke  for  to  reclaime  a  haggard  Rite? 

Hast  thou  not  read  how  wise  Ulysses  did 
Enstuffe  bis  eares  with  waxe,  and  close  them  np. 
Of  Cyrces  fllthie  lone  himself  to  rid, 
That  turnd  his  Mates  to  Swine  by  witches  cup: 

And  how  he  did  the  lyke  upon  the  Seas 
The  pleasant  noysom^  Syrens  songues  t'endure. 
That  otherwise  had  wrought  him  great  unease 
If  once  they  mought  his  mates  and  him  allured 

Put  thou  the  Greekes  deuise  againe  in  ure. 
Stop  by  thine  eares  this  Syren  to  beguile, 
Seale  up  those  wanton  eies  of  thine,  be  sure 
To  lend  no  eare  unto  hir  flattering  stile. 

For  all  hir  talke  but  to  deceit  doth  tende, 
A  canckrrd  hart  is  wrapt  in  friendly  lookes : 
Shee  all  hir  wittes  to  thy  decay  doth  bende. 
Thou  art  the  Fish,  she  beares  the  byting  bookes. 

No  savage  beast  doth  force  a  man  a  whit. 
That  loues  him  not:  we  see  the  dogged  Curre 
Fawnes  not  on  him  that  with  the  whip  doth  smite 
The  horse  hates  him  that  pricks  him  with  the 
sporre. 

And  wilt  thou  lone,  or  place  within  thy  brest 
The  cruell  Dame  that  weaues  thy  web  of  woe? 
Wilt  thou  still  fawne  upon  so  false  a  guest: 
In  stead  of  Done  wilt  thou  retaine  a  Crowe  ? 
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Beware  in  time,  ere  Beautie  pierce  to  farre, 
Let  fmnctea  go,  loae  where  is  loue  agaioe: 
For  doobtleiwe  now  to  mnch  to  blame  you  arre. 
To  iowe  good  will  and  reape  bot  fonle  diidaiue. 

I  Gounsatle  thus  that  may  thee  best  aduise, 
For  that  my  selie  did  seme  a  croell  Dame 
The  blinde  recnrde  can  iudge  of  bleared  eies. 
The  criple  healde,  koowes  how  to  heale  the  lame. 

Shake  tfaoo  betimes  the  yoke  from  off  thy  neck. 
For  feare  the  print  thereof  remaine  behind: 
A  happie  man  is  he  that  feares  no  check, 
But  Hues  at  freedome  with  contented  minde.  ' 


4N  EPITAPH 


VPOR  THB  DKATH  OFTHB  WORSniPFULL  MAVrrfiR 
RICRARDE  EDWARDES  LATE  If  AY8TER  OP  THE 
CHILDREN  III  THE  Qt^LEllEI  MAJESTIES  CHAP- 


Ip  teares  could  tell  my  thought, 
or  plaints  conld  paint  my  peine. 

If  doubled  sighes  ooold  shew  my  smart. 
If  way  ling  were  not  vaine : 

If  gripes  that  gnawe  my  brest 
Coulde  well  my  griefe  expresses 

My  teares,  my  plaints,  my  sighes^  my  way- 
ling  neuer  should  successe. 

By  mean  whereof  I  might, 

unto  the  world  disclose 
The  death  of  socb  a  man  (alas) 

as  chaunced  us  to  lose. 

But  what  aoayles  to  mone? 

If  life  for  life  might  bee 
Restorde  againe,  1  would  ezchaonge 

my  lyfe  for  death  with  thee. 

Or  if  I  might  some  H^ay, 

to  pay  thy  rawnsome  know, 
(O  Edwards)  then  beleue  me  sure 

thou  shouldst  not  lie  so  low: 

That  O  then  cruell  Death, 

so  fierce  with  dint  of  dart 
Doe  courses  on  my  knees  I  yeelde 

to  thee  with  all  my  hart 

For  that  it  list  thee  trie 

thy  foule  and  cankred  spite 
On  that  so  rare  a  peece,  on  that 

so  wise  and  worthy  Wight. 

Suffice  thee  (since  thou  must 

be  mad)  the  simple  sort 
To  slea,  or  on  the  brutish  blood 

of  beastes  to  take  thy  sport. 

And  not  in  furious  wise 

with  baste  and  headlong  rage 

To  kill  the  6owre  of  all  our  Bjealme 
and  Phoeuix  of  our  age. 

The  fact  doth  crie  reuenge, 

the  Cvods  repay  thine  hire, 
Deepe  darckned  Lake  of  Lymbo  Iowe, 

and  still  consuming  fire. 


His  death  not  I  but  all 
good  gentle  harts  doe  mone  : 

O  London,  though  thy  griefe  be  greats 
thou  dost  not  mouroe  alone. 

The  seate  of  Moses  nine 

where  fiftene  Welles  doe  flowe. 

Whose  sprinckling  springs  and  golden 
ere  this  thou  well  didst  knowe. 


Lament  to  loose  this  Plant 

for  they  shall  see  no  more 
The  braunch  that  they  so  long  had  bred, 

whereby  they  see  such  store. 

O  happie  House,  O  Place 

of  Corpus  Christi,  thou 
That  plantedste  first  and  ganste  the  roote 

of  that  so  braue  a  bowe ; 

And  Christ  Church  whidi  enioydste 

the  fruite  more  rype  at  fill, 
Plunge  by  a  thousand  sighes,  for  griefe 

your  trickling  teares  distill. 

Whilst  Childe  and  Chappel  dure 

whilst  Court  a  Court  shall  bee 
(Good  Bdwards)  eche  estate  shall  much 

both  want  and  wishe  for  thee. 

Thy  tender  tunes  and  Rimes 

wherein  thou  woootst  to  play 
Eche  princely  Dame  of  Court  and  Towoe 

shall  beare  in  minde  alway. 

Thy  Damon  and  his  Friend 

Arcjrte  and  Palemon 
With  woe  foil  fit  for  Princes  eares, 

though  thou  from  earth  art  gone. 

Shall  still  remaine  in  fome, 

and  like  so  long  to  bide 
As  earthly  things  shall  line,  and  God 

this  mortall  Globe  shall  guide. 

For  loe,  thus  Vertue  list, 

hir  Pupils  to  aduance : 
Yet  for  my  part  1  would  that  God 

had  giuen  thee  better  channce. 

A  longer  time  on  earth, 

thy  hastned  death  before. 
But  Edwardes,  now  (arwell,  for  tearea 

w^ll  let  me  write  no  more. 

Well  may  thy  bones  be  lo^e 

thy  fame  abroade  may  flie. 
Thy  sacred  soule  possesse  a  place 

aboue  the  starrie  Skie. 

Suotb  Tfla  Twin. 


7D  HIS  LOUE 

THAT  SENT  HIM  A  RING  WHERBIir  WAS  GRAUDB, 
**  LET  REASON  RULE.*' 

Shall  Reason  rule  where  Reason  hath  no 
Nor  neuer  had?  shall  Cupid  loose  his  landfM? 
His  claim?  his  crown?    his  kingdom?  name  of 

might? 
No,  (Friend)  thy  Ring  doth  will  me  thus  in  vaine, 
Reason  and  Loue  haue  euer  yet  been  twaine. 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


621 


They  are  by  kinde  of  such  contrarie  moatd 
As  one  mislikes  the  others  lewde  devise, 
What  Reason  willes  Cupido  neuer  would, 
loue  neuer  yet  thought  Reasou  to  be  wise» 
To  Cupid  I  my  homage  earst  haue  doone, 
liet  ReasoD  rule  the  hearts  that  she  hath  woniie. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  FRANCIS  TH: 

LSADINO  HIS  LIFE    IN    THE    COUMTRIE    AT  HIS 

DB8IRE. 

My  Francis,  whilst  you  breath  your  foming  steede 
Athwart  the  fields  in  peace  to  practise  warre. 
In  Countrie  whilst  your  keneld  Hounds  doe  feede, 
Or  ia  the  wood  for  taken  pray  doe  jarre : 

* 
Whilst  you  with  Haukes  the  sielie  Foule  doe  slaye, 
And  take  delight  a  quick  retriue  to  haue. 
To  flee  to  marke,  and  heare  the  Spanels  baye 
Wasting  your  age  in  pleasure  passing  braue: 

In  Citie  I  my  youthfull  ycares  do  spende 
At  Booke  perhaps  sometime  to  weare  the  day: 
Where  man  to  man  not  friend  to  friend  doth  lende, 
With  us  is  naught  but  pitch  (my  Friend)  and  pay. 

Great  store  of  Coyne,  but'fewe  ei\joy  the  same. 
The  owners  hold  it  fast  with  lymed  handes. 
We  line  by  losse,  we  play  and  practice  game 
Wee  by  and  sell,  the  streate  is  all  our  landes. 

Well  storde  we  are  of  erie  needfull  thing. 
Wood,  water,  coale,  flesh,  fishe  we  haue  ynow : 
(What  lack  you)  Wyues  and  Maides  doe  daily  sing 
The  horns  is  ri^,  it  sticks  on  many  a  brow. 

But  yes  (I  say^  the  Countrie  hath  no  peere, 

The  Towne  is  but  a  toyle,  and  wearte  lyfe : 

We  like  your  Countrie  sportes  (Friend  Francis) 

oeere* 
The  Citie  is  a  place  of  hate  and  strife. 

Wherefore  I  thinke  thee  wise  and  fiill  of  thrift 
That  fledst  the  Towne,  and  bast  that  blessed  gift. 


TO  A  GENTLEWOMAN 

THAT  ALWATCS  WILLED  HIM  TO  WBAHB  ROSE- 
MARIE,  (a  tree  that  IS  ALWAYES  GRBEME) 
FOR  HIR  tARB,  AND  IN  TOKEN  OF  UIS  GOOD 
WILL  TO  HIR. 

The  greene  that  you  did  wish  mee  weare 

aye  for  your  loove, 
And  on  my  helme  a  braunch  to  beare 

not  to  remooTe: 
Was  euer  you  to  haue  in  minde. 
Whom  Cupid  bath  my  Feere  assignde. 

As  I  in  this  bane  done  jrour  will, 

and  minde  to  doo : 
So  I  request  you  to  fulfill 

my  fonsie  too: 
A  greene  and  louing  heart  to  haue. 
And  this  is  all  that  I  doe  crane. 


For  if  your  flowring  heart  should  chaunge 

his  colour  greene; 
Or  you  at  length  a  Ladie  strannge 

of  mee  be  seene : 
Then  will  my  braunch  against  his  use 
His  dolour  chaunge  for  your  refuse. 

As  Winters  force  can  not  defoce 

this  braunch  his  hue  : 
So  let  no  chaunge  of  lone  disgrace 

your  friendship  true: 
You  were  mine  owne  and  to  be  stilly 
So  shall  we  Hue  and  loue  our  fill* 

Then  may  I  thinke  my  selfe  to  bee 

well  recompenst. 
For  wearing  of  the  Tree  that  is 

so  well  defenst 
Agaynst  all  weather  that  doth  lall. 
When  way  warde  Winter  spits  his  gall* 

And  when  wee  meetd|  to  trie  me  true» 

looke  on  my  bed, 
And  I  will  crane  an  oth  of  yon 

where  Faith  be  fled: 
So  shall  we  both  assured  bee. 
Both  I  of  you,  and  you  of  mee. 


AN  EPITAPH  OF  THE  LADY  BR. 

Staie  (gentle  Friend)  that  passest  by 

and  learne  this  lore  of  mee. 
That  mortell  things  doe  Hue  to  die, 

and  die  againe  to  bee. 

For  daylie  pronfe  hath  daylie  taught 

and  yet  doth  teache  it  plaine. 
That  all  our  substance  comes  to  naughty 

and  worldly  welth  is  vaine. 

No  rawnsome  may  redeeme  thy  flesshe 

from  lotbsome  lumpes  of  soyle, 
The  Wormes  will  soone  thy  Beantie  freshe 

with  greedie  gripe  dispoyle. 

I  that  was  earst  of  gentle  bkrad 

that  neuer  snflTerd  staine, 
Haue  nothing  but  a  winding  shrowde 

in  stead  of  all  my  gaine. 

I  twise  was  bound  by  solemne  oth 

unto  a  louing  Make: 
Yet  twas  my  luck(  to  burie  both, 

and  eke  a  thirds  to  take. 

The  ioy  that  fourtie  yeares  had  growde 

by  those  two  husbands  dayes. 
In  two  yeares  space  was  ouertbrowne 

and  iltred  sundrie  wayes. 

As  luck  would  not  allow  my  choice, 

so  Death  mislikte  the  same : 
Those  two  agreed  with  common  Toyce 

my  bondage  to  unframe. 

The  Lady  (Br.)  quoth  Fortune  tho 

hir  worship  shall  not  loose: 
Then  shee  (quoth  Death)  shall  haae  no  mo, 

nor  other  hut bande  choose. 
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Thus  did  they  both  contend  at  onoe 
who  mougbt  the  frieodlist  bee: 

Thus  Death  and  Fortune  for  the  nonoe 
did  make  my  body  free. 

Pray  gentle  Friend  therefore  for  me, 

to  Mightie  loue  on  hie: 
For  as  I  am  80  thou  shalt  bee 

sinoe  thou  dost  liue  to  die. 

Trust  neuer  Fortunes  tfckle  fate, 

but  Vrrtne  still  retainer 
Thou  mayst  in  time  estchaimge  estate, 

yet  Vertue  will  remaiue. 


OF  THE  TIMB  HE    FIRST    BKGAW    TO  LOUE  AHD 
AFTER  HOW  HE  FOREWBUT  THE  SAME. 

Howe  may  it  be  that  Snow  and  Ise 

iogender  heate  ? 
Or  bow  may  Glare  and  Frost  intise 

a  fenrtsot  sweate  > 
Or  how  may  8ommer  season  make 

of  heate  a  colde  ? 
How  may  the  Spring  the  leaves  downe  shake 

and  trees  uniblde? 
Though  these  too  others  seeme  full  rare, 
To  mee  no  newes  at  all  they  are. 

For  I  my  selfe  in  Winter  tide 

when  colde  was  rife, 
Whote  gleames  of  Cupid  did  abide 

and  stormes  of  strife. 
In  frostie  weather  I  was  warme 

and  horning  wbot» 
But  when  the  Bees  and  Birds  did  swarme, 

full  colde  God  wot: 
In  Winter  time  began  my  looue. 
Which  I  in  Sommer  did  remooue. 


THE  ASSURED  PROMISE  OF  A  CONSTANT 

LOUER. 

When  Pheniz  shall  haue  many  Makes, 

And  Fishes  shun  the  silver  Lakes : 

When  Woulfes  and  Lambes  yfeare  shall  play. 

And  Pbisbus  cease  to  shine  by  day : 

When  Grasse  on  Marble  stone  shall  groe. 

And  euerie  man  imbrace  his  foe: 

When  Moles  shall  leane  to  dig  the  groonde. 

And  Hares  accorde  with  hateful!  Hounde : 

When  Lawrell  leaiies  shall  lose  their  hoe. 

And  men  of  Oete  be  coirated  true: 

When  Vulcan  shall  be  colde  as  Ise 

Cboroelus  eake  approved  wise: 

When  Pan  shall  passe  Apollos  skill. 

And  Fooles  of  fansies  haue  their  fill: 

When  Hawkes  shall  dread  the  sielie  Fowle, 

And  men  esteeme  tbenightish  Owla: 

When  Pearle  shall  be  of  little  price. 

And  golden  Vertue  friend  to  Vice: 

When  Fortune  hath  no  cbaunge  la  store. 

Then  will  1  false  and  not  before. 

Till  all  these  Monsters  come  to  paste 

I  am  Timetes  as  I  was. 

My  Ixwe  as  long  as  lyfe  shall  last. 

Not  forcing  any  Fortunes  Mast. 


No  tbreate,  nor  thraldome  thaU  preuaUc 
To  cause  my  fayth  one  iote  to  faile. 
But  as  I  was,  so  will  I  bee, 
A  JLouer  and  a  Friend  to  thee. 


THE  PINE  TO  THE  MARINER. 

0  MAN  of  little  wit. 

What  roeanc-8  this  frantick  fit. 
To  make  thy  ship  of  mee 

That  am  a  slender  Tree, 
Whome  erie  blast  that  blowes 

Full  lightly  ouertbrowes  ? 
Ooth  this  not  moue  thy  miode 

That  rage  of  roring  winde 
Did  beate  my  boughes  agood 

When  earst  I  grue  in  Wood? 
How  cau  I  here  auoyde 

The  foe  that  there  anoyde? 
Thinkst  thou  now  I  am  made 

A  Vessel  for  thy  trade, 

1  shall  be  more  at  ease 
Amid  the  flashing  Seas  } 

I  feare  if  .£ole  frowne, 
Both  thou  and  1  shall  drowne. 


AGAINE  OTHERWIIE. 

A  VESSEL  to  the  winde 

when  earst  I  grew  in  wood. 
How  shall  I  favour  finde 

now  fleeting  in  the  flood  ? 
For  there  whilst  reaching  rootes  did  holde 

I  thought  I  mought  be  somewhat  bolde* 
But  now  that  i  am  cut 

and  framde  another  way. 
And  to  this  practise  put 

in  dannger  erie  day. 
1  feare  the  force  of  crueU  foe, 

my  ribbes  are  thin,  my  sides  be  lowe. 
But  if  thou  venter  life, 

then  I  will  hazard  him. 
For  thee  is  all  my  griefo, 

for  lightly  I  shall  swim: 
Though  top  and  tackle  all  be  tome, 

yet  I  aloft  the  surge  am  borne. 


I 


TO  AN  OLDE  GENTLEWOMAN,  THAT 
PAINTED  HIR  PACE. 

Leaue  off  good  Beroe  now 

to  sleeke  tby  sfarivled  skin, 
For  Hecubes  face  will  neuer  be 

as  Helens  hoe  hath  bin. 

Let  Beatttie  go  with  youth, 

renownce  the  gk>sing  Glasse,* 
Take  Booke  in  hand:  that  seemely  Rose 

is  woxen  withred  Graftse. 

Remooue  thy  Pecocks  plumes 

thou  cranck  and  curious  DaoM: 
To  other  trulls  of  teiHker  yearea 

lesigne  the  flagge  vC  Fame. 
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OF  ONE  THAT  HAD  A  GREAT  NOSE. 

Standr  with  thy  Nose  against 

the  Sunne  with  open  chaps. 
And  hy  thy  teeth  we  shall  discerne 

what  His  oclock  perhaps. 


OF  ONE  WHOSE  NOSE  W4S  GREATER 
THAN  HIS  HAND. 

^  Proclcs,  tis  in  vaine 

that  thou  about  dost  stande. 
For  well  I  see  thou  mindste  to  wipe 

thy  Nares  with  thy  hande. 

Truth  is  that  though  thoa  be 

fowle  fitted  out  of  frame : 
Yet  doth  this  tossing  Nose  of  thine 

in  biguesse  passe  the  sasM. 

When  neezing  thou  on  loue 

for  succour  seemste  to  crie 
Thou  canst  not  heare,  tiiy  Nose  debarret 

the  noyse  to  £are  to  flie. 

It  beateth  back  the  sounde, 

ft  stand:*  in  middle  place 
Twixt  Eare  and  Mouth,  but  sare  it  castes 

A  shade  to  all  the  face. 


OF  A  NIGHTINGALE  THAT  FIVE  TO 
COLORE  TO  SIT  ABROODE. 

Thou  sielie  foule  what  meanes  this  foolish  paine, 
To  flie  to  Colche  too  hatch  thy  chickins  there? 
A  mother  thou  mayst  hap  returne  againe, 
>lc*dsa  will  destroy  thy  broode  I  feare. 
For  shee  that  spared  not  to  spoile  hir  owne, 
Will  she  stand  friend  to  Kowles  Uiutare  anknowne? 


▲OAINB  OP  THE  NIGUTINOALB. 

What  (Philomela)  meanes  this  fond  intent 
To  hatch  thy  broode  In  fell  Medxas  lap  ? 
What  ?  doste  thon  hope  hir  rigor  will  relent 
Towarde  thy  Babes,  that  gaue  hir  owne  no  pap  ? 
fiut  slue  them  all  at  once,  and  at  a  clap? 
1  wote  not  what  thou  meanste:  unlesse  that  shee 
Should  kill  thy  Brats,  to  make  the  Mother  free. 


OF  A  CONTRERIE  MARIAGE. 

Alt  aged  Trot  and  tough 

did  marrie  with  a  lad: 
Acraine,  a  Gallant  Girl  to 

hir  Spouse,  a  Oraybeard  had, 

A  monstrous  match  (God  wote) 

for  others  she  doth  wed ; 
And  he  bestowes  his  scede  on  grooikd 

that  lets  it  take  no  bed. 

In  fajTth,  a  foolish  choyce, 

for  neither  hath  his  wishe. 
For  tone  doth  lacke  his  wife  and  %»• 

tber  feedea  on  filthte  fishc. 


OF  DRONKENNESSE. 

At  night  when  Ale  is  in, 
like  friends,  we  part  to  bed : 

In  morrow  graye  when  Ale  is  out, 
then  batre^.is  inhed. 


AOAJNB  OP  DRONKENNESSB. 


Men  haning  quafl 
are  friendly  overnight: 

In  dawning  drie 
a  man  to  man  a  spright. 


OF  THE  PICTURE  OF  A  VAINB  RHE- 
TORICIAN. 

This  Rufe  his  Table  is, 

can  nothing  be  more  tme: 
If  Rofus  holde  bis  peace,  this  peeoe 

and  bee  are  one  to  rewe. 


OF  THE  FOND  DISCORD  OF  THE  TWO 
THEBAN  BROTHERS^  OETEOCLES  AND 
POLYSICES. 

In  death  you  part  the  fire, 

you  cut  the  cruell  flame: 
If  so  you  had  deuided  Thebes 

you  might  eniuyde  the  same. 


OF  A  MARVEILOUS  DEFORMED  MAN, 

To  drawe  the  minde  in  Table  to  the  sight 

Is  harde:  to  paint  the  limmes  is  counted  light: 

But  now  in  thee  these  two  are  nothing  so, 

For  Nature  splayes  thy  miude  in  open  show. 

We  see  by  proofe  of  thy  untbriftie  deedes, 

The  couert  kinde  from  whome  this  filthe  proceedes. 

But  who  can  paint  those  shapelesse  lims  of  thine. 

When  eche  to  vewe  thy  carkasse  dotb  repine?  ' 


A  MYRROUR  OF  THE  FALL  OF  PRIDE. 

Sometime  the  Giants  did  rebelt 

against  the  mightie  loue, 
They  thought  in  Olymp  raoont  to  dvrrtl- 

and  long  for  that  they  stfove. 

A  hundred  handes  ecbe  Monster  bad 

by  course  of  cursed  kinde : 
A  stock  so  stabbome  and  so  mad 

I  no  where  else  can  finde. 

Dame  Tellus  was  their  Mother  thought 

of  pleasant  poets  all. 
By  whome  they  would  have  brought  to  nought 

the  seate  Olympicall. 

First  Briareus  began  the  broyle 

who  tooke  a  hill  in  hand. 
And  layde  it  on  another  soyle 

that  thereabout  did  stiad: 
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Still  calling  oa  bis  monstrous  mates 

ekborting  them  the  same. 
And  with  the  reast  the  Gauffe  debates 

how  stately  Gods  to  tame. 

Ossa  was  tayde  on  Pindus  backe, 

and  Peiion  on  hie : 
And  thus  tbey  thought  to  bring  to  sack 

in  time  the  starrie  skie. 

They  did  enuie  the  Gods  the  place 

by  nature  them  assignde : 
And  thought  it  meeter  for  a  race 

which  Tellus  bred  by  kinde. 

Tbey  wonld  haue  had  the  highest  throne 

that  loue  had  long  possest : 
And  downe  they  would  the  Oods  haue  tbrowne 

and  Princely  powre  represt. 

At  length  the  lowte  began  to  lore 

in  making  dreadftill  sound, 
The  like  was  neuer  harde  before 

in  Heaven  from  the  ground. 

Then  lupiter  began  to  gaze 

and  looke  about  the  Skie, 
And  alt  the  Gods  were  in  a  maze 

the  Monsters  were  so  nie. 

They  callde  a  coonsaile.then  in  haste 

the  Gods  assembled  tho : 
And  common  sentence  was  at  last 

that  mightie  loue  should  throw 

His  thunderbolt  that  Vulcan  lame 

prepared  for  the  nonce, 
Whereby  he  might  eftsoone  make  tame 

the  haughtie  Giants  bones. 

Then  might  you  see  the  Mountaines  frll 

and  hill  from  hill  depart. 
And  Monsters  in  the  valley  crawle 

whome  Thunder  did  subvait. 


The  Mountaines  were  not  raysde 
but  downe  they  fell  as  fast: 

And  Giants  in  a  cluster  thick 
to  Tellus  fell  at  last 
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Such  plagues  bad  pride  in  former  time, 

the  Gods  abhorred  so 
That  mortal  men  should  dare  to  dime 

the  heavens  hie  to  know. 

And  not  alone  the  heaoenly  rowte 

the  loftie  lookes  correct 
Of  such  as  prowdly  go  about 

their  Empire  to  rrject : 

But  other  Gods  of  meaner  state 
(of  wbome  the  Poets  write) 

Such  pievish  Pecocks  pride  doe  hate 
and  seche  reuenge  by  might. 

The  grisly  God  whome  floods  obey 
and  drenching  Seas  imbrace. 

Who  in  the  waters  beares  the  sway 
where  Nereus  shewes  his  foce: 

Whome  forceth  he  by  surge  of  Seas 

into  Charybdiscliues? 
Or  wbome  doth  Neptune  most  disease  ? 

or  whome  to  Scylla  driues? 


Not  him  that  beares  his  Saites  aloire; 

nor  him  that  keepes  the  shoare: 
Ne  yet  the  Bargeman  that  doth  rove 

with  lung  and  Umber  oare. 

Not  those  that  haunt  the  Haven  snie 

and  port  of  peri  11  voide, 
Tbey  cannot  Neptunes  wrath  procure 

the  Chanell  tbat  auoide: 

But  those  that  voide  of  carck  and  care 

and  feare  of  Neptunes  yre, 
Doe  hoise  their  Sailes  and  neuer  spare 

to  further  their  desyre. 

And  doe  receiue  whole  Gales  of  winde 

from  mightie  .£ole  sent : 
Those,  those  are  they  by  course  of  kinde 

that  Neptune  makes  repent. 

He  spoiles  the  Sailes,  and  tackle  tearei, 

the  Mast  it  gone  to  wrack: 
The  Ribbes  tbey  rent,  the  Shipmen  fesres 

when  Cables  gin  to  crack. 

Then  whereto  serues  the  Pilots  pride 
that  hoyst  his  Sailes  so  hie  ? 

And  where  is  he  that  fearde  no  tide 
nor  threatnmg  from  the  Skie  ? 

His  pride  procurde  his  fleaifuU  fate 

and  fortune  that  befell 
Which  Neptune  most  of  all  doth  hata 

as  Shipmen  know  right  welL 

Let  Giants  foil  and  Shipmens  case 

a  myrrour  be  therefore 
To  such  as  seeke  to  hie  &  plaoe» 

for  like  shall  be  their  lore. 

Narcissus  may  example  bee 
and  myrrour  to  the  prowde. 

By  whome  they  may  moat  plaindy  see 
how  pride  hath  beeoe  allowde. 

His  beautie  braue  such  loftie  cheeie 

in  him  did  breede  in  time: 
That  Gods  themselnes  agreeved  were 

with  such  a  haynous  crime. 

No  looving  Lasse  might  him  allure, 

nor  Dians  nymphs  at  all 
By  ought  his  friendship  might  procure: 

but  wote  ye  well  his  fall. 

In  Sommer  time  as  Fortmie  would 

his  Fortone  was  to  bee 
In  open  fielde,  where  no  man  could 

his  blazing  beautie  see. 

At  length  in  raging  to- and  fro 

his  fortune  was  to  fiode 
A  Fountaine  freshe  that  there  did  flew 

as  Gods  (I  think)  assignde. 

He  thought  forthwith  his  thirst  to  quest 

by  pleasant  traoaile  gote. 
But  there  he  found  or  ere  he  went 

a  greater  drongth  God  wote. 

In  stooping  downe  to  take  the  taste 

of  Cbristall  waters  theare, 
(Uuhappie  Boy)  had  spide  «t  last 

a  little  Boy  appeare. 
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IVhose  beaatie  breae,  and  likiog  looke 

bis  fansie  pleasde  to  well: 
That  there  himselfe  the  Boy  forsooke 

and  ia  a  frensie  fell. 

He  had  that  he  so  fondly  looude : 

and  yet  it  was  not  so : 
And  from  himselfe  he  was  remooude 

that  thence  did  neuer  go. 

He  viras  the  Boy  that  tooke  the  vewe, 

he  was  the  Boy  espide. 
And  being  both  he  neyther  knewe, 

sach  was  the  ende  of  pride. 

Then  gaii  he  shed  his  teares  adowne, 

then  gan  he  make  his  plaint : 
And  then  at  length  he  fell  to  grounde. 

Bore  feebled  all  with  feint. 

His  spirite  that  earst  so  prowde  was  seene 

converted  into  winde : 
Bat  of  his  Corps  a  flower  greene 

still  there  abode  behinde. 

Narcissus  callde  (as  Poets  tell) 

as  Narcisse  was  before. 
In  token  that  to  Narcisse  fell 

this  most  unhappie  lore. 

I  could  recite  the  hystories 

of  many  other  moe, 
Wltome  pievisb  Pride  the  miseries 

of  Fortune  forst  to  knowe. 

But  1  of  purpose  will  let  passe 

Apollos  Bastard  Sonne, 
T^ho  Phaeton  ycleped  was 

when  fii-st  his  fame  begonne. 

I  minde  not  to  rehearse  at  all 
the  charge  be  tooke  in  hande, 

I  wittingly  omit  his  fell 
into  Eridan  sande. 

But  this  I  say  assuredly 

had  it  not  bene  for  Pride, 
The  Charret  had  not  gone  awrie 

though  Phaeton  were  guide. 

But  glorie  vmnt  and  want  of  skill 

enforste  his  haugbtie  hart, 
Of  Phcebe  to  crave  to  worke  his  will 

in  ruling  Phoebus  cart. 

The  like  attempt  tooke  Icarus 

from  Creta  that  did  Die 
By  wings  of  Wax  with  Dedalus 

wbeu  Icar  flue  to  bie. 

His  Fathers  wordes  preuailed  not 

nor  lesson  taught  before, 
Till  fained  fethers  were  so  whot 

at  he  'could  flie  no  more. 

For  want  of  winges  then  gan  be  clap 
his  breast  with  open  armes 

Till  downe  be  fell :  such  was  his  bap, 
whose  pride  procurde  bis  barmes. 

"When  wrastling  windes  from  JEole  sent 

befigbt  themselups  so  long 
That  East  against  the  West  is  bent, 

and  North  puts  South  to  wrong: 
VOL,  II. 


Then  may  you  heare  the  Prac  to  crack 

that  beares  his  head  so  hie 
And  loftic  lugs  go  then  to  wrack 

which  seeme  to  touch  the  Skie. 

When  loue  flings  downe  his  thundring  bolts 

our  vices  to  redresse, 
They  batter  downe  the  highest  hoHes 

and  touch  not  once  the  lesse. 

Tbe  Cotte  is  surer  than  the  Hall 

in  proofe  we  day  lie  see: 
For  highest  things  doe  soonest  fell 

ftom  their  felicitee. 

What  makes  the  Phoenix  flame  with  fire 

a  Blrde  so  rare  in  sight? 
What  causeth  him  not  to  retire 

from  PhoDbus  burning  light? 

In  faith  if  he  would  line  belowe 
as  Birds  Dame  Nature  tought. 

The  Esterlings  should  neuer  knowe 
their  Phoenix  buret  so  oft. 

All  ye  therefore  that  suretie  loue 

and  would  not  have  a  fell. 
From  you  the  Peacocks  pride  remooat 
I      and  trust  not  Fortunes  Ball. 

Let  Phaetons  fate  be  fearde  of  you 

and  Icars  lot  also: 
Remember  that  tbe  Pine  doth  rue 

that  he  so  bigh  doth  grow. 


OF  THE  CLOCK  AND  THE  COCK, 

Gooo  reason  thou  allowe 

one  letter  more  to  mee 
Than  to  the  Cock^  For  Cocks  doe  sleepe 

when  Clocks  doe  wake  for  thee. 


OF  A  TAYLER. 


Thovgh  Tayler  cut  thy  garment  out  of  frame, 
And  strie  tfay  stoffe  by  sowing  it  amis; 
Yet  must  we  say  the  Tayler  makes  the  same, 
I  To  make  and  marre  is  one  with  them  ywis. 


THE  LOUER 


FlNDIIfG  HIi  tOUE  PLUTBD  PROM  WOMTEDTROT* 
I.BAVEt  TO  WRITE  IN  PRAYSB  OF  HIR. 

THOiiOH  deane  contrarie  by  my  Verse 

to  those  I  wrote  before. 
Yet  let  not  retchlesse  doome  accuse 

my  wandring  wits  the  more. 

As  time  doth  shape  and  shew  (they  say) 

BO  ought  our  stile  to  frame. 
In  Sommer  Sunne,  we  neede  no  fire, 

yet  Winter  asketh  flame: 

So  that  I  earst  found  cause  of  sport 

and  matter  to  reioyce, 
Of  force  by  fencie  was  procvide 

to  use  a  gladfome  voyce. 
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And  now  since  deq>e  dispaire  hath  drencht 

my  hope,  I  will  assay 
To  turn  my  tune  and  chaongc  my  cheere 

and  leaue  my  woonted  lay. 

Not  fitrre  unlike  the  chirping  Foule 

in  Sommer  that  doth  sing. 
And  during  Winter  hides  his  head 

till  next  returne  of  Spring. 

They  say  when  altred  is  the  camb 

o/ force  effect  doth  sue: 
As  new  repaire  of  better  blood 

doth  cause  a  Hawke  to  mue. 

Though  iEtna  bume  by  kindly  coarse 

and  belke  out  fire  with  fume : 
When  Sulpber  vaine  is  cieane  extinct 

the  fier  will  consume. 

Whereby  I  may  conclude  aright 

that  ecbe  effect  must  bee 
As  is  his  cause :  So  fruite  ensues 

the  nature  of  the  Tree. 

Then  I  of  force  must  shap€  my  stile 

as  matter  is  1  write: 
Unlesse  I  would  be  thought  to  match 

a  Fawcon  with  a  Rite. 

When  winde  and  wane  at  Sea  doe  rore 

and  Barck  is  in  distresses 
Then  time  requires  that  shipmen  should 

their  Tackles  all  addresse. 

Then  crooked  Ancors  must  be  cast 

the  shaken  ship  to  stay 
From  sincking  Sands,  and  ruthlesse  Rockf 

^t  Shipmen  oft  affray. 

No  sooner  Triton  blowes  bis  Trumpe 

and  swolen  waters  quailes. 
And  ABole  makes  his  windes  retire: 

but  hoyse  they  vp  the  Sailes. 

Then  fleete  they  forward  m  the  floud^ 
then  cut  they  wanes  in  twaine : 

Then-  kunch  they  on  (as  earst  they  did) 
with  all  their  might  and  maine. 

So  I  hereafter  must  assay 

my  woonted  tune  to  chaunge 
As  time  requires,  and  I  in  loue 

shall  finde  my  Ladie  stmuQge. 

If  she  be  one  of  Cresids  crue 

and  swarue  hir  former  Hest, 
No  Lucrece  must  I  tearme  hir  then^ 

for  that  were  but  a  iest. 

For  if  she  false  hir  fixed  faytb, 

Vlysses  wiues  renowne 
Unsitting  is  for  hir  whose  loue 

endureth  but  a  stowne. 

Wherefore  I  will  as  time  shall  shape 

and  she  hir  loue  prolong, 
Applie  my  Pen,  and  tell  the  troth 

as  best  I  may  in  song. 


I 


HB  SORROWB8  OTHBK  TO  HADS  THE  FXITTRS  OT 

U18  SBRUICK. 

Some  men  would  looke  to  hane 

a  recompence  of  paine. 
And  Reason  wils  it  so  to  be 

vnlesse  we  list  to  faine: 

Some  would  expect  for  loue 

to  haue  mfained  hart. 
And  think  it  but  a  fit  reward 

for  such  a  good  desart. 

But  I  (mhappie  Wight) 

that  spend  my  loue  in  Taine, 
Doe  seeke  for  succonr  at  hir  hands 

while  other  get  the  gaine. 

As  thirstie  grouitd  doth  gape 

to  swallow  in  the  shoure: 
Euen  so  fore  I  poore  Harpalos 

whome  Cupids  pains  deuonre. 

I  holde  the  Hiue  in  bande 

and  paioe  my  selfe  thereby. 
While  other  eate  the  hidden  foode 

that  are  not  halfe  so  dry. 

I  plough  the  soyle  with  paine 

and  cast  my  seede  thereon: 
And  other  come  that  sheare  the  abeanca 

and  laugh  when  I  am  gou. 

Mine  is  the  Winters  toile, 

and  theirs  the  Sommers  gaine: 
The  Haruest  falles  out  of  their  siiare 

that  felt  no  part  of  paine. 

I  beare  the  pinching  yoke 

and  burden  on  my  back. 
And  other  driue  when  I  oust  dnw, 

and  thus  1  go  to  wrack. 

I  fast  when  other  feede, 

I  thirst  when  other  drinck: 
I  mourne  when  they  triumph  for  icy, 

they  swimme  when  I  must  sinck. 

They  haue  the  hoped  gaine 

whiles  I  tbe  losse  indnre: 
They  whole  at  heart,  whilst  I  my  ^riele 

by  no  meanes  can  recore. 

They  shroud  them  seines  in  shades 

I  sit  in  open  Sunne: 
They  leape  as  Lambes  in  Instie  Lsaze, 

I  lie  as  one  Tndnnne. 

They  tast  their  nightly  rest, 

my  troubled  head  doth  wake; 
J  tosse  and  tume  from  side  to  side 

while  they  their  sorrowes  sladce, 

I  would,  but  they  enioye, 
]      I  crane  that  is  debard: 
They  haue,  what  will  you  more  I  say? 
their  seniice  is  prefoid. 

Thus  I  procure  my  woe 

by  framing  them  their  ioy: 
In  seeking  bow  to  salue  my  Sore 

1  breede  my  chiefe  annoy. 
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So  tbeepe  with  Wboll  are  clad 
their  Maisten  batie  tbe  gaiiie, 

So  Birdff  doe  baild  their  Nests  on  Brakes 
and  put  them  sdaes  to  paine. 

But  other  task  tba  froitte 
when  so  their  Broode  is  batcht: 

The  Neit  retttaines,  tH(R  Brrda  are  gone, 
tbe  Chickem  are  dtepatcht. 

So  Bees  lor  HoDiiie  toyle 

m  fleeing  to  and  fro. 
And  aelle  wretches  take  graat  pajmea 

for  wbome  they  little  know. 

I  tbinck  it  is  procorde 

by  griesly  Gods  aboof 
l%at  some  should  gape,  and  other  gaine 

tbe  guerdon  of  their  loiie. 

Bat  sore  if  Wotnans  wUl 

be  forged  of  my  wo. 
And  not  tbe  migbtie  Gods  ordaine 

my  dtetiiie  to  be  so: 

Then  must  I  needes  oomplaine 
and  corsse  tbeir  ruthlesse  kinde. 

That  in  re^psltaUof  good  wtH 
do  shew  them  seines  vnkinde. 


But  whether  be  tbe  cause, 

hereafter  I  intende 
To  fawne  on  them  that  force  on 

and  bow  when  other  bende. 

This  one  abase  shall  make 
me  take  the  better  beede 

On  whome  I  fixe  my  iaacie  fiist, 
or  make  a  friend  indeede. 


THE  LOUER 


SBIMO  RIM8BLFB  ABU8DB,  RBNOUNCETH  LODfl. 

Though  men  accoumpt  it  sbame 

and  folly  to  repent, 
Or  grutcht  good  will  that  was  bestowde 

when  nought  sane  fiiytb  was  ment: 

Yet  can  they  not  wHhsay 

but  if  tbe  knot  be  bunt 
Then  may  we  shew  our  seines  mkinde 

that  friendly  were  at  furst. 

He  mnnes  an  endlesse  race 

that  neuentumes  againe. 
And  he  a  funded  Louer  is 

that  wastes  his  liooe  in  vaine. 

Nought  can  he  indga  of  hues, 

that  can  pot  see  when  guile 
In  place  of  friendship  doakes  hir  selfe 

in  fbrme  of  forged  wile. 

And  he  that  plainely  sees 

the  Trap  before  his  eie 
And  will  not  shanne  from  perill,  tis 

no  matter  though  he  die. 

I  tell  my  tale  by  prqufe 

I  speake  it  not  by  rot,     • 
To  loue  a  subtile  Lassc  of  late 

was  fallen  to  my  lot 


On  whome  I  set  such  store 

such  comfort  and  delight^ 
As  lifie  it  was  to  see  hir  face, 

a  death  to  want  hir  sight. 

So  I  might  doe  the  thing 
that  might  abridge  hir  smart. 

And  bannish  all  annoy  that  grev 
by  iroward  fortunes  Art: 

What  daonger  sbodM  T  dread? 

or  perill  seeme  to  shunne? 
None  that  is  here  bekiw  on  earth 

or  sabiect  to  tbe  Some. 

To  shew  my  seXTt  a  Friend 

to  hir,  I  was  my  Foe: 
She  was  the  onely  Idol!  whomft 

I  bonordft  liere  belowe. 

This  is  (thought  I)  the  same 

that  was  Vlysses  wife: 
Wbo  in  tbe  absence  of  hir  Make 

did  lead  a  doolefull  Itle. 

Or  else  tis  she  at  least 

whome  Tarqayn  did  enforce 

By  beastly  rape  with  pierciQg  a woide 
so  to  fordoe  hir  corse. 

Bat  such  is  hir  abuse 

90  froward  eke  hir  grace. 
As  loue  it  may  no  longer  last 

since  frindship  bidet  bis  fMew 

I  did  not  welladuise 

I  built  on  sincking  Sande, 
And  when  I  thought  she  looade  me  besi 

shee  bore  me  but  in  hande. 

Where  I  bad  tbongbt  a  Porte 

and  Hauen  sure  to  bee: 
There  foande  I  bap  and  dreadibtt  Death* 

as  gazers  on  may  see. 

Ab  Moose  that  treades  tbe  trap 

in  hope  to  finde  repast. 
And  bites  tbe  bread  that  breed!  bis  bent 

and  is  intimpped  fkst: 

Like  was  my  doolefuU  case 

that  led  vpon  my  wo, 
Till  now  lepentance  fbreeth  mee 

such  fancies  to  fnga 

And  (thancked  be  good  bap) 

now  once  agalne  I  fleete 
And  swim  aloft,  that  sanck  of  late 

fiist  bampred  by  the  feete. 

Now  is  my  (brtune  good 

so  Fortune  grannt  it  last: 
And  I  as  happie  as  the  best 

now  stormie  Cloudes  are  pasl» 

I  fiode  the  bottom  iirme 

and  stable  where  I  passe. 
There  are  no  haughtie  Rocks  at  hande 

ne  yet  no  ground  of  glasae. 

Good  Ancor  holde  I  haue 

so  I  may  vae  it  still, 
I  am  no  more  a  boonden  thrall 

but  free  I  liue  at  wilL 


628 

But  that  which  most  tormenb 
my  minde,  and  reaues  my  ioy 

Is,  for  I  Herude  a  fickle  Wench 
that  bred  me  this  annoy. 

Bnt  Gods  forgiue  my  gnilt 
and  time  mispent  before, 

And  I  will  be  another  man 
then  I  haue  bene  of  yore. 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


AGATNtT  THE  IBLODS  HEADBS  THAT   ALWATB8 
UAUE  LOUBR8  IN  SUSFBCT. 

Whew  lelous  luno  saw  hir  mighty  Make 
Had  Id  tumde  into  a  bmtish  kinde 
More  couertly  of  hir  his  lust  to  take: 
To  work  hir  «ill  and  all  his  fraud  to  finde 
She  craude  the  Cowe  in  gift  at  loue  his  hande. 
Who  could  not  well  his  Sisters  sate  withstande. 

When  yeelded  was  hir  boone  and  Hest  fulfillde 
To  Aigus  charge  committed  was  the  Cow, 
For  he  could  wake  so  well,  him  luno  willde 
To  watch  the  Beast  with  neuer  sleeping  browe: 
.  With  hundred  eyes,  that  hatefull  Hienis  bed 
Was  deckt,  some  watcht  when  torn  to  sleepe  were 
led. 

So  wardecT  he  by  day,  so  wakte  by  night 
And  did  Dame  lunos  will  accomplish  so. 
As  nevtber  loue  might  once  delude  his  sight 
Nor  I0  part  hir  pointed  pasture  fro: 
His  staring  eies  on  lo  still  were  bent. 
He  markt  hir  march,  and  sude  hir  as  shee  went. 

Till  loue  at  lengbt  to  ruth  and  pitie  mooude 
To  see  the  spitefull  hate  that  Argus  bare 
To  hir,  whome  he  so  feruently  had  looude 
And  who  for  him  abode  suchc  endelesse  care: 
His  fethred  Sonne  Cylenus  sent  from  Skies 
To  reaue  the  carefull  Clowne  his  watchful!  eies. 

Who  to  fulfill  his  Lord  and  Fatbere  Hest 
Tooke  charmed  Rod  in  hand  and  Pipe  to  play. 
And  girt  him  with  a  Sworde  as  likte  him  best 
And  to  the  fielde  he  flue  where  Argus  lay. 
Disguised  like  a  Shepheird  in  his  weede 
That  he  his  purpose  might  the  better  speede. 

When  ech^  had  other  salued  in  bis  sort. 
To  brag  vpon  his  Pipe  the  Clowne  begoon. 
And  sayd,  that  for  that  noise  and  gallant  sport 
All  other  mirthes  and  Maygames  he  wold  shooo. 
His  onely  ioy  was  on  his  Pipe  to  play: 
And  then  to  blow  the  Kustick  dkl  assoy.     - 

In  fine  when  Argus  had  his  cunning  sbowde. 
And  ech  to  other  chatted  had  a  space 
Of  this  and  that  as  was  befalue  abrode, 
Mercurius  tooke  his  Pipe  from  out  his  case 
And  theron  playde  bee  so  passing  well. 
As  most  of  Argus  eies  to  slumber  fell. 


Such  was  the  fine  of  bis  dispitous  bate. 
Such  was  the  boone  and  guerdon  of  his  hir«L 
And  all  the  good  the  carefull  Coward  gate 
For  seeking  to  debarre  the  Gods  desire: 
A  fit  reward  for  snch  a  good  desart. 
The  Cowarde  might  haue  playde  a 


And  as  they  slept  with  charmed  Rod  he  stroke 
The  drowsie  Dolte  to  keepe  him  in  that  plight. 
And  playde  so  long  till  time  he  did  prouoke 
All  Argus  eies  to  bid  the  beast  God  night: 
Whome  when  he  sawe  in  such  a  shimber  led, 
He  stale  the  Cowe,  and  swapt  of  Aigut  bed. 


God  sende  the  like,  and  worse  to  such  as  vse^ 
f  As  Argus  did)  with  euer  waking  eie 
The  blamelesse  sort  of  Loueiv  to  abuse. 
That  alwayes  readie  are  and  prest  to  pric 
The  purpose  to  bewray  and  couert  toyea 
Of  foithfiiU  friends,  and  bane  their  blisMial  ioyei^ 

I  trust  there  will  be  found  in  time  of  neede 
A  Mercurie  with  charmed  Twig  in  hand 
And  pleasant  Pipe,  their  waking  eies  to  feede 
With  drowsie  dumps,  their  purpose  to  withstand: 
That  leloos  heads  may  leame  to  be  wies 
For  feare  they  lose  (as  Aigus  did)  their  eies. 

For  Cupid  takes  disdaine  and  scome  to 
His  thralls  abusde  in  such  Fnseemely  aort. 
Who  seeke  no  greedie  gaine  nor  filtliie  fee*. 
But  pleasant  play,  and  Venus  sugred  sport: 
A  slender  hire  rOod  wote)  to  quite  the  paine 
That  Ixnicrs  bide,  or  they  their  loue  attaine. 


THAT  IT   IS   HURTFUrx    TO   CONCEALB 
PROM  OUR  FSUfADBS. 

A  SMART  in  silence  kept 

(as  Ouid  doth  expresse) 
Doth  more  torment  tb*  afflicted  man 

than  him  that  seekes  redresse. 

For  then  it  respite  takes. 

and  leysure  to  procure    - 
Such  mischiefe  as  for  want  of  helpe 

the  longer  doth  endure. 

As  if  thou  set  no  salue 

where  ranckleth  swelling  sore. 
It  will  in  further  procesae  paine 

and  thee  torment  the  more. 

I  sundrie  times  haue  seene 
a  wound  that  caret  was  small. 

In  time  for  want  of  Suigions  sight 
to  greater  mischiefe  fall: 

And  eke  the  balefull  blowe 
so  grieuous  that  was  thought. 

Full  quickly  curde  by  Surgions  sleeht 
If  he  were  quickly  sought 

So  iareth  it  by  man, 

that  keepes  in  couert  breast 
The  pinching  paine  that  breedei  withia 

increasing  great  vureast: 

That  neuer  will  disclose 

the  secrets  of  his  hart. 
But  rather  sufier  feruent  paine 

and  deeper  piercing  smart. 

For  wliy  was  friendship  found 

and  quickly  put  in  vre. 
But  that  th»  one  of  th*  others  helpe 

should  think  himselfo  fall  mm} 
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Why  are  they  like  in  minde 

and  one  in  erie  part? 
Why  are  they  two  ih  bodies  twainc 

possessing  but  one  hart? 

And  why  doth  one  mislike, 
that  so  displeaseth  his  Feere, 

But  that  they  two  are  one  in  deedtf 
it  plainely  might  appeare? 

Did  Tullie  euer  dreade 

his  secrets  to  disclose 
To  Atticus  his  louiug  Friend, 

in  vhome  he  did  repose 

Such  credit  and  soch  trust 

and  id  him  selfe  he  might, 
To  whome  alwayes  with  painefuU  Pen 

this  Tuiiie  did  iudight? 

What  euer  Theseus  thought 

Perythous  could  tell, 
With  wearie  trauell  that  pursudd 

his  16uing  friend  to  Hell. 

Was  Damon  daintie  found 

to  Pythias  at  all, 
For  whome  he  would  with  Tyran  staid 

as  pledge  to  Hue  in  thrall? 

Id  Pylades  was  nought 

but  that  Orestes  knew. 
Who  priuie  was  from  time  to  time 

how  care  or  comfort  grew. 

Gysippus  felt  no  grief*; 

but  Titus  boade  the  same : 
And  where  that  Titus  found  reliefe 

their  Gysippe  had  his  game. 

When  Lslius  did  laugh 

then  Scipiodid  ioy: 
And  what  Menetus  Sonne  mislikte 

Achy  lies  did  annoy. 

JEurialus  his  thoughts 

and  secrets  of  his  hart 
To  Nysus  would  declare  at  laiga 

were  they  of  ioy  or  smart. 

All  these  conioyned  were 

in  surest  league  of  looue, 
Whome  neyther  Fortune  good  or  bad, 

nor  Death  might  once  remooue. 

Tbey  would  not  think  in  minde 

no(  practise  that  at  all : 
But  to  that  same  their  frnstie  Friend 

they  would  in  councell  calL 

All  those  therefore  that  wish 
their  inward  palnes  redresse, 

JVIust  to  their  most  assured  Friend 
it  outwardly  expresse. 

So  may  tbey  chaance  to  finde 

a  satue  for  secret  sore. 
Which  otherwise  In  cooert  kepi 

will  toone  increaM  to  nvra* 


OF  THE  DItmRS  AND  CONTRAttlB  PASSIOMt  AM] 
AEFBCT10M8  OF  HIS  LOUE. 

To  Phisick  those  that  long  haue  gone 

and  spent  their  time  in  griefe, 
Affirme  that  Patients  in  their  paynes 

will  shunne  their  best  reliefe. 


They  will  rtfiise  the  Tysants  taste 

and  wholesome  drinkes  despise^ 
Which  to  recure  diseases  fell 

Machaon  did  deuise  2 

But  when  they  be  debard  t^e  same 

which  so  they  sbunde  before. 
They  crie  and  call  for  Tysants  then 

as  soueraigne  for  their  sore. 

Such  is  the  wayward  guise  of  those 

with  pangues  that  are  opprest. 
They  wish  for  that  they  neuer  had, 

and  shunue  that  they  possest. 

1  may  to  those  right  well  compare 

the  Louers  diuers  tboughti 
That  likes,  and  then  mislikes  againe 

that  they  long  earst  had  sought. 

They  will  not,  when  they  may,  enioy 

their  hearts  desired  choise:   . 
They  then  defie,  they  then  detest 

with  lowde  and  lothsome  voice. 

They  will  refuse  when  time  doe  serae, 

but  when  such  time  is  gone, 
They  sigh  and  schreach  with  monmefuU  crie 

and  make  a  ruthfull  roone« 

They  little  think  that  Time  hath  wings 

or  knoweth  how  to  flie: 
They  hope  to  haue  it  still  at  hande 

that  swiftly  passeth  bie. 

They  think  that  Time  will  tarie  them 

and  for  their  fancie  stay. 
But  Time  in  little  time  is  gone 

it  fleeteth  fiut  awayJ 

So  standes  the  foole  by  fleeting  floud 

and  looketh  for  a  turne: 
But  Riner  runnes  and  still  will  ranne 

and  neuer  shape  retume. 

What?  doe  they  hope  that  beauties  glasse 

will  still  continue  bright? 
Nay,  when  the  day  is  gone  and  past 

by  course  aj^eeres  the  night. 

For  crooked  age  his  wonted  trade 

is  for  to  plough  the  face 
With  wrinckled  forrowes,  that  before 

was  chiefe  of  Beaaties  grace. 

Perhaps  they  thinke  that  men  are  mad, 

and  once  intrapt  in  loue 
Will  neuer  striue  to  breake  the  snare 

nor  nener  to  remoae.  • 

No  Fowler  that  had  wylie  witt€ 

but  will  forsae  such  hap. 
That  Birds  wiU  alway  bus ke  and  btte 

and  icape  tbe  Fowlers  Trap. 
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And  if  their  Fortune  favour  so, 

tbcD  who  doth  mount  «o  hie 
As  thoM  that  guilefutl  Pit&U  tooke 

prqiared  for  to  die? 

What  Fish  doth  fleete  bo  fiut  as  thai 
which  lately  hangde  on  hooke? 

By  bappie  hap  if  he  escape, 
he  will  not  backwarde  look^. 

Take  time  therefore  thou  foolishe  Teeme^ 
whilst  Time  doth  seme  so  well: 

For  Time  away  as  fast  doth  flee 
as  any  sound  of  Bell. 

And  thou  perhaps  in  after  Time 

when  Time  is  past  and  gone. 
Shall  lie  lamenting  losse  of  Time 

as  colde  as  any  stone. 

Yet  were  thou  better  take  thy  timit 
whilst  yet  thy  Beautie  serues. 

For  Beautie  as  the  Flower  fades 
whome  lack  of  Phcebus  steruea. 


OF  DIDO  AND  THE  TRUTH  OF  BIB 

DEATH. 

I  DIDO  and  the  Suene  of  Carthage  ground^ 
Whose  limmea  thou  seest  so  lively  set  to  sight: 
Such  one  I  was^  but  never  to  be  found 
So  ferre  in  loue  as  Vergill  seemes  to  Wright, 
I  liude  not  so  in  livt  and  lb wle  delight. 

For  aeither  he  that  wandring  Duke  of  Troie 
Knewe  mee,  nor  yet  at  Lybie  land  ariude: 
But  to  escape  laibos  that  did  aooie 
Mee  sore,  of  lyfe  my  Carcasse  I  deprtude, 
To  keep  my  Hest  that  he  would' tbo  l^ue  liiide* 

No  storme  of  leue  nor  dolour  made  me  die, 
I  slue  my  selfe  to  saue  my  Sheete  of  shame 
Wherein  good  Sycheus  wrapped  me  perdie: 
Then  Vergiil  then  the  greater  be  thy  blame. 
That  so  by  loue  doest  breede  my  fowle  de&me. 


OF  VENUS  IN  AUMOUH. 

Iff  complete  armour  Pallas  saw 

the  ladie  Venus  stande: 
Who  said,  let  Paris  now  be  iudga 

encounter  we  with  hande. 

Replide  the  Goddesse:  what? 

scornste  thou  in  Armour  mee. 
That  naked  earst  in  Ida  Mount 

■o  foylde  and  conquerde  thee? 


OF  A  HARE  COMPLAINING  OF  THE 
HAIRED  OF  DOGS. 

Thb  senting  Hounds  pursode 
.  the  hastie  Hare  of  foote: 
The  sielie  Beast  to  scape  the  I>ogt 
did  iumpe  tpon  a  roote. 

The  rotten  scrag  it  burst, 

from  Cliffe  to  Seas  he  fell: 
Then  cride  the  Hare,  vnbappie  mee, 

for  BOW  perceyne  1  wcU 


Both  lande  and  Sea  pursue 
and  hate  the  hortlesse  Hare: 

And  eake  the  docged  Skies  aloft, 
if  so  the  Dog  be  theare. 


TO  ONE  THAT  PAINTED  ECCHO. 

Tmou  witles  wight,  what  menes  this  nad  inteal 
To  draw  my  face  and  forme,  ▼oknovne  to  tiice? 
What  meanst  thou  so  for  to  molcsten  mee? 
Whome  neuer  eie  behelde,  nor  man  Goddiee} 

Daughter  to  talking  Tongue^  and  Ayream^ 
My  Mother  is  nothing  when  things  are  waid: 
I  am  a  voyce  without  the  bodies  aid. 
When  all  the  tale  is  tolde  and  sentence  sud, 

Then  I  recite  the  latter  worde  afresh 
In  mocking  sort  and  conntedaytiog  wies: 
Within  your  earea  my  chiefiest  harbour  lies, 
There  doe  I  woonne,  not  scene  with  moitsll  eiei. 

And  more  to  tell  and  farther  to  prooeede, 
I  Eccho  height  of  men  below  in  ground: 
If  thou  wilt  draw  my  Counterfeit  in  deede. 
Then  must  thou  paint  (O  Painter)  but  a  logod. 


TO  A   CRUELL  DAME  FOR  GRACE  AXD 

PITTIE. 

At  I  doe  lack  the  skill 

to  show  my  feithfiiU  hart: 
So  doe  you  want  good  will 

to  rue  your  Loners  smarts 

The  greater  is  my  Are 

the  lesser  is  your  heate: 
The  more  that  I  desire 

the  lesae  you  seeme  to  sweafie. 

O  quench  not  so  the  Coale 

of  thys  my  frtithfiill  flame, 
With  nayes  thou  frowarde  soule, 

let  yeaa  increase  the  same. 

Let  us  at  length  agree 

whome  Cupid  irade  by  law 
Eche  others  friend  to  bee 

in  fansies  yoke  to  draw. 

If  I  doe  plaie  my  part 

at  any  time  amis. 
Then  doe  bestowe  thy  bait 

where  greater  Friendship  is. 

But  if  in  true  good  will 

I  beare  my  selfe  uprigh^ 
Let  mee  e^joy  thee  still 

my  seruice  to  requight. 

Go  thou  my  fierie  Dart 

of  scalding  whote  desire 
To  pierce  hir  ysie  hart 

and  set  hir  brest  on  fire. 

That  I  may  both  prolong 

my  painefull  pyning  dayes, 
And  eke  anendge  hhr  whmg 

that  paiM  linr  ptoMUM  payM* 
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I  neuer  sawe  the  stoM 
but  often  drops  would  wast: 

Nor  Dame  but  daylie  mooe 
would  make  bir  yeelde  at  last 


TO  A   GmrTLEWOMA^  FROM  WHOME 
HE  TOOKE  A  RING. 

What  needet  this  frowning  face  ? 

what  meanes  your  looke  so  coye? 
Is  all  this  for  a  Ring, 

a  trifle  and  a  toye? 

What  though  I  reft  your  Ring? 

I  tooke  it  not  to  keepe: 
Therefore  you  neede  the  lesse 

in  such  dispite  to  weepe. 

• 

For  Cupid  shall  be  iudge 

and  Umpire  in  this  case^ 
Or  who  by  hap  shall  next 

approche  into  this  place* 

You  tooke  from  mee  my  heartp 

1  caught  from  you  a  Ring: 
Whose  is  the  greatest  lorae? 

where  ought  the  griele  to  spring? 

Keepe  you  as  well  my  heart, 

as  I  will  keepe  your  Ring, 
And  you  shall  iudge  at  last 

that  you  baue  lost  nothing. 

Forifa  Friendly  heart 

so  stuft  with  staide  lone. 
In  value  doe  not  passe 

the  Ring  you  may  reproua 

The  reauing  of  the  same, 

and  I  of  force  must  pay 
That  I  deserude  the  blame 

who  tooke  your  Ring  away. 

But  what  if  you  doe  wreake 

your  malice  on  my  hart? 
Then  giue  me  leaue  to  tbinck 

you  guiltie  for  your  part. 

And  when  so  ere  I  yeald 

to  you  your  Ring  againe. 
Restore  me  vp  my  heart 

that  now  you  put  to  paine«» 

For  SQ  we  both  be  pleasde, 

to  say  we  may  be  bold 
Tbat  ueytber  to  the  losse 

of  TS  hath  bought  or  sold. 
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For  good  desart  and  guiding  thee  ariglit, 
That  thou  for  aye  mightst  line  deuoide  of  spight, 
I  reape  but  shame,  and  lack  my  chiefe  delight 

For  silence  kept 

When  happie  hap  by  bap  aduaunst  my  case. 
And  tHt>ught  mee  to  my  Udie  face  to  face. 
Where  I  hir  Corps  in  salUe  might  imbrace. 

Thou  heldst  thy  peace. 

Thou  madst  my  voice  to  cleaue  amids  my  tbroCa« 

I  And  sute  to  cease  vnluckylie  (God  wote) 
Thou  wouldst  noUpeak,tho  thouhadst  quite  forgofee 

My  hearU  behest. 

My  heart  by  thee  suspected  was  of  guile. 
For  cause  thou  ceast  to  vse  a  louing  stile. 
And  wordes  to  forge  and  frame  with  finest  fila 

As  Loners  woont 

Thou  madste  my  blond  from  paled  face  to  statt« 
And  flie  to  seeke  some  succor  of  the  hart, 
That  wounded  was  long  earst  with  dreadfliU  dart  • 

Off  Cupids  Bowe. 

And  thou  as  colde  as  any  Marble  stone 
When  from  my  face  the  chillie  blond  was  gone 
1  Couldst  not  deuise  the  way  to  make  my  mona 

By  woitiei  appeare. 

And  (yee  my  teares)  that  wonted  were  to  flowe 
And  stieame  adowue  as  fast  as  thawed  Snowe, 
Were  stopt,  as  then  yee  had  no  powie  too  show* 

A  Looers  sute. 

I  My  sighes  that  earst  were  woont  to  dim  the  8ki<w 
And  cause  a  fume  by  fbnfe  of  flame  to  flie. 
Were  tho  as  slack  as  Welles  of  weeping  dria 
.    Too  sfaowe  my  Lone. 

The  heart  that  laie  in<:ombred  all  within 
Had  fainted  quite  had  not  my  lookes  ybin  t 
For  they  declarde  the  case  my  heart  was  in 

By  tongues  vntroth. 


jOMtA  HM  TOMGWB  THAT  FAILBD  TO 
tUTE  IX  TIME  or  NBBDB. 

FoRCAUtE  I  Still  prefcfde  the  trutfc  before 
ShAmelesse  vntruth,  and  lothsoaeleesiny 
I  finds  ma  seifis  ill  recompenst  therefore 

Off  tliet  my  Toagoe. 


TTTEB  Hit 


lore, 


TffAT  ALL  THIIfOS  ARM  AS  TBEY  ARE 

rSED. 

Was  neuer  ought  by  Natures  Art 
Or  cunning  skill  so  wisely  wrought, 
I  But  Man  by  practise  might  conuart 
Too  worser  vse  than  Nature  thought. 

Ne  yet  was  euer  thing  so  ill 

Or  may  be  of  so  small  a  prise, 
But  man  may  better  it  by  skill 

And  chaunge  his  sorte  by  sound  aduise. 

So  that  by  proofis  it  may  be  seene 

That  all  things  are  as  is  their  vse. 
And  man  may  alter  Nature  cleene. 

And  things  corrupt  by  his  abuse. 

What  better  may  be  found  than  flame. 
Too  Nature  that  doth  succor  paie? 

Yet  we  doe  oft  abuse  the  same 
In  bringing  buildings  to  decaie. 

For  those  that  miode  to  put  in  vre 
Their  malice,  mooude  to  wrath  and  yre: 

To  wreake  their  mischiefie,  will  be  sure 
Too  spill  and  spoyle  thy  hottie  ^th  fyn. 
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So  Phisick  that  doth  serae  for 

And  to  reciire  the  grieued  Mule, 

The  painefuU  Patient  may  disease. 
And  make  him  sick  that  earst  was  whole.  ' 

The  true  Man  and  the  Theefe  are  leeke 
For  sworde  doth  serue  them  both  at  neede, 

Saue  one  by  It  doth  saftetie  seeke 
And  th»  other  of  the  spoile  too  speede. 

As  law  and  learning  doth  redresse 
That  otherwise  woold  go  to  wrack: 

Eoen  so  it  doth  oft  times  oppresse 
And  bring  the  trae  man  to  the  rack. 

Though  Poyson  paine  the  drincker  sore 
By  hoyliog  in  his  fainting  breast. 

Yet  is  it  not  refusde  therefore, 
For  cause  sometime  it  breedeth  reast: 

And  mixt  with  Medicines  of  ptoofe 

According  to  Machaons  Arte, 
I>oth  serue  right  well  for  our  befaoofe 

And  succor  sends  to  dying  harte. 

Yet  these  and  other  things  were  made 

By  Nature  for  the  better  vse. 
But  we  of  customc  take  a  tnde 

By  wilfoU  will  them  to  abuse. . 

So  nothing  is  by  kinde  so  voide 

Of  vice,  and  with  such  vertue  fraughe, 

But  it  by  Ts  may  be  anoide. 

And  brought  in  trackt  of  time  too  nauglit 

Againe  tfafere  is  not  that  so  ill 

Bylowe  the  Lampe  of  Phcebus  light. 

But  man  may  better  if  he  will 
Applie.hjs  wit  to  make  it  right 


TURBERVILE'S  POEAIS. 


THE  LOU  En 

BXCU8ETH  BIMSBLFB  FOR  RENOWNCING  H1» 
LOVE  AND  LAOIE  IMPUTING  THE  SAME  TO  Hlft 
FATE  AND  CONSTELLATION. 

TiiouGR  Dydo  blamde  ^neas  truth 

for  leauing  Carthage  shore 
Where  he  well  entertainde  had  becne, 

and  like  a  Prince  before: 

Though  Theseus  were  Tnthriftie  thought  . 

and  of  a  cruell  race. 
That  in  reward  of  death  escapt* 

by  Aryadnas  Lace, 

Amid  the  desart  woods  so  wilda 

his  louing  Lasse  forsooke, 
Whome  by  good  hap  and  luckie  lore 

the  droosie  Bacchus  tooke. 

Yet  if  the  ludges  in  this  case 

their  verdit  yeelde  aright. 
Nor  Theseus  nor  .£oeas  fact 

deseriie  such  endlesse  spight. 

As  wayward  Women  stirde  to  wrath 

beare  fixed  fest  in  minde. 
Still  seeking  waies  to  wreake  their  yi« 

▼poD  iEneas  kiude. 


For  neither  lack  of  liking  lone, 
nor  hope  of  greater  gaide. 

Nor  fickle  fancies  force  ts  men 
to  breake  of  friendships  chaine. 

They  loth  not  that  they  looude  befoie 
they  hate  not  things  possest:  ' 

Some  other  weightie  cause  they  haue 
of  chauuge,  as  may  be  gest. 

And  waying  with  my  selfe  eche  one, 

I  can  none  fitter  finde, 
Tluin  that  to  men  such  blessed  hap 

18  by  the  Gods  assignde. 

The  golden  Starrea  that  guide  their  are. 

and  Planets  will  them  so: 
And  Gods  (the  Rulers  of  their  race) 

procure  them  to  forga 

Their  forged  foith  and  plighted  truth, 
with  promise  made  so  sure. 

That  is  to  seeming  strbng  as  Steele, 
and  likely  to  endor^. 

For  did  not  mightie  loue  himselfe 

the  swift  Cyllenua  send 
To  will  the  Troyan  Prince  in  hast 

mto  Italia  betid : 

And  leaue  the  liked  land  so  well, 
and  Carthi^e  Queene  forsake. 

That  made  him  owner  of  hir  heart, 
and  ail  that  shee  could  make^ 

And  such  «^s  Theseus  lot  perdye, 

so  hard  the  Maydeus  hap. 
That  shee  in  desart  should  be  left 

and  caught  in  Bacchus  trap. 

Should  lason  be  proclaimde  and  crids 

a  Traitor  to  the  Skies 
For  that  he  Medea  left  at  last 

by  whome  he  wan  the  Flise? 

No,  such  was  Oetes  Daughten  cbaunce 

m  Cradle  hir  assignde. 
And  lasons  Birthstarie  forst  the  Gieeke 

to  showe  himselfe  vnkinde: 

For  if  rewards  might  binde  so  fast, 

and  knit  the  knot  so  sure. 
Their  foith  (no  doubt)  and  lincked  lone 

should  then  offeree  endure. 

For  Dido  gaue  him  Carthage  Kayes, 
the  wealth,  and  sOrle  withall: 

Those  other  two  preserude  their  Hues 
that  else  had  liude  iu  thrall. 

Then  sithens  streaming  Starres  procure, 

and  fatall  powers  agree. 
And  stawled  Gods  doe  condiscend 

that  I  my  friendship  flee: 

And  reaue  your  Bells  and  cast  you  off 

to  line  in  haggards  wies, 
That  for  no  priuate  stale  doe  caie^ 

but  loue  to  range  the  Skies: 

I  must  not  seeme  then  to  rebell 

nor  secret  Treason  foige. 
But  change  my  choice,  and  leaoe  my  loot 

and  fiuicies  fond  di^guyew   > 
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I  cnne  of  Capid  Lorde  of  looe 

a  pardon  for  tbe  same. 
For  that  I  now  reiect  his  lawes 

and  qui^ht  renownce  his  game. 


OF   THE  CRUELL    HATRED    OF  STEP- 
MOTHERS. 

The  Sonne  in  Jawe  bis  Stepdame  being  dead, 
Segai^  hir  Hierce  vith  Garlands  too  commend : 
Meauewhile  there  fell  a  stone  vpon  bis  head 
From  out  the  Tombe  that  brought  the  Boy  abed, 
A  proofe  that  Stepdames  hate  bath  neuer  end. 


AGAIN  B. 


Glad  was  the  sonne  of  frowning  Beldames  death. 
To  witnesse  ioy  to  deck  hir  Tomb  gan  trudge: 
A  piece  of  Mdrble  fell  and  reft  bis  breath 
As  he  (good  Lad)  stood  strowing  floures  beneath, 
Asigne  that  Death  dawnts  not  the  mothers  grudge. 


TO  CUPIJ} 


rOR  RECENGB  OP  HIS  VNKIND  AMD  CRUBLL  LOUB. 
DECLARING  HIS  FAITHFltLL  BERUICB  AND  TRUE 
HEART  BOTH  TO  THE  GOD  OP  LOVB  AND  HIS 
LADIE. 

If  I  bad  beene  in  Troyan  ground 

When  Ladie  Venus  tooke  hir  wound: 

If  I  in  Grekish  Campe  had  beene. 

Or  clad  in  armour'  had  beene  seene: 

If  Hector  had  by  mee  beene  slaine, 

Or  Prince  .fineas  put  to  paine: 

If  I  the  Machin  huge  had  brought 

By  Grecian  guile  so  falsely  wrought, 

Or  raysed  it  abooe  the  wall, 

Of  Troie  that  procurde  the  fall ; 

Then  could  I  not  the  (Cupid)  blame. 

If  thuu  didst  put  mee  to  this  shame. 

But  I  haue  alwaies  beene  as  true 

To  thee  and  thine  in  order  due. 

As  euer  was  there  any  wight. 

That  faith  and  truth  to  Cupid  plight 

1  neuer  yet  despisde  thy  la  we, 

But  aie  of  thee  did  stand  in  awe: 

I  neuer  calde  thee  Bussard  blinde, 

I  no  such  fault  in  thee  did  flnde* 

But  thought  my  time  well  spent  to  bee 

That  I  imploide  in  seruing  thee. 

I  wiste  thou  wert  of  force  and  powre 

To  conquere  Princes  in  an  howre 
When  thou  reCaindst  mee  as  thy  roan 
I  thought  my  selfe  most  happie  than. 
Since  this  is  true  that  1  haue  saide. 
Good  Cupid  let  mee  haue  thy  aide, 
Heipe  mee  to  wreake  my  wrath  aright 
And  succor  mee  to  worke  my  spight. 
To  thee  it  appertaines  of  due 
Him  to  assist  that  is  so  true: 
And  thou  of  reason  shouldst  torment 
Such  as  by  wilfull  will  are  bent  . 
To  triumph  ouer  those  that  serue 
Tbee  in  Che  field,  and  neuer  swerue. 
Go  bend  thy  Bowe  with  hastie  npeede, 
And  make  fair  Tigers  heart  to  bleede, 


Cause  hir  that  little  sets  by  mee. 

Yet  still  to  stand  in  a^iTe  of  thee. 

Let  hir  perceiue  thy  feruent  fyre, 

And  what  thou  art  in  raging  yre. 

Now  showe  thy  selfe  no  man  to  bee. 

Let  hir  a  God  both  feele  and  see. 

She  furceth  not  my  catting  paine, 

Hir  Towed  othes  shee  wayes  as  vainv. 

Shee  sits  in  peace  at  quiet  rest, 

And  scornes  at  mee  so  dispossest. 

Shee  laughes  at  thee,  and  mocks  thy  mighty 

Thou  art  not  Cupid  in  hir  sight. 

She  spites  at  mee  without  cause  whie, 

Shee  forceth  not  aithbugh  I  die. 

I  am  hir  captiue  boonde  in  Qiue 

And  dare  not  once  for  life  to  strine. 

The  more  to  thee  I  call  and  crie. 

To  rid  mee  from  this  cnieltie, 

Tbe  more  shee  seekes  to  woorke  hir  yre. 

The  more  she  burnes  with  scalding  fyre. 

And  all  for  Cupids  sake  t  bide. 

From  whose  decrees  I  doe  not  glide. 

Wherefore  (I  say)  go  bende  thy  Bow, 

And  to  hir  heart  an  Arrow  throw: 

That  Dart  which  breaketh  hearts  of  Flint 

And  giues  the  cruell  erasing  dint, 

Upon  hir  crabbed  breast  bestow. 

That  shee  thy  force  and  powre  may  know: 

That  shee  a  Myrour  may  be  knowne 

To  such  as  be  thy  deadly  fone. 

So  shall  they  good  example  take. 

How  to  abuse  men  for  thy  sake. 

Let  hir  (good  Cupid)  mdersUnde, 

That  I  am  thine  both  heart  and  hande. 

And  to  play  quittance,  force  a  fire. 

That  shee  may  frie  with  whole  desire 

Of  me,  whome  earst  she  put  to  paine. 

And  this  is  all  that  I  would  gaine. 


AN  ANSfFERE  TO  HIS  LADIE, 

THAT  WILLED  HIM  THAT  ABSBNCB  SHOULD  ROT 
BREEDS  PORQBtVuLNBSSB. 

Though  Noble  Surrey  s»yde 

that  absence  woonders  frame. 
And  makes  ibings  out  of  sight  forgot, 

and  therof  takes  his  name: 

Though  some  there  are  that  force 

but  on  their  pleasures  prest, 
Unmindefoll  of  their  plighted  truth 

and  fiilsely  forged  hest : 

Yet  will  I  not  approue 

mee  giltie  of  this  crime, 
Ne  breake  the  friendship  late  begoom 

as  you  shall  trie  in  time. 

No  distance  of  the  place 

shall  reane  tbee  from  my  brest: 
Not  fawning  chaunce,  er  frowning  hap 

shall  make  mee  swarue  my  Uest» 

As  soone  may  Phcebiis  finune 

his  fierie  Steades  to  roon 
Their  race  from  path  they  woonte^  were, 

and  ende  where  they  begoon: 

As  soone  shall  Saturne  cease 

his  bended  broowcs  to  show. 
And  frowning  face  to  friendly  Starret 

that  in  their  Circles  go: 
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As  soone  the  Tiger  tame 

and  Lion  shall  yon  6nde: 
And  brutish  beastes  that  lauage  were 

•hall  swarae  their  bedlam  kinde: 

As  soone  the  frost  shall  flame, 

and  JEtna  cease  to  burne, 
And  restlesse  Riaers  to  their  springs 

and  Fountaines  shall  retame: 

As  absence  breede  debate, 

or  want  of  sight  procure 
Our  faithful!  friendships  vritb  awrie 

whilst  liuel  J  breath  indure. 

As  soone  I  will  commit 

my  selfe  to  Lethes  lake 
As  the  (sweete  friend)  whome  I  a  Friend 

baue  chose  fbr  vertqes  sake. 

How  may  a  man  foi^t 
the  coale  that  bumes  within  > 

Augmenting  still  his  secret  sore 
by  piercing  feU  and  skin? 

May  Martirs  cease  to  moume 

or  thinck  of  torments  prest. 
Whilst  paine  to  paine  is  added  aie 

to  further  their  vnrest? 

May  Shipmea  in  dtstresse 

at  pleasure  of  the  winde 
Tost  too  and  fro  by  surge  of  Seaa 

that  they  in  tempest  finde, 

Forget  Neptnnus  rage, 

or  blustering  Borias  blast. 
When  Cables  are  in  sunder  cmckt, 

and  tackle  rent  from  Mast  ? 

Ne  may  I  (Friend)  forget 

(▼nlesse  I  would  but  faioe) 
The  salue  that  doth  recure  my  sore 

and  beal^s  the  acarre  againe. 

I  send  thee  by  the  winde 
«    ten  thousand  sighes  a  day. 
Which  dim  the  Skies  with  doodie  imoikef 
as  they  doe  passe  away. 

Oft  gazing  on  the  Sunne 

I  compt  Apollo  blest. 
For  that  he  vewes  thee  once  aday 

in  passing  to  the  West. 

Oh  that  I  had  his  powre 

and  biasing  Larope  of  light 
Then  thou  my  friend  shoi&  stand  asuide 

to  neuer  see  the  night. 

But  since  it  is  no  so, 

content  thy  selfe  a  white: 
And  with  remembrance  of  thy  Friend 

the  lothsome  time  b^le. 

Till  Fortune  doe  agree 

that  we  shall  meete  againe: 
For  then  shall  presence  breede  our  ioyei 

whome  absence  put  to  paine. 

And  of  my  olde  good  will 

(good  Friend)  thy  selfe  assure, 

Haue  no  distrust,  my  loue  shall  last 
as 'long  as  life  shall  dure. 


OF  A  THRACYAN  TEAT  WAS  DROWNDt 
BY  PLAYING  ON  THE  ISE. 

A  TH&ACYAW  Boy  well  tipled  all  the  day 
Upon  a  frozen  Spring  did  sport  and  play, 
The  dipper  Ise  with  hieft  of  bodies  sway 
On  sodain  brake,  and  swapt  his  head  away: 
It  swam  aloft,  bylowe  the  Carcas  lay. 
The  Mother  came  and  bore  the  bead  sway: 
When  shee  did  bnrie  it  thus  gan  shee  say. 
This  brought  1  foorth  in  flame  his  Hiercc  to  htof, 
The  rest  aiplds  the  flood  to  finde  a  greoe. 


TffE  LOUER 


HOPIVG  IN  MAY  TO  RAUB  HAD  REDRESSB  OF  BIS 
WOES,  AND  YBT  FOULYE  MISSING  HIS  PUKPOII, 
BEWAILES  BIB  CRCELL  HAP. 

Tod  that  in  May  haue  bathde  in  Mis 
And  fouud  a  salue  to  ease  your  sore: 

Doe  May  obseruance.  Reason  is 
That  May  should  honord  be  theiftae* 

Awake  out  of  your  drowsie  sleepe 
And  leaue  your  tender  Beds  of  Dowoe, 

Of  Cupids  Lawes  that  taken  keepe 
With  Sommer  floures  deck  your  Crowne. 

As  soone  as  Venus  Starre  doth  shows 
That  brings  the  dawning  on  his  back 

And  chearefiill  light  begins  to  growe, 
By  putting  of  his  Foe  to  wrack: 

Repaire  to  beam  the  wedded  Make 

And  late  ycoupled  in  a  knote, 
The  Philomele  that  sits  in  Brakes 

And  telles  of  Terens  tnith  by  note: 

The  Thrussell,  with  the  Turtle  Doue, 

The  litUe  Robio  eke  yfeaie 
That  makes  rehearsal!  of  their  looey 

Make  hast  (f  say)  that  yee  were  theit. 

Into  the  fields  where  Dian  dwds 
With  Nimpbes  enuirond  round  about, 

Hast  yee  to  dance  about  the  Wels, 
a  fit  pastime  for  such  a  rout 

Let  them  doe  this  that  haue  reoeaode 

In  May  the  hire  of  hoped  grace: 
But  I  as  one  that  am  bei«ande 

Of  Uissefull  sUte,  will  hide  my  froe^ 

And  doole  my  dates  with  ruthiiiU  Toice 
As  fits  a  retchlesse  Wight  to  doe: 

Since  now  it  lies  not  in  my  choice 
To  quite  mee  from  this  cursed  woe. 

I  harbourd  in  my  breast  a  thought 
Which  now  is  turnde  another  way. 

That  pleasant  May  would  mee  ybrougkt 
From  Scylla  to  a  better  bay. 

Since  all  (quoth  I)  that  Nature  mide^ 

And  placed  here  in  earth  bylowe^ 
When  Spring  returnee,  of  woootad  trvle 

Doe  banish  griefe  that  erst  did  growe. 

And  chaungeth  eke  the  ohuriisbe  cbeaie 

And  fifowning  fisce  of  Tellns  hew. 
With  Temant  flowers  that  appeare 

To  clad  the  soile  with  Mantell  new: 
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Snoe  flnto  do  cast  tbeir  Bbriueled  tkinoet. 
And  Bucks  bang  vp  their  heads  oo  pale, 

fiioce  frisking  Fishes  lose  their  finiies, 
And  glide  with  nev  repaired  scale: 

Then  I  of  force  with  greedie  eie 
Must  hope  to  finde  to  ease  my  smart. 

Since  eche  anoy  in  Spring  doth  die. 
And  cares  to  comfort  doe  conaart 

Then  I  (quoth  I)  shall  reach  the  port 
And  last  mine  Ancker  on  the  ground, 

Where  lyes  my  pleasure  and  disport  * 
Where  is  my  suretie  to  he  found: 

There  shall  my  heaten  Barke  haae  Tode^ 
And  tackle  toine  he  new  repaird, 

My  sorrowes  quite  shall  be  volode, 
£uen  thus  mto  my  selfe  I  said. 

But  (out  alas)  it  fiilles  not  so. 
May  is  to  mee  a  Month  of  mone. 

In  May  though  others  comfort  gro. 
My  seedca  of  griefe  are  surely  sowna* 

My  bitter  Teares  for  water  serue 
Wherewith  the  Garden  of  my  brest 

I  moist,  for  feare  the  seedes  should  stenie, 
And  thus  I  frame  mine  owne  vnrest. 

Let  others  then  that  feeten  ioy 
Extole  the  merrie  Mouth  of  May, 

And  I  that  tasted  haue  annoy, 
In  prai»e  thereof  will  nothing  say. 

But  wish  retmme  of  winters  warn 
And  blustering  Borias  force  againoi 

These  sower  seedes  of  wo  to  marre. 
By  force  of  winde  and  wisking  raine. 

And  so  perhaps  by  better  ikte, 
At  next  retiirne  of  Spring,  1  may 

By  chaunging  of  my  former  state 

Cast  off  my  care,  and  chaunge  my  lay. 


THE  LOUER 


TO 


HI!  LAOn  THAT  OASEO 

SUES. 


MUCH  Tf  TO  THB 


Mt  Girle,  thou  gazest  moch 

▼pon  the  Golden  Skies: 
Would  1  were  Heauen,  I  woald  behold 

tfiee  then  with  all  mine  eies. 


THE  PENITENT  LOVER 

WTTERIiT  aBXOUNCING  LOUB,C&AUBS  PABMHf 
FOREPASSED  JPOIXlEt, 

If  such  as  did  amisse 

and  ran  tbeir  race  awrfe 
May  boldly  craue  at  ludges  hand 

aome  mercie  ere  they  die, 

And  pardon  for  their  gilt 

that  wilfolly  tnosgrest. 
And  aawe  the  bownds  before  their  ties 

that  ▼ertue  had  redrtst: 


Then  I  that  brake  the  bancks 

which  Reason  had  as«ignde 
To  such  as  would  pursue  hir  traine, 

may  stand  in  hope  to  finde 

Some  fanour  at  hir  hand : 

since  blind  forecast  was  cause,  ^ 

And  not  my  wilful!  will  in  fault 

that  I  haue  swerude  hir  lawet. 

Misguided  haue  I  beene 

and  trayned  all  by  trust, 
And  Loue  was  forger  of  the  fcande, 

and  fortherer  of  my  lust. 

Whose  Tele  did  dase  mine  eies, 

and  darckned  so  my  siglit 
With  errors  foggie  mist  at  firsts 

that  Reason  gaue  no  light. 

And  as  those  wofoU  Wightes 

that  saile  on  swelling  Seas, 
When  windes  and  wrethfull  waves  conspire 

to  banish  all  their  ease. 

When  heauenly  Limps  are  hid 

from  Shipmens  hungrie  eies. 
And  Lodestarres  are  in  couert  kepi 

within  the  cloudie  Skies : 

As  they  without  respect 

doe  foUotr  Fortunes  lore, 
And  nin  at  randome  in  the  fiood 

where  iBols  Impes  doe  rore'. 

Till  golden  crested  Phebe, 

or  else  his  Sisters  light, 
Haue  chasde  away  those  noysome  clonds, 

and  put  the  stormes  to  flight: 

^  I  (Tnhappie  mao) 

haue  followde  Lone  a  space^ 
And  felt  the  whottest  of  his  flame^ 

and  flashing  fierie  Uase. 

In  darcknesse  haue  I  dwelt, 

and  Errours  vglie  shade. 
Unwitting  how  to  raise  a  Starre 

from  perill  to  euade. 

Few  daies  came  on  my  head 

wherein  was  cause  of  ioy, 
But  day  and  night  were  readie  both 

to  hasten  mine  anoy. 

Short  were  my  sleepes  (God  wot) 
moat  dreadfoll  were  my  dreaoMS, 

Mine  eies  (as  OonduiU  of  the  heart) 
did  gush  out  saltish  streamei. 

Tormented  was  my  CorM, 

my  minde  was  neuer  free. 
Bat  both  repleate  with  angoish  aia 

.ditsenevde  sought  to  bee. 

No  place  might  like  mee  long, 

no  pleasure  could  endure. 
In  stead  of  sport  wai  smart  at  hande, 

for  pastime  paine  in  vre* 

A  Bondman  to  my  selfi?, 

yet  free  in  others  sight. 
Not  able  to  resist  the  rage 

of  winged  Archers  might. 
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Thus  have  I  ipent  my  time 

in  seruage  as  a  thrall. 
Till  Reason  of  hir  bountie  list 

mee  to  hir  mercie  calL 

Now  baue  I  made  returne, 

and  bappylie  retirde. 
From  Cupids  Camp,  and  deepe  diipairey 

and  once  againe  aspirde 

To  Ladie  Reasons  stawle 

where  wisedome  throned  is. 
On  promise  of  amends  releast 

IS  all  that  was  amis. 

To  Plato  now  1  flie 

and  Senecs  sound  aduice: 
A  Patch  for  Loue,  I  force  not  now 

what  Chauuce  fall  on  the  dice. 


tURBERVlLFS  PO£lilSt. 


OF  LADIE  VENUS, 

THAT  HAVING  LOST  HIR  SONNE  CUPID  GOD  OF 
LOVBy  AND  DESIROUS  TO  VNDBR8TAND  OF  HIM 
AGAINE,  DECLARES  BY  THE  WAY  THE  NATURE 
OF  LOUE  AND  AFFECTIONS  OF  THE  SAME,  BY 
PRBTIB  DIICRIPTION  Al  FOLLOWETH. 

What  time  the  Ladie  Venus  soagbt  hir  little 

Sonne  [begonne : 

That  Cupid  bight,  and  found  him  not,  she  thus 

My  friends  (quoth  she)  if  any  chaunce  in  open 

streete  [to  meete. 

Or  crossing  pathes,  the  wandring  amorous  Elfe 
That  Runnagate  (I  say)  is  mine:  who  so  by  hap 
Shall  first  bring  tydings  of  the  Boy,  in  Venus  lap 
Is  sure  to  sit,  and  baue  in  price  of  taken  paine, 
A  sugred  kisse.    But  be  that  brings  him  home 

againe, 
A  basse?  yet  not  a  busse  alone  doobtlesse  shall 

haue 
But  like  a  Friend  I  wUl  entreate  him  passing 

braue.  [Lim 

I  tell  you  tis  a  proper  youth.     Marke   every 
And  member  of  my  straide  Sonne  that  is  so  trim. 
Not  sallow  white  his  bodie  Is,  but  like  to  flame, 
A  fierce  and  fierie  roling  eie  sets  out  the  same. 
A  miscbieToas  wylie  hart  in  Breast  the  Boy  doth 

beare. 
But  yet  his  wordes  are  Honnie  like  and  sweete  to 

eare.  [goe: 

His  talking  tongue  and  meaning  minde  a  sunder 
Smooth  filed  stile  for  little  cost  he  will  bestowe. 
But  being  once  inflamde  with  ire  and  raging  wrath, 
A  c^ell  canckred  dogged  hart  the  Urchin  hath. 
False  Foxely  subtile  Boy,  and  glosing  lying  Lad, 
He  sports  to  outward  sight,  but  inward  chafes  like 

mad.  [browe : 

A  curied  Sconce  be  hath,  with  angrie  frowning 
A  little  hand,  yet  Dart  a  cruell  way  can  throwe. 
To  sbadie  Acheron  sometime  he  flings  the  same. 
And  deepest  damp  of  hollow  Hell  those  Impes  to 

tame. 
Upon  his  Carkasse  not  a  cloth,  but  naked  bee 
Of  garments  goes,  his  minde  is  wrapt,  and  not  to 

see. 
Much  like  a  fethred  Foule  he  flies,  and  wagges 

bis  wings  [Miser  wrings 

Now  here  now  there:  the  man  sometime  this 


Sometimes  againe  the  Lasse  to  tone  be  doth  eo^ 

force,  [remorce: 

Of  neither  kinde,  nor  man  nor  maide,  be  bath 
A  little  Bow  the  Boy  doth  beare  in  tender  hande. 
And  in  the  same  an  Arrow  nockt  to  stringe  doth 

stande. 
A  slender  shafte,  yet  such  a  one  as  iar  will  (lie. 
And  being  shot  from  Cupids  Bow  will  reach  the 

Skie. 
A  pretie  golden  Soiuer  hangs  there  albdiiode 
Upon  his  back,  wherein  whoso  doth  looke,  shall 

fiodc  [Boy 

A  sort  of  sharpe  and  lurching  shafts,  unbappie 
Wherewith  his  Ladie  Mother  she  he  doth  annoy 
Sometimes,  but  nx»t  of  all  the  foolish  fretting  die 
In  cruell  wise  doth  cruelly  torment  and  Tex  him- 

selfe. 
Doe  beate  the  Boy  and  spare  him  not  at  all,  if 

thou  [ish  brow 

On  him  doe  chaunce  to  ligbt«  although  from  child- 
And  moisted  eies  the  trickUng  teares  like  flouds 

distill, 
Beleeue  him  not,  for  chiefly  then  beguile  he  will. 
Mor  if  be  smile  unlose  his  pynioud  armes  take 

heede,  [do  feede 

With  pleasant  honie  words  though  he  thine  eares 
And  craue  a  kisse,  beware  thou  kisse  him  not  at 

all: 
For  in  his  lips  vile  venom  lurcks,  and  bitter  Gait 
Or  if  with  friendly  fece  be  seemc  to  yeelde  his  Bow 
And  shafts  to  thee,  his  proferde  gifts  (my  Friend) 

forgo.  [Dart 

Touch,  not  with  tender  hand  the  subtile  fiattriog 
Of  Loue,  for  feare  the  fire  thereof  doe  make  thee 

smart. 

Where  this  that  1  haue  sayde  be  true 

Yee  Louers  I  appeale  to  you. 

For  ye  doe  knowe  Cupidos  toyes, 

Yee  feele  his  smarts,  yee  taste  his  ioyes. 

A  fickle  foolish  God  to  seme, 

I  tearme  him  as  he  doth  deserue. 


TO  A  FICKLE  AlTD  VNCONSTANTDAMEf 
A  FRIENDLY  fVAMNISG. 

What  may  I  thinke  of  you  (my  Fawlcon  free) 
That  haviog  hood,  lines,  buets,  bels  of  mee. 
And  woonted  earst  when  I  my  game  did  spring 
To  flie  so  well  and  make  such  nhnble  wing. 
As  might  no  Fowle  for  welghtnesse  well  cooapare 
With  thee,  thou  wert  a  Birde  so  passing  rare: 
What  may  1  deeme  of  thee  (fiure  Fawicon)  now. 
That  neitlier  to  my  lure  nor  traine  wilt  bow. 
But  this  that  when  my  backe  is  tumde  and  goo. 
Another  gives  thee  rnmpes  to  tyre  upon. 
Well  wanton  well,  if  you  were  wise  in  deede 
You  would  regard  the  fist  whereon  yon  feede. 
You  would  the  Home  devouring  Crow  refose. 
And  gorge  yourselfe  with  fieshe  more  fine  ta 

chose. 
I  wishe  thee  thys  for  woonted  olde  good  will 
To  flie  more  high,  for  feare  the  stooping  will 
Breede  him  that  now  dotli  keepe  thee  oat  of  loue 
But  thinke  his  Fawlcon  will  a  Bussard  prone. 
Which  if  be  deeme,  or  doe4n]spect  at  all* 
He  will  abate  thy  flesbi  and  inake  thee  falL 
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80  that  of  force  thoa  shalt  enforced  bee 
Too  do  by  bim  as  now  thou  doste  by  mee : 
That  is  to  leaue  the  keper,  and  away, 
Fawlcon  take  heede,  for  this  is  Irae  I  say. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND 


THAT  RBFUIDE  HIM  WITHOirr  CAU8B,  WHY,  BOl* 
ONBLY  VPOH  OELIGBT  OF  CHAUNGE. 

You  showe  your  setfe  to  bee 

a  woman  right  by  kinde : 
You  like  and  then  mislike  againe 

where  you  no  cause  doe  finde. 

I  can  not  thinke  that  loue 

was  planted  in  your  brest, 
As  did  your  flattriog  lookes  declare, 

and  periurde  tongue  protest. 

Thou  swarste  alone  that  I 

thy  fansie  did  subdue. 
Then  why  should  frensie  force  thee  now 

to  show  thy  selfe  untrue? 

Fie  faythlesse  woman  fie, 

wilt  thou  condemne  the  kinde 
Bicause  of  just  report  of  yll 

and  blot  of  wauering  minde? 

Too  plaine  it  nowe  appcares 

that  lust  procarde  thy  looue. 
Or  else  it  would  not  so  decaye 

and  causelesse  thus  remooue. 

I  thought  that  I  at  first, 

a  Lucrece  had  subdode, 
But  now  1  finde  that  fansie  fonde 

my  senses  did  delude. 

I  deemde  that  I  had  got 

a  Fawlcon  to  the  fist, 
Whome  I  might  quickly  ha?e  reclaimdef  * 

but  I  my  purpose  mist. 

For  (oh)  the  worser  hap 

my  Fawlcon  is  so  free. 
As  downe  she  stoups  to  stimungers  lure 

and  forceth  least  ibf  mee. 

Goode  shape  was  yll  bestowde 

upon  so  vile  a  kite. 
That  Haggard  wise  doth  loue  to  line 

and  doth  in  chaange  delight. 

Yeelde  mee  thy  fianting  Hood, 

shake  off  those  Belles  of  thine. 
Such  checking  Bussards  yll  deseroe 

or  Bell  or  Hood  so  fine. 

With  Fowles  of  baser  sort 

how  can  you  brooke  to  flie. 
That  eant  your  Nature  did  to  Hawket 

of  stately  kinde  applie  } 

If  want  of  pray  enforste 

this  chaunge  thou  art  to  blame: 
For  I  had  euer  traines  in  store 

to  make  my  Fawlcon  game. 


I  had  a  Tassel  eke 

full  gentle  by  his  kinde. 
Too  flie  with  thee  in  use  of  wing 

the  greater  ioy  to  finde. 

No,  doubtlesse  wanton  lust 

and  fleshly  fowle  desire 
Did  make  thee  loath  my  friendly  lure^ 

and  set  thy  hart  on  fire. 

Too  trie  what  mettall  was 

in  Bussards  to  be  founde 
This,  this  was  it  that  made  thee  stowpi 

from  loftie  gate  to  grounde. 

Wherefore  if  euer  luck 

doe  let  me  light  on  thee; 
And  Fortune  graunt  me  once  againe 

thy  keeper  for  to  bee ; 

Thy  diet  shall  be  such, 

thy  tyring  nimpes  so  bare. 
As  thou  shalt  know  thy  keeper  well 

and  for  none  other  care. 

Meanwhile  00  carren  feede, 

thy  hungrie  gorge  to  glut : 
That  all  thy  lust  in  daylie  chaange 

and  diet  new  dost  put. 

Diseases  must  offeree 

such  feeding  fowle  enrae : 
Naforce  to  me,  thou  wcrt  my  Birde, 

but  (Fawlcon)  now  adue. 


TO  ONE  THAT  VPON  SURMISE  OF  AD- 
UERSITIE^  FORWNED  HIR  FRIEND. 

As  too  the  whjrte,  and  lately  lymed  boose 
The  Doues  doe  fiock  in  hope  of  better  fore. 
And  leaue  their  home  of  Culyers  cleane  and  bares 
As  to  the  Kitchen  postes  the  peeping  Mouse 

Where  Vittailes  fine  and  cnrions  cates  are  draat. 
And  shoonf  the  shop  where  lyoelyhood  waxetk 

thin. 
Where  he  before  had  fillde  his  empty  skin. 
And  where  he  chose  him  first  to  be  a  guest: 

As  Lyse  onto  the  Ijrniog  Cftrcase  cleaue. 
But  balke  the  same  made  readle  to  the  Beare, 
Sk>  you  that  earst  my  Friend  to  seeming  weare. 
In  happie  state:  your  needie  Friend  doe  leaue. 

Unfriendly  are  those  other,  Doue  and  Mouse 
That  doe  refrise  olde  harbour  for  a  newe 
And  make  exchannge  for  lodge  they  neuer  knewe. 
Unfriendly  eke  the  slowe  and  Inmpishe  Lowse. 

But  more  uociuill  you  that  wittie  arre 
To  judge  a  Friend,  your  Friendship  to  forego. 
Without  a  cause  and  make  exchaunges  so : 
For  friendes  are  needed  most  in  time  of  warre. 

Put  case  that  Chaunoe  withdrew  hir  olde  good  will 

And  frownde  on  mee  to  whome  shee  was  a  friend? 

Is  that  a  reason  why  your  loue  should  end  ? 

No,  no,  you  should  a  friend  continue  still. 

F  ortrue  good  will  in  miserie  is  tride. 

For  then  will  aone  but  faithfull  friends  abide. 
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TURttERVILFS  POEKf  1 


TO  MAISTER  G00GE8  FANCJE 


TAUE  nUEMIK 


THAT  BBOIHS,  OWK  MOHIB  MUI 
•BIP  WHO  90  UIT. 

FjUBHD  Googe,  giae  oie  the  ibkhAill  firiead  to 

trast» 
And  take  the  fickle  Coine  for  nee  that  luft 
For  Friends  in  time  of  trouble  and  diatresie 
With  help  and  soand  adoise  will  scone  redrette 
Ech  growing  griefe  that  gripes  the  pensioe  brest. 
When  Monie  lies  lockt  rp  in  couert  Chest. 
Thy  Colne  will  cause  a  thousand  caret  to  grow. 
Which  if  thou  hadst  no  Coine  thou  couldst  not 

know. 
Thy  Friend  no  care  but  oonfbrt  will  procure. 
Of  him  thou  may  at  at  neede  thy  selfe  assure. 
Thy  Monie  makes  the  Tbeefe  in  waite  to  lie. 
Whose  fraode  thy  Friend  and  falsehood  will  detcrie. 
Thon  canst  not  keepe  vnlockt  thy  carefiill  Come^ 
But  some  from  thee  thy  Monie  will  purloine: 
Thy  faithfull  Friend  will  neuer  start  aside. 
But  take  his  share  of  all.  thai  shall  betide. 
When  thou  art  dead  thy  Monie  is  bereft 
But  after  life  thy  trustie  Friend  is  left: 
Thy  Monie  semes  another  Maister  than. 
Thy  fiiithfuU  friend  liacks  with  none  other  maa» 
80  that  (Friend  Googe)  I  deeme  it  better  I, 
To  choose  the  Friend  and  let  the  Monie  lie. 


TBE  WUER  ABUSED  RENOWNCETB 

LOUE. 

For  to  reuoke  to  pensiue  thought 
And  troubled  head  my  former  plight. 
How  I  by  earnest  sute  haae  sought 
And  griefull  paines  a  louing  Wight 

Fbr  to  accoy ,  accoy. 

And  brtede  my  ioy, 
Wtthont  anoy,  makes  saltish  bryao 
To  flueb  out  of  my  vapord  eyiie» 

To  think  vpon  the  sundrie  snarei 
And  priuie  Panthers  that  were  led 
To  finge  my  daily  doolefull  careSf 
Whereby  my  hoped  pleasures  fled. 

Doth  plague  my  hart,  my  bait. 

With  deadly  smart. 
Without  desart,  that  haue  indurde 
Such  woes,  and  am  not  yet  recurde* 

Was  neuer  day  came  on  my  bed 
Wherein  1  did  not- sue  for  giwee. 
Was  neuer  night  but  I  in  bed 
Unto  my  Pillow  told  my  case, 

Bayning  my  brest,  my  brett^ 

Fur  want  of  rest. 
With  teares  opprest,  yet  remedie  node 
Was  to  be  foand  for  all  my  moae^ 

If  she  had  daioed  my  good  will 
And  recompenst  me  with  bir  Loue, 
I  would  haue  beene  fair  Vassell  still. 
And  neuer  once  my  heart  remooe: 
I  did  pretend,  pretend. 
To  be  hir  Friend 
Unto  the  end,  but  she  refosde 
My  louing  hearty  and  mee  abusdob 


I  did  not  foioe  vpmi  the  spite 
And  TeOemous  sdngf  of  hissing  Snakes, 
I  wayed  not  their  wordef  a  Mite, 
That  such  a  doe  at  Ixmers  makes: 
1  did  reioyce,  reioyce. 
To  haue  the  yoyce 
Of  such  a  choyce,  and  smild  to  see 
That  they  reported  so  of  mee. 

Oh  mee  most  luckie  Wight  (qooth  f) 
At  whome  the  people  so  repine, 
I  tnist  the  rumor  that  doth  flie 
Will  force  hir  to  my  will  incltnei 

And  like  well  mee,  well  mee 

Whome  shee  doth  see, 
Hir  loue  to  bee,  rn&inedly. 
In  whome  she  inay  full  well  aille. 


But  now  at  length  I  plainely 
That  woman  neuer  gaue  hir  brest. 
For  they  by  kindly  course  wilt  roe 
On  such  as  seeme  to  loue  them  best  r 
And  will  relent,  relent 
And  be  content. 
When  nought  is  ment,  saue  Frieodlj  hut 
And  loue  for  neuer  to  depart. 

Some  cruell  Tiger  lent  hir  Tet 
And  fostred  hir  with  sauage  Pisp, 
That  can  not  finde  in  heart  to  let 
A  man  to  loue  hir,  since  his  hap 

Hath  so  assignde,  assignde 

To  haue  his  minde 
To  loue  incUnde,  in  honest  wise 
Whom  she  should  not  of  tight  dsaiiisac 

But  since  I  see  hir  stonie  bait 
Cannot  be  pierat  with  pitties  Lannee, 
Since  .nought  is  gainde  but  wofiill 
I  doe  intenid  to  breake  the  dannce. 
And  quite  foifo»  foiyo 
My  pleasant  Fo, 
That  paines  mee  so,  and  thinks  in  fine 
To  make  me  like  to  Ciroes  8wiiia: 


I  cleane  defie  hir  flattering  fooe, 
I  quite  abborre  hir  luring  lookes: 
As  long  as  loue  shall  giue  me  grace 
She  neuer  comes  within  my  bookea* 

I  doe  detest,  detest 

So  folso  a-  Guest 
That  breedes  vnrest,  where  she  should 
Hir  loue,  if  pittie  did  not  wanU 

Let  bur  go  seeke  some  other  Foole^ 
Let  hir  inrage^some  other  Dolt: 
I  haue  beene  taught  in  Platos  Schoolo 
From  Cupids  Banner  to  reuoit: 

And  to  forsake,  foisahe 

As  fearefoll  Stake, 
Such  as  doe  make,  a  man  hot 
For  bearing  them  a  foithfoU 


TBE  FORSAKES  WUER 

LAMKMTI  THAT    UlS    lAUB  U  ltATfiW» 

ANQTHBR. 

A|  Menelaus  did  lament 
When  Helena  to  Troie  went. 
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AfiA  to  the  Tencrian  Guf  st  applide 
And  all  hir  Coantrie  Friends  de6de : 
Euen  so  I  feele  tormenting  paine 
To  lurck  in  euerie  little  vaine, 
And  ransack  all  my  Corse,  to  see 
Tbat^be  bath  uov  forsaken  mee. 
The  faithfulit  Friend  that  she  conM  flnde; 
But  fickle  Dames  will  to  their  kinde. 
A  simple  chaunge  in  faith  it  was 
To  leaue  the  Flower  for  the  Orasse, 
Such  chopping  win  but  make  you  bare 
And  spend  your  life  in  carek  and  care, 
You  might  bane  taken  better  beede 
Then  left  the  Graine»  and  choose  the  weede : 
Your  Haroett  would  the  better  beene 
If  you  had  to  your  Bargin  teeney 
But  to  recant  it  is  to  late. 
Go  too,  a  Gods  name  to  your  Mate. 
Tis  Muck  that  makes  the  Pot  to  play 
As  men  of  olde  were  woont  to  say, 
And  Women  marrie  for  the  gaine 
Though  oft  it  &11  out  to  their  paine: 
And  so  f  gesse  thou  hast  ydoon  • 
When  all  thy  twist  is  thronghly  spoon, 
It  will  appeare  vnto  thy  fose, 
Thott  pluckst  a  Nettle  for  a  Rose: 
In  faith  thy  Fricand  would  loth  to  see 
Thy  cursed  luck  so  ill  to  bee. 


THAT  ALL  HURTB8  AND  LOSSES  ARE  TO 
COUSRED    AKD    RJKJURBD    8AUB    THE 
WOUMD  OF  LOUB, 

The  Sorgion  may  denise 

a  Salue  for  erie  sore. 
And  to  recure  all  inwarde  griefei 

Phisicions  haoe  in  store  * 

Their  simples  to  compownd 

and  match  in  mixture  so. 
As  ech  disease  from  sieklie  CofW 

they  can  enforce  to  go. 

The  wastfuU  wrack  of  wealth 
thhi  Merchants  doe  sustaine. 

By  happie  vent  of  gotten  warei 
may  be  sopplide  againe. 

A  Towne  by  Treason  lost, 

a  Fort  by  falsehood  woon. 
By  manly  fight  is  got  againe 

and  helpe  of  hurtful!  Goon. 

Tbua  eche  thing  hath  rcdresse 

and  sweete  recure  againe: 
Saue  onely  Loue,  that  forther  frets, 

and  foedes  on  inward  paine. 

No  Galen  may  this  giiefe 

by  Phisickes  force  expell : 
No  Rc^asoos  rule  may  ought  prenaile 

where  lurcking  Loue  doth  dwelL 

The  Piatient  hath  no  powre 

of  holesome  things  to  tast: 
No  Drench,  no  Drug,  nor  Sirrop  sweata 

bis  bidden  harmc  may  wast. 


BB  RB- 
CRUBLL 


No  comfort  comes  by  day, 
no  pleasant  sleepe  by  night: 

No  needefuU  nap  at  Nooiie  may  ease 
the  Louers  painefuU  plight. 

In  deepe  dispaire  he  dwels, 

then  in  comes  hope  of  ease, 
Which  somewhat  lessens  paines  of  loue^ 

and  csJmes  the  surge  of  Seas. 

His  head  is  fraught  with  thoughts, 
his  heart  with  throwes  lepleate: 

His  eies  amazde,  his  quaking  hand, 
biS'Storaack  lothing  meate. 

This  bale  the  Louer  bides 

and  hatefull  hurtes  oC  HeU, 
And  yet  himselfo  doth  deeme  that  hea 

in  Paradice  doth  dwelL 


OF  THE  CHOJSE  OF  HIS  VALENTINE. 

With  others  I  to  choose  a  Valentine 
Addrest  my  self:  Ech  had  his  dearest  fnend 
In  Scrole  y writ,  among  the  laasl  was  mine* 
See  now  the  luck  by  lot  that  Chaunea  doth  Mod 
To  Cupids  crewe,  mark  Fortune  how  it  foils. 
And  mark  how  Venus  Imps  are  Foitnnes  thralls* 

The  Papers  were  in  couert  kept  from  sight, 
In  hope  1  went  to  note  what  hap  would  foil: 
I  chose,  but  on  my  Friend  I  coulde  not  light, 
(Snch  was  the  Goddesse  wil  that  wilds  the  Ball) 
Bnt  see  good  luck,  although  I  mist  the  same, 
I  hapt  on  one  that  bare  my  Ladies  name. 

Uoegall  thongb  their  beauties  were  to  looke^ 
Remembrance  yet  of  htr  well  feautuide  foee 
So  oflen  seene,  thereby  my  Senses  tooke, 
Unhappie  though  shee  weie  not  then  In  place: 

Long  you  to  leame  what  name  my  Ladie  hight? 

AccoDptfroni  U.  to  A.  and  spell  aright. 


OF  ONE  THAT  WAS  IN  BEUEBSION. 

Akotrbr  hath  that  I  did  bje, 

and  I  enioy  that  bee  inbrastat 
I  reape  the  Oraine,  and  plock  the  Pears^ 

but  he  had  Peare  and  Corne  at  laste. 

Whicb  sithens  Fortune  had  allowde^ 

let  eyther  well  contented  bee : 
I  hate  him  not  for  hb  delights, 

then  let  him  doe  the  lyke  too  mee. 

For  so  we  both  be  pleasde,  I  say, 

this  bargaine  was  devised  well : 
Let  him  with  present  good  delight 

as  I  what  time  to  mee  it  feH. 

If  ener  he  by  hap  forgo, 

I  trust  my  hope  is  not  in  vaine, 
I  hope  the  thing  I  once  enioyde 

will  to  his  owner  come  againe. 

Which  if  be  so,  then  happie  I 
that  had  the  first,  and  bane  the  laste : 

What  better  Fortune  may  there  bee 
than  In  Reuersion  to  be  plaste. 
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OF  AN  OPEN  FOE  AND  A  FAYNED 
FRIEND. 

ISoT  be  10  much  anoies 

that  sayes :  I  am  thy  Fo, 
As  he  that  beares  a  hateful!  hart, 

and  is  a  FViend  to  aho. 

Of  t'ooe  we  may  beware 

and  flie  bis  open  bate. 
But  tother  bites  before  he  bank, 

a  hard  auoyded  Mate. 


AGAIHK, 

Of  both  gire  mee  the  man 
that  sayes,  I  hate  in  deede : 

Than  him  that  hath  a  Knife  to  kill, 
yet  weares  a  friendly  weede. 


OF  A  JUTCH  MISER. 

A  MISBRS  minde  tbon  hast, 

thou  hast  a  Princes  pelfe: 
Which  makes  thee  welthy  to  thine  Heiie, 

a  Beggar  to  thy  selfe. 


OF  A  PAINTER  THAT  PAINTED  FAVOUR. 

Thou  (Painter  fond)  what  meanes  this  mad  deuise 
Favour  to  drawe?  sith  uncouth  is  the  bed 
From  whence  it  comes,  and  first  of  all  was  bred  ? 
Some  deeme  that  it  of  Beautie  doth  arise. 
2>ame  Fortunes  Babie  and  undoubted  Sonne, 
Some  other  doe  surmise  this  Favour  was : 
Againe,  some  thinke  by  Chaunce  it  came  to  passe. 
Another  saies  of  Vertoe  it  begoone. 
What  Mate  is  he  that  daylie  is  at  hand? 
Faire  speaking  he  and  glosing  Flattrie  bight. 
What  he  that  slowly  comes  beh  ind  ?  Auns.  Despight 
What  they  (I  pray)  that  him  inviron  stand  ? 
Wealth,  Honor,  Pride,  and  noble  needefull  Lawes. 
And  leading  Uist  that  drives  to  tbousatid  ills. 
What  meane  those  wings,  and  painted  quiuering 

Cuills  ? 
^use  upward  aie  Dame  Fortune  Favonr  drawes. 
Why  blinde  is  Favour  made?  (Auns.)  for  cause 
That  is  unthfiftie  once  yplast  amownt        [that  he 
From  baser  step  not  had  in  any  cownt 
Cannot  disceme  bis  Friends,  or  what  they  be. 
Why  treades  he  on  the  tickle  turning  wheele  ?  . 
He  followes  Fortunes  steps  and  giddie  Gate 
Unstaid  Chaunces  aye  unstedfast  mate: 
And  when  that  things  are  well,  can  never  feele. 
Then  tell  me  one  thing  else  to.please  my  minde 
My  last  demaund.    What  meanes  his  swelling  so  ? 
How  chaonst  that  Fauour  dotb  so  prowdly  go  ? 
Good  haps  by  course  us  men  doe  maken  blinde. 


THE  LOUER 

WHOSE  LADTE  DWELT  FA«T  BY  A  PRISOH. 

Ohe  day  I  hide  mee  fast  vnto  the  place 
Where  lodgde  my  Loue,  a  passing  propre  dame 


For  head,  hand, leg,  lim,  wealthy  wk,  comly  graos 
And  being  there  my  sute  I  gan  to  frame, 
TTie  smokie  sigbes  bewrayde  my  fierie  flame. 
But  cruell  she,  disdainefuU,  coy  and  curst, 
Forst  not  my  words,  but  quaild  bir  friend  at  IbisL 

Whereat  I  looktme  vp,  a  wofull  Wigbt, 
And  threw  mine  eies  vp  to  tbe  painted  Skie, 
In  minde  to  waile  my  hap :  And  saw  in  sight 
Not  farre  from  thence,  a  place  where  Prisnen  lie, 
For  crimes  forepast  the  after  paynes  to  trie : 
A  Laberintb,  a  lothsome  Lodge  Xfi  dwell, 
A  Dungeon  deepe,  a  Dampe  as  darke  as  HdL 

O  happie  you  (quoth  I)  that  feele  the  force 
Of  girding  Gyue,  thirst,  coMe  and  atonie  bed. 
Respect  of  mee,  whose  loue  hath  no  semoise: 
In  death  you  Hue,  but  I  in  life  am  dcd. 
Your  ioy  is  yet  to  come,  my  pleasare  fled. 
In  prison  you  haue  minds  at  freedome  aye, 
I  free  am  thrall,  whose  loue  seekes  his  decaye. 

Unworthie  you  to  line  in  such  distreve 
Whose  former  faults  repentance  did  bewaile: 
More  fitter  were  this  Ladie  mercile«e 
At  grate  to  stand,  with  whome  no  teares  preaaie: 
More  worthie  she  to  line  in  lothsome  Gaile 
That  murders  such  as  sue  to  bir  for  life. 
And  spoyles  hir  faithfoll  Friends   with   spitefcl 
knife. 


COMPLAINT 

OF  TSE  LONO  ABSEKCE  of  Hn  UHIB 

AOQUaiMTJJICB. 

0  CDR8BO,  eraell,  caockred  Chaunce^ 
O  Fortune  fraught  with  spight. 

Why  hast  thou  so  on  sodaine  reft 
fnnn  mee  my  chiefe  delight? 

What  glorie  shalt  thou  gaine  peidie 

or  purchace  by  thy  lage } 
This  is  no  Conquest  to  be  cald, 

wherefore  thy  wrath  asswage. 

To  soone  eclipsed  was  my  ioy, 

my  dolors  grow  to  fest : 
For  want  of  hir  that  is  my  life, 

my  life  it  can  not  last: 

Is  this  thy  fickle  kmd  so  soone 

to  boise  a  man  to  ioy. 
And  ere  he  touch  the  top  of  blisse 

to  breede  him  such  aaoy  } 

Now  doe  I  plaine  perceioe  and  see 

that  Poets  feine  not  all. 
For  churlish  Chaunce  is  compted  biind 

and  foil  of  filthy  Oall. 

1  thought  there  bad  bene  no  such  Dame 

ne  Goddesse  oh  a  wheele : 
But  now  too  well  1  know  hir  kinde, 
too  soone  bir  force  I  feele. 

And  that  which  doth  augment  my  soiari 

and  maketh  more  my  wo. 
Is,  for  I  felt  a  sodaine  ioy 

where  BOW  this  griefe  doth  grow. 
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If  tboa  hadst  mtnt  (mhappie  hap) 

thus  to  haue  nipt  my  loff 
Why  didst  thou  show  a  imiliDg  cheero 

that  shooldst  haue  lookte  acoy  ? 

For  griefu  do  nothing  gnitch  at  all 

but  where  was  Uisse  before: 
None  wailes  the  want  of  wealth  so  mnch 

as  he  that  had  the  store. 

Not  he  that  neaer  saw  the  Sonne 

complaynes  fur  lack  of  light. 
But  such  as  saw  his  Oolden  gleamei 

and  knew  his  cheerefull  might. 

Too  late  I  learne  through  spitefull  chaimce 

that  ioy  is  mixt  with  wo. 
And  ech  good  hap  hath  hate  in  hoord, 

the  coarse  of  things  is  so. 

So  poyson  lurcks  in  Suger  sweete^ 

the  Hooke  so  hides  the  bayte: 
Euen  so  in  greene  and  pleasant  grasse 

the  Serpent  lies  in  wayte. 

VljTsses  wife  I  learne  at  last 

thy  sorow  and  distresse. 
In  absence  of  thy  lingring  Lone» 

that  should  thy  woes  redresse. 

Great  was  your  grief  (ye  Greekish  Girls) 

whilst  stately  Troie  stood, 
And  kept  your  husbands  from'your  laps 

in  perill  of  their  blood. 

All  ye  therefore  that  haue  assayde 

what  torments  lack  procures 
Of  that  you  lone,  lament  my  fiite 

which  ooeriODg  endures. 

Ye  winds  transport  my  soking  sighes 

to  my  newe  chosen  Friend, 
So  may  my  sorow  swage  perhaps 

and  dreerie  state  haue  ende. 

Ye  sighes  make  true  report  of  teares* 

that  so  beraine  my  brest. 
As  Helens  hustMinds  neuer  were 

for  treason  of  his  Guest.  , 

•  •  ' 

If  tboo  (my  Letter)  maitt  attaine 

the  place  of  hir  abode. 

Doe  thou,  as  Herauld  of  the  heart, ' 

my  sorrowes  quite  vnlode. 

In  thee  as  in  a  Myrrour  deare 

or  Christall  may  she  vewe  . 
My  panguesy  my  paynes,  my  sighes  and  teares 

which  Tigers  could  but  rewe. 

There  shall  she  see  my  secret  parts 

encombred  all  with  mone^ 
My  hunting  lima,  my  Tapord  eien 

with  heart  as  colde  as  stone. 

I  know  she  can  but  rue  my  case 

when  thou  presentst  my  sute. 
Wherefore  play  thou  thy  part  so  well 

that  I  may  reape  the  frute. 

And  if  (when  she  hath  read  thee  through) 

ahe  place  thee  in  hir  lap. 
Then  chaungethy  cheere  thy  Maister  hath 

bis  long  desired  bap. 

▼Ofc.  II* 


THE  VENTROUS  LOUER 


AFTBR  LONG  ABSEIICB  CRAUBS  HIS  LADIB  TO 
MSnrB  WITH  HIM  IM  P&ACB  TO  SMTSRFARLB 
OF  HIR  AVENTURBS. 

If  so  Leander  durst 

from  Abydon  to  Sest 
To  swim,  to  Hero  whom  he  chose 

his  Friend  aboue  the  rest, 

And  gage  his  comely  corse 

vnto  the  sowsing  Tyde 
To  lay  bis  water  beaten  iims 

fiut  by  hir  tender  side: 

Then  I  (my  Deare)  whose  gleamea 

and  ardor  doth  surpasse 
The  scorching  flame  and  biasing  heate 

that  in  Leuider  was^ 

May  well  presume  to  take 

the  greatest  toyle  in  hande. 
To  reach  the  place  where  thou  doit  lodge 

the  chiefe  of  Venus  hande. 

For  not  Leanders  lone 

my  friendship  doth  excell. 
Nor  Hero  may  compare  with  hir 

that  beares  Dame  Beauties  Bell. 

There  resteth  nought  for  thee 

but  to  assigne  the  place. 
The  mirrie  day,  the  ioyftiU  houre 

when  I  may  see  thy  faee: 

Appoint  the  certaine  Tide 

and  fixed  stem  of  stay. 
And  thou  shalt  see  thy  faithfoll  Friend 

will  quickly  come  his  way. 

Not  dreeding  any  doubt: 

but  yentrously  will  go 
Through  thick  and  thin  to  gaine  a  glimia 

of  thee  his  sugred  fo. 

Where  when  by  hap  we  meete« 

our  long  endured  woes  * 

Shall  stint  by  force  of  friendly  thoughts 

which  we  shall  then  discloae. 

Then  eyther  may  Tnfolde 

the  secrets  of  the  hart. 
And  show  how  long  dislodge  hath  bred 

our  cruell  cutting  smart. 

Then  may  we  freely  chat 

of  alt  forepassed  toyes. 
And  put  those  peosiue panges  to  flight 

with  newe  recourse  of  ioyes. 

Then  pleasure  shalt  possesse 

the  lodge  where  Dolour  lay,  ^- 

And  mirrie  blincks  put  clowdes  of  care    . 

and  lowring  lookes  away. 

Then  kissing  may  be  plide 

and  dipping  put  in  ure. 
And  lingred  sores  by  Cupids  saloes 

aspire  to  quick  recurs. 

Oh  dreede  thou  not  at  all, 

set  womens  feare  a  part   < 
And  take  the  courage  of  a  man, 

that  hast  a  manly  hart. 

f  T 
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In  hostage  aie  with  thee 

to  use  at  thy  deuise. 
In  all  affsires  and  needeliill  howres 

as  matter  shall  arise. 

Reuoke  to  louing  minde 

bow  yentrous  Thisbe  met 
In  fearefull  might  with  Pyramut 

where  Ninas  Tombe  was  set. 

So  hazard  thou  to  come 

unto  the  pointed  place. 
To  thwart  thy  Friend,  and  meete  with  him 

that  longs  to  fee  thy  face. 

■Who  better  will  attende 

thy  friendly  comming  there. 
Than  Pyramus  of  Thysbe  did 

his  disappointed  Feere. 


For  (oh)  their  meeting 
the  reauer  of  their  breath. 

The  crop  of  endlesse  care,  and  cause 
of  either  Louers  death. 

But  we  so  warely  will 

our  fixed  time  attende. 
As  no  mishap  shall  grow  thereby^ 

and  thus  I  make  an  ende 

With  wishing  well  to  thee» 
and  hope  to  meete  in  place 

To  enterparle  with  thee  (my  Friend) 
and  tell  my  doSefull  case. 


TO  MAISTER  GOOGE 

HIS  90NST,0Crr  OP  SIGHT  OVT  OF  THOUGHT. 

Thb  lesse  I  8ee»  the  more  my  teene. 
The  more  my  teene  the  greater  griefe 
The  greater  griefe,  the  lesser  seenOf 
The  lesser  seene,  the  lesse  reliefe: 
The  lesse  reliefe  the  heauier  sprigbt, 
When  P.  is  fiirthest  out  of  sight 

The  Irarer  seene,  the  rifer  sobs 
The  rlfer  sobbes,  the  sadder  hart,  . 
The  sadder  hart,  the  greater  throbs, 
The  greater  throbs,  the  worser  smart. 
The  worser  smart  proceedes  of  this  * 

That  I  my  P.  so  often  misse. 

The  neerer  too,  the  more  I  smilde. 
The  more  I  smilde,  the  merier  minde : 
The  mirrie  minde  doth  thought  exile,  * 

And  thought  exilde  recourse  I  finde 
Of  heauenly  ioyes  all  this  delight  . 
Haue  I  when  P.  is  once  in  sight. 


THE  LOUER 


WHOSE  M18TJRES8E  PEARBI)  A  MOUSE,  DECLARETH 
THAT  HE  WOULD  BECOME  A  CAT,  IF  ILE  MIGHT 
HAUE  HIS  DESIRE. 

If  I  might  alter  kinde, 

what  think  you  J  would  bee. 
Nor  Fish,  nor  Foule,  nor  Fie,  nor  Frog  ' 

nor  Squirrel  on  the  Tree. 


The  Fish  the  hooke,  the  Fonfe 

the  Ijrmed  twig  doth  catch. 
The  Fie  the  Finger,  and  the  Frog 

the  Bustard  doth  dispatch. 

The  Squirrill  thincking  naught 
that  feately  cracks  the  nut. 

The  greedie  Gosbawke  wanting  pny 
in  dread  of  death  doth  pat. 

Bat  scorning  all  these  kindes 

I  would  bMMxne  a  Cat, 
To  combat  with  the  creeping  Moose 

and  scratch  the  screeking  Rat* 

1  would  be  present  aye 

and  at  my  Ladies  call. 
To  gard  hir  from  the  fesirefuU  Mouse 

in  Parlour  and  in  Hall. 

In  Kitchin  for  his  lyfe 

he  should  not  shew  his  bed. 

The  Peare  in  Poke  should  lie  untonclifc 
when  shee  were  gone  to  bed. 

The  Mouse  should  stand  in  feaie, 
so  should  the  squeaking  Rat: 

All  this  would  I  doe  if  I  were 
converted  to  a  Cat 


THEWITER 

DRIVEN  TO  ABSENT  HIM  FROM   HIS^LAOIB, 
BEWAYLE9  HIS  ESTATE. 

When  angrieGreekes  with  Trojans  fought 
In  minde  to  sack  their  welthie  Towne, 
King  Agamemnon  needefull  thought 
To  beate  the  neighbour  Cities  downe. 
And  by  his  Princely  power  to  quell 
Such  as  by  Pryams  Realme  did  dwell. 

Thus  forth  he  trauailde  with  his  traine 
Till  he  vnto  Lymesus  came. 
Where  cruell  fight  he  did  maintaine. 
And  slue  such  Wights  as  were  of  fiune : 
Downe  went  the  walles  and  all  to  wrack 
And  so  was  Lymes  brou^t  to  sack. 

Two  Noble  Dames  of  passing  shape 
Unto  the  Prince  were  brought  in  fine 
That  might  compare  with  Paris  rape. 
Their  glimering  beauties  so  did  shine: 
The  Prince  choze  fayrest  of  the  twaine^ 
And  Achyll  tother  for  his  peine. 

And  thus  the  warlike  Chieftaines  Uode 
Eche  with  his  Ladie  in  delight: 
Till  Agamemnon  was  depriode 
Of  hir  that  golden  Chr3rses  hight. 
For  Gods  did  will  as  (POets  foine) 
That  he  should  yeekle  hirvp  agaioe. 

Which  done,  he  reft  Achylles  Mate 
To  serue  in  Chrysis  place  at  neede,    • 
Not  forcing  on  the  fowle  debate 
That  foUowde  of  that  cruell  deede: 
For  why  Achylles  grutcbed  sore 
To  lose  the  Lasse  he  wan  before. 
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And  what  for  griefe  and  great  disdaine 
The  Greeke  his  Hehnet  hoong  aiide, 
And  Sworde  that  many  a  Knight  had  slaine^ 
And  Shield  that  Troian  D>arU  had  tride: 
Kefusing  to  approch  the  place 
Where  he  was  woont  his  foes  to  chase. 

His  manly  courage  was  appalde 
His  valiant  heart  began  to  yeelde, 
His  brawned  armes  that  earst  were  galde 
With  ctattring  Armour  in  the  field 
Had  lost  their  force,  his  fist  did  iaint. 
His  gladsome  songs  were  growne  to  plaint* 

His  mouth  tefusde  his  woonted  foode. 
His  tongue  could  ^eele  no  tast  of  meat. 
His  hanging  cheekea  declarde  his  moode, 
His  fealtred  beard  with  hatre  vuset, 
Bewraid  his  jodaine  chaunge  of  cheers 
For  loosing  of  his  louing  Feere* 

His  eares  but  sorrowes  sound  conld  heare^ 
The  Trumpets  tune  was  quite  forgot, 
His  eies  were  fraught  with  many  a  teare, 
Whome  carcking  care  permitted  not 
The  pleasant  slumber  to  retaine 
To  quite  the  sielie  Misers  paine. 

The  thousande  part  of  pensiue  cart 
The  Noble  Greeke  endured  than 
In  Bryseis  absence,  to  declare 
It  €arre  surmounts  the  Wit  of  men: 
But  sure  a  Martyr  right  he  lind& 
Of  Bryseis  beautie  once  beriude. 

If  thus  Achylles  valiant  heart 
Were  wrapt  in  iM)  of  wailefull  wo, 
That  was  invrde  too  dint  of  Dart 
His  louing  Bryseis  to  forgo.  . 
if  thus  the  sturdie  Greeke  {I  say) 
Bewaild  the  night  and  wept  the  day: 

Then  blame  not  mee  a  louing  Wight 
Whome  Nature  made  to  Cupids  Bow 
To  Hue  in  such  a  piteous  plight, 
Bewstsht  with  waues  of  worser  wo 
Than  euer  was  the  Greekish  Peere 
Dispoiled  of  his  Darling  deere. 

For  I  of  force  am  fisine  to  fiee 
The  presse,  the  presence  and  the  place 
Of  yon  my  Loue  a  brauer  B. 
Than  Bryseis  was  for  foote  and  foce. 
For  Head,  for  Hande,  for  Carkasse  eke 
l^ot  to  be  matcht  of  any  Greeke. 

"Whose  troth  you  haue  full  often  tride, 
IVhose  heart  hatb  bene  vnfolded  quight 
^Vhose  faith  by  friendship  was  discride 
VTbose  ioy  consisted  in  your  sight, 
Whose  paine  was  pleasure  if  in  place 
He  might  but  gaze  Tpon  thy  foce. 

O  dolefnll  Greeke  I  would  I  might 
£xchaunge  my  trouble  for  thy  paine: 
For  then  I  hope  1  should  acquite 
My  griefe  with  gladsome  ioyes  againe. 
For  Bryseis  made  retoure  to  thee. 
Would  B.  might  doe  the  like  to  mee. 


But  to  exchaunge  my  Loue  for  thine. 
Or  B.  for  Bryseis  I  ne  would: 
To  labour  in  the  Ltaden  Mine. 
And  leaue  the  ground  where  growes  the  Golde 
I  minde  it  not,  it  foUie  were 
To  choose  the  Pare,  and  leaue  the  Peare. 


BY    FIRST  AC- 
MEANINGS    BY 


TUAT  LOCCRS  OUGHT  RATHER 
QOAINTAMCB  TO  SHEW  THEIR 
FtK  THEN   BY  MOUTH. 

If  all  that  feele  the  fiU  of  lone 
And  flanckring  sparkes  of  Cupids  fire. 
By  tatling -tongues  should  say  to  moue 
Their  Ladies  to  their  fonde  desire: 
No  doubt  a  number  would  but  gaine 
A  badge  of  Follie  for  their  paine. 

For  Ladies  eyther  would  suspect 
Those  sogred  wordes  so  sweete  to  eare 
With  secret  poysons  baite  infect : 
Or  else  would  wisely  stande  in  feare. 
That  all  such  fiame  as  so  did  bume 
To  dustie  Cinders  soone  would  tume. 

For  he  that  bluntly  doth  presume 
On  small  acquaintaince  to  display 
His  hidden  fire  by  casting  fume 
Of  wanton  wordes,  doth  misse  the  way 
To  win  the  Wight  he  honours  so, 
For  of  a  Friend  he  makes  a  Fo. 

For  who  is  shee  that  may  endure 
The  dapper  tearmes  that  Loners  vse  ? 
And  painted  Proems  to  procure 
The  modest  Matrons  minde  to  muse? 
No,  first  let  writings  go  to  tell 
Your  Ladies  that  you  loue  them  well. 

And  when  that  time  hath  triall  made 
Of  peffeet  loue  and  faithfoll  hrest. 
Then  boldly  may  you  further  wade 
This  counsell  I  accoumpt  as  best: 
And  this  (my  Deare)  procurde  my  Quill 
To  write,  and  tongue  to  be  so  still. 

Which  now  at  first  shall  fiatly  showe 
(As  foithfiil  Herald  of  the  hart) 
The  perfect  loue  to  thee  I  owe 
That  breedst  my  ioy,  and  wilt  my  smart, 
Unlesse  at  last  (Remembraonce)  me 
Upon  hir  (thought)  that  will  be  true. 

Wherefore  I  say,  go  slender  scrole 
To  hh-  the  sielie  Mouse  that  shoonnes, 
)5alute  in  friendly  sort  the  soule 
Among  those  pretie  beastes  that'woonnes. 
That  bit  the  pocat  for  the  Peare, 
And  breede  the  soule  to  such  a  feare. 


< 


AN  EPITAPH 

OF  MAIfTBR  WIN  DROWNED  IN  THE  SEA. 

Who  so  thou  art  that  passest  by  this  place 

And  runst  at  random  on  this  sliper  way. 

Recline  thy  listning  eare  to  mee  a  space 

Doe  stay  tby  ship  and  hearken  what  I  say; 

Cast  Ankor  here  vntill  my  tale  be  donne. 

So  maisftthou  chaimce  the  like  mishaps  to  shoaiie* 
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Learne  this  of  mee,  that  men  doe  liue  to  die 
And  Deatb  decayes  the  worthiest  Wightes  of  all, 
Ho  worldly  wealth  or  kingdomes  cao  supplie 
Or  garde  their  princes  from  the  iatall  fall: 
One  way  to  come  vote  this  life  we  see. 
But  to  be  rid  thereof  a  thousand  bee. 

My  gallant  youth  and  froliok  yeares  behight 
Hee  longer  age»  and  siluer  haires  to  baue, 
I  thought  my  day  would  neuer  come  to  night. 
My  prime  prouokte  me  to  forget  my  graoe: 
I  thought  by  water  to  haue  scapte  the  death 
That  now  amid  the  Seas  doe  lose  my  breath. 

Now,  now  the  churlish  chanell  me  doe  chock 
Now  surging  Seas  conspire  to  breede  my  carke 
Now  fighting  6ouds  enforce  me  to  the  rock, 
Gharybdis  Wlielps  and  Scyllas  Dogs  doe  barke 
Now  hope  of  life  is  past,  now,  now  1  see 
That  W.  can  no  more  a  lines  man  bee. 


Yet  I  doe  well  affie  for  m^  desart 
(When  cruell  death  hath  done  the  worst  it 
Of  well  renowmed  Fame  to  haue  a  part 
To  saue  my  heart  from  mine  and  decay: 
And  that  is  all  that  thou  or  I  may  gaine. 
And  so  adue,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  paine.. 


may) 


AGAIlfB. 


O  Neptune  churiish  Chuf,  O  wayward  Woolf 

O  God  of  Seas  by  name,  no  Ood  in  deede, 

O  Tiran  Ruler  of  th6  grauell  Goolfo 

Where  greater  Fish  on  lesser  Spawne  doth  feede 

Why  dost  thou  drench  with  deadly  Mace  a  Wight 

That  well  deserudc  to  run  his  course  aright? 

O  cruell  cursed  tide,  O  weltring  xnme 
That  W.  wrought  this  detestable  care 
O  wrathfull  surge,  why  wouldst  tliou  notvouohsafe 
A  mid  the  rage  so  good  a  youth  to  spare, 
And  suffer  hjm  in  luckie  Bark  to  reach 
The  pleasant  Port  of  ease  and  blisfuil  beach  ? 

But  what  though  snrging  Seas  and  tossing  Tide 
Haue  done  their  worst  and  ottered  all  tbeir  force 
In  working  W.  wrack  that  so  hath  tride. 
The  cruelst  rage  that  might  befall  his  Corset 
Yet  naythelcsse  his  euer  during  name 
Is  fast  ingraude  within  the  house  of  Fame. 

Let  Fishes  fieede  vpon  bis  flesh  apace. 
Let  crawling  Cuugers  creepe  about  hit  bones. 
Let  Wormes  awake  and  W :  Carkasse  race 
For  why  it  was  appointed  for  the  nones : 
But  when  they  hsue  done  all  the  spite  tliey  can    ' 
His  good  report  shall  liue  in  mouth  of  man. 

In  stead  of  stonie  Tombe  and  Marble  Graue 
In  lieu  of  a  Lamentable  Verse, 
Let  W.  on  the  sandte  Cheasell  haue 
This  dolefoU  rime  in  stead  of  better  Hierse: 
Lo,  here  among  the  Wormes  doth  W.  woon 
TlMit  well  deserue  a  fiirther  race  to  roon. 

But  since  his  fote  allotted  him  to  fall 
Amid  the  sowsing  Seas  and  troublous  Tide, 
I^t  not  bis  death  his  foithfnU  Friends  appall 
For  he  is  not  the  first  that  so  hath  dide. 
Nor  shall  be  scene  the  last:  as  nie  away 
To  Heaoea  by  waters  as  by  Land  they  say. 


PRAISE  or  ms  WUE^ 

Appellis  lay  the  Pensile  downe 

and  shun  thy  woonted  skill, 
liet  brute  no  more  with  flattring  Trampe- 

tbe  Gieekisb  Eares  fulfill : 

Call  not  to  the^  such  Painters  praise 

as  thou  hast  done  of  yore, 
Lea&t  thou  in  fine  be  foiled  flat 

and  gained  glorie  lore. 

So  seeke  not  to  disgrace  the  Gceekes 

thy  louing  Natlne  land. 
But  rather  from  depainting  formes 

withdrawe  thy  skillesse  hand. 

For  so  thou  stifftdy  stand  and  vaoaft 

that  thou  wilt  fhune  bir  like 
Whome  I  extoll  aboue  the  Slarrei^ 

thou  art  a  stately  Greeke. 

As  soooe  with  might  tboo  maytt 
the  Rock  from  whence  it  growes. 

As  frame  hir  feauturde  forme  in  wh< 
such  floods  of  graces  fiowes^ 

if  I  might  speake  unhurt  of  hate^ 

I  would  auaant  that  kinde 
In  spite  of  Rose  and  Lillie  both 

had  hir  in  earth  assignde 


To  dwell  among  the  daintie;|Dai 
that  shee  hath  placed  heere: 

Cause,  by  hir  passing  feautvre  might 
Daqie  Natures  skill  appeere. 

Hir  Haire  surmounts  Apolloa  pride 

in  it  such  beautie  raiues 
Hir  glistring  eies  the  Chrystall  fane 

and  finest  Saphire'ttaines. 


A  little  mouth  with  decent  Chin, 

a  Corall  lip  of  hoe. 
With  Teethe  as  white  as  Whale  his 

ech  one  in  order  doe. 


A  body  blamelesse  to  be  fbond, 
Armes  rated  to  the  same: 

Such  Hands  with  Azure  deckt,  as  all 
that  warre  With  hir  doe  shame. 

As  for  the  partes  in  covert  kept 

and  what  is  not  in  sight, 
I  doe  esteeme  them  by  the  reast 

not  forcing  on  dispight. 

If  I  were  foreman  of  the  doest 

my  verdit  to  expresse, 
Forgiue  mee  (Phoebus)  of  thy  place 

shee  should  thee  dispossesse. 


P.  should  be  raised  to  the  dowdes 
and  Phoebus  brought  alow. 

For  that  there  should  liue  none  io 
but  might  hir  vertoe  know. 


Thus  to  conclude  and  make  an  ende» 

to  Touch  1  dare  be  bolde: 
As  soone  as  Nature  bad  bir  mad^ 

all  Natures  ware  was  solde. 
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0»  A  miEHD  OF  HU  HADING  U>ST  B19  DOUB. 

What  shold  I  shed  my  team  to  show  mine  in- 
ward pain  [again. 
Since  that  the  lewell  I  have  lost  may  not  be  had 
Yet  booUesse  though  it  bee  to  utter  couart  smart 
It  is  a  meane  to  cure  the  grtefe,  and  make  a  ioy- 
fiill  hart.  [Loue, 
Whereftire  I  say  to  jrou  that  haue  enjoyde  your 
Lament  with  me  iu  wofull  wise  for  iootting  of  my 
Done.                                               ( bereft. 
You  Turtle  Cocks  that  are  your  louine  Hcmnes 
And  do  bewaile  your  cruell  cbaance  that  you  alive 

are  left : 
Come  hither,  come  I  say,  come  hie  in  haste  to  mee. 
Let  eyther  make  his  doleful!  plaint  amid  this 

dreerie  tree. 
A  fitter  place  than  this  may  no  where  else  be  found 
For  friendly  Eccho  here  will  cause  ech  cry  to  yelde 

a  sound. 
In  youth  it  was  my  Incke  on  such  a  Done  to  light. 
As  by  good  nature  wan  my  loue,  she  was  my  whole 
deKte  [hue, 

A  fresher  fowie  than  mine  for  shape  and  beauties 
Was  neuer  any  man  on  earth  that  bad  the  hap  to 

TCWC. 

Dame  Nature  hir  had  framde  so  perfite  in  hir  kinde 
As  not  the  spiteful  man  himself  one  &ult  in  hir 

could  finile. 
Hir  eie  so  passing  pure,  hirbeakesobrane  and  fit. 
The  stature  of  hir  limmes  so  small,  hir  head  so 

full  of  wit, 
Hir  neck  of  so  frood  sise,  hir  plume  of  colour  white, 
Hir  legs  and  feete  so  finely  made,  thou  seldom 

scene  in  sight:  [his  place 

Eche  part  so  fitly  pight  as  none  mought  chaunge 
Nor  any  Bird  could  lightly  haue  so  good  and 

braue  a  grace. 
But  most  of  all  that  I  did  fansie,  was  hir  voyce, 
For  sweete  it  was  unto  mine  eare,  and  made  the 

hart  rejoyce 
No  sooner  could  I  come  in  place  where  she  was  set'. 
But  up  she  rose,  and  wyfiill  would  hir  Mate  and 

louer  met. 
About  my  tender  neck  she  would  haue  clasped  tho, 
And  laid  hir  beake  .betwixt  my  lips,  sweet  kisses 

to  besta  [me  at  all, 

And  ought  besides  that  mought  haue  pleasurde 
Was  neuer  man  that  had  a  Birde  so  fit  to  play 

withall.  [mee. 

When  I  for  ioy  did  sing,  she  would  have  song  with 
When  I  was  wO/  my  gtief  was  birs,  she  wold  not 

pleasant  be.  [Death, 

But  (oh)  amid  my  ioyes  came  cruell  canckred 
And  spiting  at  my  pleasures  reft  my  louing  bird 

hir  breath. 
Who  finding  roe  alack,  and  absent  on  a  day. 
Caught  bow  in  hand,  and  strak  hir  downe,  a  bred- 

ing  as  she  lay.  [Doue» 

Since  I  haue  cause  to  waile  the  death  of  such  a 
(Good  Turtles)  help  me  to  lament  the  losse  of  my 

true  loue. 
The  tree  whereon  she  sat  shall  be  the  place  where  1 
Will  sing  my  last,  and  end  my  life :  for  (Turtles) 

1  must  die. 
Yon  know  it  is  our  kinde,  we  can  not  liue  alone. 
More  pleasant  is  the  desth  to  ui  then  life  when 

loue  is  gone. 


To  tell  a  fiirther  tale  my  fainting  breath  denies. 
And  selfe  same  death  that  slue  my  Doue,  begiot 
to  close  mine  eies. 


THAT  LOUERS 


OUGHT  TO  8III7NNB  NO  PAIMES  TO  ATTAUB 
THB1R  LOUE. 

If  Marchaonts  in  their  warped  Kealet 

commit  tbemselues  to  wane, 
And  dreadfull  daunger  of  the  Goulfe 

in  tempest  that  doth  raue. 

To  fet  from  fiirre  and  Forraine  lands 

such  ware  as  is  to  sell. 
And  is  not  in  their  Natiue  soile 

where  they  tbemselues  doe  dwell  c 

If  Souldiars  serre  in  perills  place 

and  dread  of  Cannon  shot, 
Ech  day  in  daunger  of  their  liues 

and  CouBtrie  losse  God  wot. 

Whose  Mustek  is  the  dreadfull  Drummc 

and  dolefuU  Trumpets  sounde. 
Who  haue  in  stead  of  better  bed 

the  colde  and  stouic  grounde. 

And  all  t'attaine  the  spoile  with  speede 

of  such  as  doe  withstands, 
Whic^  slender  is  sometime  we  see 

when  so  it  comes  to  hande : 

If  they  for  lucre  bight  sustaine 

such  perill  as  ensnes, 
Then  those  that  serue  the  Lorde  of  Lotie 

no  trauaile  ought  refuse. 

Bnt  laTish  of  their  liiwly  breath 

all  tempest  to  abide, 
To  maintaine  Loue  and  all  his  lawes 

what  Fortune  so  betide. 

And  not  to  shrink  at  erie  showre 

or  stormie  flawe  that  lights, 
Ne  yet  to  yeeld  themselves  as  thrall 

to  such  as  with  them  fights. 

Such  are  not  fit  for  Cupids  Campe, 

they  ought  no  wages  win 
Which  faint  before  the  clange  of  Trump 

or  Battels  broyle  begin. 

They  must  not  make  account  of  hurt, 

for  Cupid  hath  in  store 
Continually  within  bis  Campe 

a  salue  for  erie  sore. 

Their  Ensigne  bearer  is  so  stouts 

ecleaped  Hope  by  name. 
As  if  they  follow  his  aduise 

eche  thing  shall  be  in  frame. 

But  if  for  want  of  courage  stoute 

the  Banner  be  bereft. 
If  hope  by  hap  be  stricken  downe^ 

aud  no  good  hope  yleft: 

Tis  time  with  Trump  to  blow  retreatv^ 

the  Field  must  needes  be  woont 
So  Cupid  once  be  Captive  tane 

his  Souldiers  are  undooo. 
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Wherefore,  what  so  they  are  that  Loue 

as  waged  men  doe  seme : 
Must  shun  DO  daunger  drift  at  all 

ne  from  no  perill  swenie. 

Keepe  watch  and  warde  the  wakefall  night 

and  neuer  yeelde  to  rest : 
For  feare  least  thou  a  waiting  naught 

on  sodaine  be  opprest. 

Though  hnnf^er  gripe  thy  emptie  Maw 

endure  it  for  a  while. 
Till  time  due  serue  with  good  repast     > 

such  famine  to  beguile. 

Be  not  with  chilly  colde  dismaide, 

let  Snow  nor  Ise  procure 
Tby  lustfull  limmes  from  paioefnll  plight 

thy  Ladie  to  allure. 

That  is  the  spoyle  that  Cupid  glues 

that  is  the  onely  Wight 
Whereat  bis  Thralls  are  woont  to  roQ» 

with  Arrowes  from  their  sight. 

My  selfe  as  one  among  the  moe, 

shall  neucr  spare  to  spend 
My  life,  my  limmes,  yea  hart  and  alt 

Loues  quarrell  to  defend. 

And  so  in  recompense  of  paines 

and  toile  of  perills  past. 
He  yeelde  me  but  my  Ladies  loue  i 

I  will  not  be  agast. 

Of  Fortune,  nor  hir  frowning  face*. 

I  naught  shall  force  hir  cbeere^ 
But  tend  on  erie  tome  on  hir 

that  is  my  louing  Feere. 


A  REQUEST 

OF  FRIBNDSHIP   TO    VtJLCANS    WTFB    MADB  BT 

MARS. 

Though  froward  Fortune  would  that  you  who  are 
So  braue  a  dame,  with  Vulcan  shoulden  linck: 
Yet  may  you  loue  the  lustie  God  of  warre, 
And  bleare  bis  eies  that  no  such  frawde  will  tbinck. 
Tis  Cupids  charige,  and  all  the  Gods  agree. 
That  you  be  Feere  to  him,  and  Friend  to  mee. 


THE  LOUER 

THAT  HAD  LOUElf  LOlfG    WITHOUT  REQUITAL  OF 

'  GOOD  WILL. 

Long  did  I  loue,  and  likte  hir  passing  well 
Whose  beautie  bred  the  thraldom  of  my  thought, 
Long  did  I  sue  to  hir  for  to  expel! 
The  foule   disdain  that   beauties   beames    had 

wrought: 
Long  did  I  serue,  and  Long  I  would  faaue  dooa, 
My  minde  was  bent  a  thorow  pace  to  roon. 

Long  when  I  had  looude,  sude,  and  serued  so, 
As  mought  haue  likte  as  braue  a  Dame  as  shee, 
Hir  Friend  shee  forced  not  but  let  him  go. 
She  looude  at  least  besides  him  two  or  three : 
Hir  common  cheare  to  erie  one  that  sude, 
Bicdtne  to  deeme  shee  did  hir  Friend  delude. 


Great  was  my  griefe  at  6rtt  to  be  idbadfr 
lliat  Long  had  looude  with  true  nnfisined  hart^ 
But  when  I  sawe  I  bad  been  long  abusde 
I  forste  the  lesse  from  such  a  friend  to  part : 
Yet  ere  I  gaue  hir  up  I  gainde  a  tfain$ 
That  gricfe  to  hir,  and  ease  to  me  did  brio^. 


TO  A  FRIEND 


THAT  WILD  HIM  TO  BEWARM  OF 


This  souode  aduise  and  coonsell 

With  friendly  hart  that  you  (my  friend)  doe 

With  willing  minde  I  purpose  to  ensue. 

And  to  beware  of  Enuie  while  I  liue. 

For  spitefull  it  doth  naught  but  malice 

Aye  seeking  Loue  from  iaithfnll  harts  to  rine. 

And  plant  in  place  where  perfit  Friend^p  gme 

A  mortal  hate  good  Nature  to  depriue: 

And  those  that  nip  mee  by  the  back  behinde^ 

I  trust  you  shall  untrue  reporters  finde. 


OF  MISREP0RTER8. 

I  HOPE  (mine  Owne)  this  fixed  Loue  of  thine 
Is  so  well  staide  and  rootail  deepe  in  brest 
That  not,  unlesse  thou  see  it  with  thine  eiae 
That  I  from  thee  my  tone  and  Friendship 
Thou  wilt  untie  the  knot  of  thy  behest. 
1  trust  yourself  of  Enuie  will  beware 
That  wild  your  friend  take  heede  of  Enoies 


THAT    HO    MAM     SHOULD    WRITE    SCT    tUCH  Aft 

DOE  EXCBLL. 

Should  no  man  write  (say  you) 

but  such  as  doe  excell 
This  fondfe  deuise  of  yours  deseruef 

A  Bable  and  a  BelL 

Then  one  alone  should  doe 

or  verie  few  in  deede : 
For  that  in  erie  Art  there  can 

but  one  alone  exceede. 

Should  others  ydle  bee 

and  waste  their  age  in  vaine. 
That  myght  periiaps  in  after  time 

the  prick  and  price  attaine  ) 

By  practice  skill  is  got 

by  practice  wit  is  woonne. 
At  games  yon  see  how  many  doe 

to  win  the  wager  roonne. 

Yet  one  among  the  moe 

doth  beare  away  the  Bell: 
Is  that  a  cause  to  say  the  rest 

in  running  did  not  well? 

If  none  in  Phisick  should 

but  onely  Galeae  deale. 
No  doubt  a  thousand  perish  would 

whome  Physick  now  doth  heale» 
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Eche  one  his  Talent  hath, 

to  use  at  higdeuiae: 
Which  makes  that  many  men  as  ivell 

as  one  are  counted  wise. 

For  if  that  Wit  alone 

ID  one  shoidd  rest  and  raine, 
Tbeo  God  the  skulles  of  other  men 

did  make  but  all  in  Taioe. 

Let  eche  one  trie  his  force, 

and  doe  the  beithe  can 
For  thereunto  appointed  were 

the  bande  and  hed  of  Jiiao* 

The  Poet  Horace  speakes 
against  thy  reason  plaine. 

Who  sayes,  tis  somewhat  to  attempt 
although  thou  not  attaine 

The  scope  in  erie  thing: 
to  touch  the  liighst  degree 

Is  passing  hard,  to  doe  the  best 
sufficing  is  for  thee. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND, 

DBCLARINO   WHAT   TERTUB    IT  IS  TO  STICK  TO 
FORMER  PUOHTED  FRIfiMDSUlP. 

The  sage  and  Siluer  haired  Wights  doe  thinke 
A  vertue  rare  not  to  be  prowde  of  mind 
When  Fortune  smiles :  nor  cowardly  to  shrink 
Though  chaungedChaunce  do  shew  hir  self  unkind. 
But  chiefest  prayse  is  to  imbrace  the  man 
In  welth  and  wo  with  wbome  your  loue  began. 


OF  TWO  DESPERATE  MEN. 

A  MAN  in  deepe  despaire  with  Hempe  in  hand 
Went  out  in  haste  to  ende  his  wretched  dayes: 
And  where  he  thought  the  Oallo  tree  should  stand 
He  found  a  pot  of  gold:  he  goes  his  wayes 
Therewith  eftsoone,  and  in  ezchaunge  he  left 
The  Rope  wherewiUi  he  would  his  breath  bereft. 

The  greedie  Carle  came  within  a  space 
That  ownd  the  good,  and  saw  the  Pot  behinde 
Where  Ruddocks  lay,  and  in  the  Ruddocks  place 
A  knottie  Corde,  but  Ruddocks  could  not  finde: 
He  caught  the  Hemp  and  hoong  himselfe  on  tree, 
For  griefe  that  he  his  Treasure  coulde  not  see. 


OP  THE  TORMENTS  OP  HELL  AND  THE 
PAINES  OF  LOUE. 

Though  they  that  wanted  grace 

and  whilome  liucd  heere, 
Sustaine  such  pangues  and  paines  in  Hell 

as  doth  by  Bookes  appeere. 

Though  restlesse  be^he  rage 

of  that  inlemall  route. 
That  voide  of  feare  and  Pitties  plaint 

doe  flinge  the  fire  abootcs 


And  tOBse  the  biasing  brandes 

that  neuer  shall  consume. 
And  breath  on  siely  Soules  that  sit 

and  suffer  furious  fume: 

Though  Tantall.  Pelops  Sonne 

abide  the  Dropsie  dry, 
And  Sterne  with  hunger  where  he  hath 

both  Foode  and  Water  by : 

Though  Tytius  doe  indure 

his  Liner  to  he  rent 
Of  Vultures  tyring  on  the  same 

unto  his  spoyle  ybent : 

And  Sysiphe  though  with  peine 

and  neuer  stinting  drift 
Doe  role  the  stone  from  Mountaynes  top 

and  it  to  Mountaine  lift: 

Though  Belydes  doe  hroyle 

and  suffer  endlesse  peine, 
In  drawing^ water  from  the  deepe 

that  ftdleth  down  againe : 

Though  Agamemnon s  Sonne 

such  retchlesse  rage  indure, 
By  meanc  of  furies  that  with  flame 

his  griefuU  smart  procure: 

Though  Mynoe  hath  assignde 

Prometheus  to  the  rack. 
With  hande  and  foote  ystrecht  awidb 

tUl  all  his  limmes  doe  crack: 

To  leads  a  lotbsome  life 

and  die  a  living  death* 
Amid  his  paines  to  waste  his  wiikU 

and  yet  to  want  no  breath: 

Though  other  stand  in  Stir 
with  Sulphur  that  doth  flame» 

And  other  plunge  in  Phlegiton 
so  gastiy  for  the  name  s 

Though  Ceiberus  the  kaie 

of  Plutos  Denne  that  beares, 
With  hungrie  tbrote  and  greedie  gripe 

the  uew  come  strannger  tcares: 

Though  these  condeomed  Ghostes 

such  dreadfull  peine  indnres. 
Yet  may  they  not  compare  at  all 

with  pangues  that  I^e  procures. 

His  tiring  fisrre  exoeedes 

the  gnawing  of  the  gripes. 
And  with  his  whip  such  lashes  giaef 

that  passe  Megeras  stripes. 

He  lets  the  Lioer  lie, 

tormenting  aye  the  Hart: 
He  strikes  and  wounds  his  bouoden  thrall 

with  dubble  bedded  dari. 

His  fire  exceedes  the  flame 

of  deepe  Auernos  lakes: 
And  where  he  once  pretendes  a  plague 

a  spiteful!  spoyle  he  makes. 
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His  foes  doe  wake  by  day 

they  dread  to  sleepe  the  night: 
They  banne  the  Soane,  they  curse  the  Moooe, 

and  all  that  else  gioes  light. 

They  passe  their  lothtome  lines 

with  not  contented  minde; 
Their  doleiull  dayes  drawe  slow  to  data 

as  Cupid  hath  assignde. 

To  Tantall  like,  but  yet 

their  case  is  worse  than  his : 
They  have  that  they  imbrace,  but  straight 

are  quite  bereft  of  blis. 

They  waste  their  winde  m  sij^hes 
they  bleare*  their  eyes  with  brine : 

They  breake  their  bulcks  with  bownciDg  griefe, 
their  harts  with  lingring  pine. 

Though  Orpheus  were  aliue 

with  Mosick  that  appeasde 
The  uglie  Ood  of  Lymbo  Lake, 

and  soules  so  sore  diseasdc. 

By  Arte  be  might  not  ease 

the  Loueis  fervent  fits, 
Ne  purchase  him  his  harts  desire 

so  troubled  are  his  wits. 

No  place  of  quiet  rest, 

no  roome  deuoide  of  ruth: 
No  swaging  of  his  endlesse  peine 

whose  death  doth  trie  his  truth. 

His  Chamber  serues  for  naught 

but  witnesse  of  his  plaint. 
His  Bed  and  Bolster  to  bewaile 

their  Lord  with  Loue  attaint. 

The  man  for  mnrther  caught 

and  dogde  with  yron  rolde 
To  sweare  that  he  more  happie  is 

than  Loners  may  be  bolde. 

For  he  in  little  space 

his  dreadfull  day  shall  see, 
Bui  Cupids  Thralls  in  dayly  griefet 

tormented  dayly  bee. 

A  thousand  deaths  they  bide 

whilst  they  in  life  remainct 
And  onely  piaints  and  stormie  thooghta 

they  are  the  Louers  gaine. 


AN  EPITAPH 

OF  THB  DKATR  OV  MAIttER  tTTFTOlf  OF  KFirr. 

Hbrb  may  wee  see  the  force  of  spitefoll  Death 
And  what  a  sway  it  beares  in  worldly  things. 
It  neyther  spares  the  one  nor  others  breath. 
He  slayes  the  Keasers  and  the  crowned  Kings. 

Nothing  prevailes  against  his  hatefull  hande 
He  heares  no  suters  when  tbey  pleade  for  life. 
The  rich  mans  purse  cannot  Cheaths  powre  with' 

stande. 
Nor  Sooldiers  sworde  compare  with  fotall  knife. 


He  recketh  not  of  well  renowmcd  feme 
He  forceth  not  a  whit  of  golden  Fee, 
His  greatest  ioy  is  to  obserue  the  name 
Of  such  as  seek  immort^  ajre  to  bce^ 

For  if  that  wealth,  blood,  lynage,  or  dessrt. 
Lone,  pittie,  zeale  or  friendship  raoogbt  prmiy, 
If  life  well  ledde,  if  true  unfayned  bait 
Mought  purchase  lyfe:  then  Death  had  not sisaiii 

Then  Tuftons  lyfe  with  cunt  and  crudi  blade 
Breaking  the  course  of  him  that  ranne  so  rigfat 
A  race  as  he  no  stop  at  all  had  made 
Had  death  not  tript  this  Tbfton  for  despight 

The  poore  bane  lost,  the  rich  htne  ootbiof 
gainde. 
The  good  bane  cause  to  moume,  the  yll  toplsiBe: 
i'or  Tufton  was  to  all  a  Friend  unfeiode. 
Let  Kent  crie  out  that  Death  bath  Toftoa  siaiaei 
Yet  this  there  is  whereof  they  may  reioyee 
That  his  good  life  hath  woniie  the  peoplciniyoe. 


AQkinm, 


Let  neoer  man  presume  on  woildly  weslth,* 
Let  riches  neoer  breede  a  loftie  minde, 
Let  no  man  boast  too  much  of  peHite  beslth 
Let  natures  gifts  make  no  man  ouer  bliude 
For  these  are  all  but  bladders  full  of  viade: 

Let  friendship  not  enforce  a  retddessetbaqglil 
Let  no  desart'  or  life  well  led  before. 
Let  no  renowne  or  glorie  greatly  sought 
Make  man  forget  his  preaent  state  the  more: 
For  death  is  he  that  keepes  and  liddes  the  «toie. 

If  eyther  health,  or  goods  had  bene  of  povir, 
If  Natures  giftes,  or  friendship  and  gsod  will, 
If  lyfe  forepast«  if  glories  Golden  Boare 
Mought  bane  prevaild,  or  stopt  the  dokfell  ksiH 
Of  Tufton,  then  had  Tufton  liued  stilL 

But  now  you  see  thai  Death  bath  quiibt  oodm 
His  last  of  lyfe,  and  pot  him  to  the  foile: 
Yet  lives  thie  vertue  that  alive  he  wooo, 
The  times  alone  are  ahrowded  in  the  s<ile: 
Thus  Death  is  ende  of  all  this  woridleisetoila 


/V  PRAYSE  OF  LADY  P- 

P,  SBBMis  of  Venus  stock  to  b^ 

for  beauties  comely  grace 
A  Grysell  for  her  grauitie 

a  Helen  for  her  fece: 

A  second  Pallas  for  hir  wit, 

a  Ooddesse  rare  in  sigh^ 
A  Dian  for  her  daintinesse, 

shee  is  so  chaste  a  WighL 

Doe  vew  hir  Corae  with  cnrioiit  eic, 

eche  lim  from  top  to  toe. 
And  you  shall  say  I  tell  bat  tratk 

that  doe  extoU  hirsoe. 
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The  head  a<  cbiefe  that  ttandes  aloft 

and  oner  looketh  all. 
With  wiscdome  is  so  fully  frauf^t 

as  Pallas  there  did  stall. 

Two  Sares  that  trust  no  trifling  tales 

nor  credit  biasing  brute  : 
Yet  such  againe  as  readie  are 

to  heare  the  humbles  snte. 

Hir  eies  are  sucb  as  will  not  gtao 

on  things  not  worthy  sight. 
And  where  she  ought  to  cast  a  looke 

she  will  not  winok  in  spite. 

The  Golden  Graines  that  greedie  Guests 
from  Forraine  Countries  bring, 

Ne  shining  Pbcebus  glittring  beames 
that  on  his  Godhoid  spring: 

No  auncient  Amber  bad  in  price 

of  Roman  Matrons  olde 
May  be  comparde  with  splendent  baires 

that  passe  the  Venys  6old«, 

Hir  Nose  adomes  hir  countnance  so 
,  in  middle  iustly  pbiste. 
As  it  at  no  time  will  permit 
hir  beautie  be  de&ste. 

Hir  Mouth  so  small,  hir  Teeth  so  white 

as  any  Whale  his  bone, 
Hir  Lips  without  so  liuely  red 

that  passe  the  Corall  stone. 

What  neede  I  to  describe  hir  Cheekes? 

hir  Chin?  or  els  hir  Pap? 
For  they  are  all  as  though  the  Rose 

lodge  in  the  Lillies  lap. 

What  should  I  stond  vpon  the  rest 

or  other  partes  depaint : 
As  little  Hand  with  Pingers  long^ 

my  wits  are  all  to  fiiint 

Yet  this  I  say  in  hir  behalfe 

if  Helen  were  hir  leeke. 
Sir  Paris  neede  not  to  disdain* 

hir  through  the  Seas  to  seeke  : 

Nor  Menelaus  was  vnwise 

or  Troupe  of  Troians  mad« 
When  he  with  them,  and  they  with  him, 

for  hir  such  combat  had. 

lieanders  labour  was  not  lost 
that  swam  the  surging  Seas* 

If  Hero  were  of  such  a  hue 
whome  so  he  sought  to  please. 

And  if  Admetns  Darling  deare 

were  of  so  fresh  a  face, 
Though  PhcBbus  kept  Admetus  flock 

it  may  not  him  disgrace. 

Nor  mightie  Mauors  way  the  floutes 

and  laughing  of  the  rest. 
If  such  a  one  were  sbee  with  whom* 

he  lay  in  Vulqans  Nest. 


IfBryseis  beautie  were  so  braue, 

Achylles  needes  no  blame 
Who  left  the  carope  and  fled  the  field 

for  loosing  such  a  Dame. 

If  she  in  Ida  had  bene  seene 

with  Pallas  and  the  rest, 
I  doubt  where  Paris  would  bane  chOM 

Dame  Venus  for  the  best 

Or  if  Pjrgmalion  had  but  tane 

a  glimse  of  such  a  face, 
He  would  not  then  his  IdoU  dumme 

so  feruently  imbrace. 

But  what  shall  neede  so  many  wordes 
in  things  that  are  so  plaine? 

I  say  but  that  I  doubt  where  kinde 
can  make  the  like  againe. 


THE  LOVER 


IN  VTTER  DI9PAIIIB  OF  Bit  lADIBS  RETURIIE9 
IN  ECHB  RESPECT  COMPARES  HIS  BITATE 
WITH  TROTLUS. 

My  case  with  Troylus  may  oompaiCi 

For  as  he  felt  both  sorrow  and  care : 

Euen  so  doe  I  most  Miser  Wight, 

That  am  a  Troylus  outright. 

As  ere  he  could  atchieve  his  wisfa^ 

He  fed  of  many  a  dolefull  dish. 

And  day  and  nigbt  unto  the  Skies 

The  sielie  Trojan  kost  his  eies. 

Requesting  ruth  at  Cresids  hande 

In  whome  his  life  and  death  did  stande: 

So  night  and  day  I  spent  in  wo, 

Ere  she  hir  pittie  would  bestow 

To  quight  me  from  the  painefull  plight 

That  made  me  but  a  Martir  right. 

As  when  at  last  he  favour  founde. 

And  was  recured  of  his  wounde. 
His  grutching  griefes  to  comfort  grae« 

And  torments  from  the  TVojan  flue : 
So  when  my  Ladie  did  remooue 

Hir  rigour,  and  began  to  looue 

Hir  Vessel  in  such  friendly  sort. 

As  might  appeere  by  outward  port: 
Then  who  b^n  to  joy  but  1 

That  stoode  my  Mistresse  bart  so  vie  f 

Then  (as  the  Trojan  did)  I  soong 

And  out  my  Ladies  vertues  roong 

So  lowde,  as  all  the  world  could  tell 

What  was  the  meaning  of  the  Bell. 

And  as  that  pleasaunt  taste  of  ioy 

That  he  endured  had  in  Troy» 

From  sweetes  to  sower  did  coQvart» 

When  Cresida  did  thence  depart: 

So  my  forepassed  pleasures  arre 

By  spitefull  Fortune  put  a  forre 

By  hir  departure  from  this  place. 

Where  1  was  woont  to  view  hir  fiice. 

So  Angelike  that  shone  in  sight 

Surpassing  phmbus  golden  light. 

As  when  that  Diomed  the  Greeke 

Had  giuen  the  Trojan  Foe  the  gleeke- 

And  reft  him  Cresids  comely  hue 

Which  often  made  his  hart  to  me* 
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The  wofbll  Troylos  did  lament^ 

And  dolefall  dayes  in  mourning  spent* 

So  I  bereft  my  loaing  Make, 

To  sighes  and  sobbings  mee'betake, 

Repining  that  my  fortune  is 

Of  my  desired  Friend  to  misse, 

And  that  a  guileAill  Greeke  shouldW 

Esteemde  of  hir  in  such  degree.    / 

But  though  my  fortune  frame  awfie. 

And  1  dispoylde  hir  companie  / 

Murt  waste  the  day  and  night  in  wo* 

For  that  the  Oods  appointed  so : 

I  naytbeiesse  will  wishe  hir  well 

And  better  than  to  Cresid  felL 

I  pray  she  nay  haue  better  hap 

Than  bt-g  hir  bread  with  Dish  and  Clap. 

As  she  the  sielie  Miser  did 

When  Troylus  by  the  Spittle  rid. 

God  shield  hir  from  the  Lazars  lore 

And  lothsorae  Leapers  stincking  sore. 

And  for  the  lone  I  earst  hir  baie 

1  wishe  hir  as  my  selfe  to  fiu«: 

My  selfe  that  am  a  Trojan  true 

As  shee  fall  well  by  trial  knue. 

And  as  King  Priams  worth ie  Sonne 

All  other  Ladies  seemde  to  shonne 

For  lone  of  Cresid:  so  doc  I 

All  Venus  Deariings  qaight  defie. 

In  minde  to  loue  them  all  aleeke. 

That  leaoe  a  Trojan  for  a  Greeke. 


THE  LOUEU 

m 

DKCLAltBTH  WHAT  BE  WOULD  HAUB  IF  HS  MIGHT 
OBTAIMB  BIS  WISH. 

If  Gods  would  daine  to  lend 

a  listning  eare  to  mee 
And  yeelde  me  my  demaunde  at  foll> 

what  thinke  you  it  to  bee? 

N^t  to  excell  in  seate 

dr  wield  the  Regall  Mace, 
Or  Scepter  in  snch  stately  sort 

as  might  commende  the  place. 

For  as  their  Hawie  is  bie» 

so  is  their  mine  rough. 
As  those  that  earst  hare  felt  the  fell 

declare  it  well  ynongh. 

Ne  would  I  wishe  by  warre 

and  blondie  blade  in  fist. 
To  gore  the  grounde  with  gfltlesse  blond 

of  such  as  would  resist. 

For  Tirants  though  a  whyle 

doe  leade  their  lines  in  ioy. 
Yet  Tirants  trie  in  trackt  of  time 

bow  bloodshed  doth  annoy^ 

I  would  none  ofioe  crave, 

ne  Consulship  request : 
For  that  inch  rule  is  foil  of  rage, 

and  fraught  with  all  unrest 

Ne  would  I  wish  for  welth 

in  great  excesse  to  flow, 
Which^e  keepes  the  Kcyes  of  discords  Denne 

as  all  the  worid  doth  know. 


T(JRB£RVILE*S  POEMS. 


But  my  desire  siioQld  fiine 
such  base  requests  excell, 

That  I  might  hir  enjoy  at  will 
whome  I  do  lone  so  welL 


O  mighty  God  of  Gods 

I  were  assured  than 
In  happie  hap  him  to  surpasse 

that  were  the  happiest,  man. 

Then  might  I  mareh  in  mirth 
with  well  contented  niiode. 

And  joy  to  thinke  that  I  in  lone 
such  blissefaU  hap  did  finde. 

What  friendly  wordes  should  we 

together  then  recite? 
More  than  my  tongue  is  able  tdl 

or  this  pooue  Pen  to  write. 

Then  should  my  hart  reioyce 
and  thereby  comfort  take. 

As  they  bane  felt  that  earst  haue  had 
the  use  of  such  a  Make. 

If  Fortune  then  wmrid  firowne 

or  sought  me  to  disgrace: 
The  touching  of  hir  chirry  lip 

such  sorrowes  would  displace. 

Or  if  such  griefe  did  growe 
as  might  procure  my  snousrt, 

Hir  long  and  limber  armes  to  mee 
might  soone  reduce  my  hart. 

For  as  by  foming  fiouds 

the  floating  Fishes  lires: 
To  Salamanders  as  the  flame 

their  onely  comfort  gines: 

So  doth  thy  Beautie  (P.) 

my  sorrowes  quite  expel!: 
And  makes  me  fere  where  I  should  feint 

unlesse  thou  looudste  mee  welL 

And  as  by  waten  want, 

fish  falleth  to  decay. 
And  Salamander  cannot  line 

when  flame  is  tane  away: 

So  absence  from  hir  sight 
whole  Seas  of  sorrowes  makes. 

Which  presence  of  that  Paragon 
by  secret  vertue  slakes. 

Would  Death  would  spare  to  spoyle 

and  crooked  age  to  rase 
(As  they  are  woont  by  course  of  kinde) 

Pees  beaotie  m  this  case. 


Yet  though  tbeir  rigour  rage, 
and  powre  by  proofe  be  phiine: 

If  P.  should  die  tomorrow  next, 
yet  P.  should  liue  againe. 

For  Phcenix  by  bis  kinde 

to  Phoenix  will  returne, 
When  he  by  force  of  Phoebus  flame 

in  scalding  skies  doe  buroe. 

Then  P.  must  needes  reuioe 
that  is  a  Phoenix  plaice : 

And  P.  by  lack  of  linely  breath 
shall  be  a  P.  againe. 


